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Chapter 1

The government lies.

I should know. I was one of their greatest secrets. Since I was born, the government had kept me a secret from the rest of the world. From them, I learned that my race was extinguished over nine hundred years ago. I was alone, always watched but alone.

“Food please,” I asked in a heavy and scratchy voice. A few minutes later a tray of raw meat slid into the room. I quickly devoured it, and after licking my chops I felt ready for a nap.

Just as I laid my head down on the cool cement, a computerized voice ordered me to rise.

I arranged myself inside painted yellow lines on the floor. Then, a glass shield descended from the ceiling. The glass was eight inches thick and was meant to protect the scientists from me, but I could have easily shattered or melted the glass. I didn’t care about them; the only person I wanted to hurt was the general. I provided the scientists with information and they provided me with food and a prison. 

Through the glass I saw Dr. Raverse enter the room and look up from her clipboard. “Hello.” she said in a cool voice, as if she was talking to a friend. I could hear her through the glass with my finely attuned ears. I nodded in acknowledgement of her presence. She jotted down a few lines on her pad and con​tinued. “How do you feel?”

“Fine,” I said looking down at her.

“How is your appetite?” asked Dr. Raverse. She needed not to ask, as every time I ate was recorded, but she asked anyway.

“Hungry as always,” I said trying to lighten the mood. The smallest hint of a smile reached her lips, but quickly disappeared.

 “How are you?” I asked. I hadn’t asked her a direct question since before she fell into her depression, and she took a step back as if I had physically moved closer to her.

“Okay.” she said with a slight hint of fear in her voice. She wrote down more on her clip​board and continued. “I need another blood sample.”

“Of course,” I remarked as a robotic arm descended from the ceiling and moved towards my arm where a small patch of scale was missing. I flinched as the needle pierced my flesh drawing a vial of blood. After a few seconds, the arm retracted into the ceiling, and the doctor turned to leave. 

“Goodbye.” 

She paused, as if considering whether to answer or not, then quickly walked away. Once the door had sealed behind her, I gave a roar of anger and unleashed a blast of fire at the glass.  It melted and pooled beneath my feet.

“I am a Dragon!” I yelled while throwing my weight against the weakened glass. It shattered easily, and I began to race around the room. Faster and faster I went until I was panting from the exertion. A small stream of smoke spiraled from my nostrils. They treat me like an animal, like they treated my ancestors. In twelve thousand years humans haven’t changed at all. They base their views of me simply on how I look.

“Water,” I asked, parched from the fire in my throat. A metal tub of water slid into the room, and I drank eagerly. After I had my fill, I dipped my head in the water to cool off. Then I placed my paws in the water, and sighed in relief as the cold liquid washed over my sore claws. I then stretched out my wings and gently licked clean the leathery membrane. I wish I could fly I thought, but the cell I lived in was long and wide, not tall. I looked up at the ceiling wishing I could leave, but instead I saw the man. He stared down at me. I sent a jet of fire towards him but when it came within ten feet of him it stopped as if it hit an invisible wall. It was in fact an invisible wall made up of lasers that cross-streamed causing anything that came near it to be destroyed. It allowed me to see him but not hurt him. He was the one who put me in the cell. Unlike the woman he didn’t care about how I felt, he just wanted to see how much weight I could have lifted or how fast I could have run. He was a warrior, with his side arm always at his side; I know that if he had to, he would kill me without hesitation. The lights dimmed simulating the sunset. My eyes seemed to flicker with an invisible fire inside of them, as I stared at my captor. He laughed and walked away, with a low growl I curled up on the floor and fell asleep.

Chapter 2
“I think we need to reconsider his cognitive abilities,” said Dr. Raverse.

“Dr. Raverse, just because the beast can parrot what you say doesn’t make it smart,” said the general. The general walked behind his desk. The desk had a small plaque that read: G. ERK.

“I’d still like to run some further tests to re-determine his intelligence.” Stated Dr. Raverse

“Forget it doctor, you caused another provoked attack, I don’t want you near it. Besides you forget, I am the leader of this project, not you.”

“But I...” 

The general leaned over his desk. “You are off the project, end of story!” 

Dr. Alice Raverse stormed out of the General’s office. While Alice passed several security checkpoints and flashing her badge as she went by, she thought how sad the dragon had sounded, and how angry it had been when she left.

He needs me, Alice realized, and more than anything I need him too. I have devoted most of my life to him, and I’m not going to stop just because a pompous general that was too worried about money.
Alice walked up to her office door, scanned her badge, and entered the room. It was a small workspace with a desk, a chair, and a file cabinet. There were several Styrofoam cups of old coffee on the desk, behind the desk was a picture of the dragon that looked so lifelike many people were scared to enter her office. She sat down behind her desk and booted up her computer. Although it looked like a standard laptop, it was networked to a bank of servers several floors above her. After she typed in her pass codes she quickly entered the building’s server, and began to type a complex computer code.

/||HIDE_KEYSTOKES||/

\RUN_PROGRAM.WHITERABBIT\\LOOP.SYSTEM\

\\UNLOCK.FIREWALL.SECURITY\\

PASSWORD?

\FIND_”PASSWORD”_@_WHITERABBIT\

\\\FINDING

\\READY

Alice paused and reflected. Hacking into a government server was considered treason, punishable by death. She reached under her desk and felt the cool plastic of her standard issue service pistol.

“Just in case.” she said slipping it into the side pocket of her lab coat. 

/SECURITY/PROJECT_CONTAINMENT_PROTOCOL_EMERGENCY/

! WARNING_THIS_PROGRAM_WILL_UNLEASH_PROJECT!

//PROCEED//_ENTER_TIMER_15:00MINUTES_END.WHITE_RABBIT//

She shut down her computer and exited the room. Once again she found herself passing through several checkpoints, pondering why she was doing this.

Because he deserves to be free Alice reminded herself as she reached a large door marked:

WEAPONS DEVELOPMENT AUTHORIZED PERSONEL ONLY!

She scanned her card and typed in a lengthy code on a keypad.

“Welcome doctor.” said a voice from a hidden speaker. The doors opened with a hiss and stepped inside. Once inside she quickly strode down rows of machine guns, rifles, rocket launchers, and other experimental weapons. She did not pause to pick up any of the large arsenal before her except for an extra clip for her pistol. She passed through a hanger with new tanks, and off-road vehicles. Alice entered a side room marked BIOMECHANICS inside there was a rack of several large suits that were an idea for human controlled robot skin. They worked wonderfully, but were too costly to mass-produce. She’d read all the reports on it, and had studied the data on its use. She had even managed to test run it before. She was confident in using it. She crossed the room and activated one of the suits, checking to make sure it was fully charged. She walked over to a workbench and picked up a small, grey box. About the size of her hand and virtually weightless she placed it in a pouch in the suits belt. She glanced at her watch.

Five minutes, plenty of time Alice thought to herself. She went back to the suit and pressed a few buttons on the data pad next to it. She entered the codes to unlock it and stepped inside. Then it closed around her. A transparent visor moved into place and there was a faint hiss as the suit pressurized. Several green lights came into focus on her visor’s heads up display. When was given the all ready light she stepped forward and rotated her arms making sure everything worked.

I’m ready Alice thought as she zoomed out of the room. She passed into the hallway as alarms went off around her, Show time

Chapter 3

The flash of a strobe light and a shrill alarm awoke me.


“UP.” commanded the computer voice. I had never experienced this before, and quickly arose. Red lights illuminated a square in a different corner of the room.


“Go to the red zone,” demanded the computer voice. I obeyed and the second my tail was inside the outlined box, a box of metal descended from the ceiling. No, I was moving through the ceiling. I traveled quickly and several minutes later the lift stopped. It was a good forty feet from the top, too far to jump. I paced back and forth, wondering what I had done to deserve this. I closed my eyes in the red lights, and remembered my first memories.

I recalled the doctor’s voice, 

“Male, twenty-two pounds, six ounces.” She gently pulled open my eyelids and shined a small penlight in each of my eyes. My eyes contract, “Visual response is normal.” I remember her silhouette outlined by a bright light. She snapped several times in each ear. Instinctively, I turned towards the source of the noise. “Good motor response.” she opened my jaw and examined my teeth. I heard another voice,

“Already fully grown!” It was the voice of the man, “It looks like a natural born killer, even as a newborn.”

“You don’t have to call him ‘it’. He deserves respect, he is the last of his kind, he is as sensitive and intelligent as you are.”

“He’s nothing but a bug stupid lizard.”
I am disturbed from my recollection by the sound of metal on metal. I looked up to find the ceiling opening up like the jaw of a gigantic monster. Strangely the object forcing the gap open was a human clad in gray armor.

Chapter 4

I need to find the general thought Dr. Raverse. Once I get his security key to open the top hatch, the dragon will be free.
“Suit, locate General Erk.” A large blue line was overlaid on her heads up display, giving her visual guidance to her target. She turned a corner and whizzed past two guards with semi-automatic rifles.

“Stop or we’ll shoot!” shouted one of the men as she rushed down the hall. There was a staccato of bullets pinging off her armor. Lucky for her the suit could easily deflect low caliper bullets. She was about to turn and shoot them, when a stern voice said,

“Idiots! You can’t stop her, get out of the way, I want a clear shot.” She turned to face her opponent. “Doctor…I like the outfit.”

“General.” she said with a sarcastic salute while looking what weapon he was packing, a grenade launcher that would punch right through the suit. She thought.

“Go ahead and shoot me!” This was a risky bluff, if he did all that she worked for would count for nothing.

“Why would I want to do that? I mean if I kill you, I can’t get the code.” He smiled, Now Alice, what was the ‘white rabbit’ late for?”

He knew about my code

“He forgot his present,” said the general holding out the key. He dangled it in front of him like a worm on a hook. “You want it? Catch!” he threw it up in the air and fired a round from his launcher. She lunged for the key, but fell short and flattened herself as the RPG exploded above her. When she looked up the key was nothing but a puddle of liquid metal. Also, the general was nowhere to be seen. She struggled to stand up and limped down the hall to a bank of elevators.

“Due to protocol all elevators are shut down,” said a robotic voice. The doctor stumbled to a small keypad next to the door; she paused for a moment thinking, and then typed in a short code. The door opened and she pressed the button for the top floor. In a few minutes she reached the top and moved into a large hanger. Strangely it was completely silent, there we no alarms sounding or people running. However, there was a rectangle of red light in the center of the massive room. This is it she thought. She moved towards it looking for something to pry the doors open with.

“Crap!” she was unable to find anything, but managed to get her hands under a small lip. She pulled but nothing happened. “Suit, divert all power to arm and shoulder servos.” she commanded. EXCEEDS PARAMETERS flashed on her screen. “Override!” she yelled, and there was a wisp of static as power rushed to her arms. She tried again and the hatch slowly ground open. When she managed to open it as far as she could with her arms, she looked down at the platform below, empty, but then she saw two yellow eyes open and stare up at her.

Chapter 5

I was about to send a burst of fire at this strange human, when I heard him yell, “Stop!” I realized that it was the doctor in the suit. I stifled my flames.

“Sorry doctor. What are you doing?”

“I’m trying to get these doors open and could use a little help.” She said with annoyance.

“Oh, I’m sorry.” I jumped up and managed to force the doors open for me to squeeze through. Once out, I stared at her curiously.

“Do you trust me?” she asked, and I leaned down to see her eye to eye.

“Yes, I do.” She turned to walk away, “then follow me.”

“Do you trust me?” I asked, she paused, much like she paused earlier.

“I don’t know, but I’m doing this to set you free.” I jerked back startled by what she said.

“Freedom?” I asked.

“Yes, and I was wondering-since I’m out of a job and a traitor to my country-if I could come with you?”

“You want to travel with me?”

“Yes, and if I come with you I want you to have this.” She pulled out a small gray box about the size of one of my scales.

“What is it?” I asked.

“It’s a neural interface; it can transmit our thoughts from up to a mile away.”

“So do I carry it around?”

“No, two tungsten steel screws will drill through you scale without harming the skin underneath. Once attached, the screws act like antennas. It will be painless.” I shook my head.

“I think I want to wait to put that on. Wait! Something’s coming!” I heard the sound of tires approaching. My tongue flicked out and I tasted the metallic taste of blood.

“You’re injured.”

“It’s nothing.” She said as she swayed back and forth. I caught her as she fells to the ground. “You need to go, leave me; I will only slow you down.”

“Get on my back.” I carefully lifted her to my shoulder and she managed to get on my back.

“Hold on!” I yelled as I charge towards the hanger doors. As I reach them, several trucks pulled up and men with guns jumped out and fanned around me. I folded my wings over the doctor protectively. 

“Let me go!” I yelled and sent a burst of flames at the empty vehicles. Several exploded instantly and created a thick smoke that temporarily hid me. I prayed to the equivalent of the human’s God Please let this work. I spread my wings and felt them fill with cool night air. I started to beat them up and down, up and down. My body became weightless, my claws dragging on the ground as I started to move forward. I started to drift to the left and corrected myself with a flick of my tail. I felt more than just my body become lighter; I felt my soul release a great weight as I launched into the night sky for the first time in my life.

Chapter 6

Doctor Raverse opened her eyes, and saw nothing but clouds. “Am I in heaven?”

“No doctor, you are on a mountain about two hundred miles from that wretched place.”

“But how?” she asked sitting up examining her surroundings.

“Naturally, I flew.” I said with a bit of annoyance in my voice.

“You, you can fly?” Now I was really annoyed.

“What? Did you think these were for show?” I spread my wings casting a large shadow over her.

“I’m sorry.” She stared, stunned in awe. I folded them back in place.

“Now, please remove your leg armor, I need to tend to that wound.”

“Its fine, I just…” she tried to get up, but stumbled, I rushed to her side.

“Please let me help you.”

“I don’t need your help.”

“Doctor, I don’t want to force you to do something, but I must insist.”

“Okay.” She removed her leg plate. She gave small gasps of pain as scabs and sores reopened. I leaned over her to examine the wound. Her pale skin was cut, with pieces of metal, all along the side of her leg. What mainly concerned me was the large jagged gash about eight inches long on the back of her leg.

“This might sting a little, but my saliva has antiseptic properties.”  I extended my tongue. Several drops fell off the tip into the cut.

“Now, to prevent infection.” I said. I raise a single claw and heated it for several seconds.

“This will hurt.” I gently press my claw along the cut. She gives a hiss of pain, as the flesh was cauterized.

“Thank you,” she said replacing her armor.

“You’re welcome,” I paused, “I think I want to wear that device you asked about earlier.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yes, I’ve trusted you more than anyone else I have ever known.” I laid down in front of her. She came to my side, device in hand.

“Two diamond tipped screws will drill just underneath your scales without harming the flesh underneath.”

“Just get it over with before I change my mind,” I growled nervously. 

“Hold still please.” she placed it against my head and instantly, I felt the vibrations as the screws drilled into my scales. In a few minutes the whirl of the drill stopped. The doctor stepped forward and placed her hand on the box to tests its hold. 

I jerked back in pain, “Still a little tender. I’m sorry if I scared you.”

“It’s fine. Now let’s see if it works.” She pulled out a small data tablet and pressed a few keys. “Try to keep your mind as blank as possible while I synchronize our brainwaves.”

“I will try.” Several minutes later she said, <done>, rather her mind said it.

<This is amazing doctor, where is your device? >

“Right here she said taking off her helmet, and pointed behind her ear. There was a much smaller version of my transmitter. 

<Now we are part of each other> I said.

<Yes we are. >

Chapter 7

“We can’t find them sir,” said a technician looking up from his terminal.

“What!” the general slammed his fist on the table. “We have satellites, cameras, thermal imaging, sonar, and spy drones. How can a giant dragon manage to evade the most advanced security systems in the world?” 

“I don’t know sir, I’m not a scientist.”

“Well, get me someone who does!”

“What about Dr. Raverse? She is the lead scientist on the project.”

“She’s the one were looking for you idiot!”

“Sorry sir, we were never briefed on what happened.”

The general massaged his temples, “She stole top secret weaponry, hacked a secure government server, and escaped with a multi-billion dollar dragon while managing to evade the most advanced security system in this hemisphere. That’s what happened.” His face turned tomato red. “Now I want a specialist and I want him five minutes ago.” 

Exactly five minutes later, a small man stumbled into the room. He was balding, and had a face much like a mouse. He timidly glanced around, and walked forward. He reached the general, and gave a salute. The general reached forward and the man flinched, as if the general planned to hit him. Instead, the general reached down and brought up the scientist ID badge.

“Jennings, what do you have for me?”

Jennings steps back. “Well… from the notes I gathered from the doctors computer we determined that the dragon’s scales could absorb sonar, and mask heat signatures. Also, its dark color was perfect for blending into the night.”

“So can you tell how far they could have gone?”

“If they walked it could be 100 miles, if they flew it could be 500 miles.” The general’s jaw drops in amazement. 

500 miles! He was holding out on me, hiding his true potential. The general looked around the room. “This was serious, I want all our drones running a five mile sweep, with all our satellites cross-scanning every ten miles. Alert the director of special operations to our situation, but remember this can’t go public.”

“Yes sir!” responded the men and women around the room.

“Good.” said the general, his face turned back to its original color.

Chapter 8

<How do I block memories or thoughts from you? > I asked as she replaced her helmet.

<Just imagine a door or wall and I won’t be able to see it. >

<Does the same apply for you? >

<Yes, but I don’t have many thoughts to keep from you. > She replaced the data-tablet in its small pouch, and sat down.

<So why did you rescue me? > I asked while grooming my claws. She thought for several minutes, and replied.

<I looked at you, miserable and imprisoned by the government, and saw myself. I was worried, with me never being able to see you again, that you might act out again and they would harm you. Also, I had devoted my entire career with you waiting for the perfect time to set you free. Last night was the last chance I had; now we’re both free. >

<Thank you doctor for saving me, if you would have left, I would have gone mad. > 

<By the way, > the doctor got up and moved closer to me. <What should I call you? >

<That has been a question all my life; I think I should be called Nidzog. >

<Alright Nidzog, maybe we should find some cover. >

<No need, > with a rustle of my scales, I changed color and blended into the environment.

<Active camouflage. Interesting, but two can play at that game. > She tapped a few keys and she too became nearly invisible, although there was what seemed like a heat haze where she was standing.

<It only works when I stand still, > she walked quickly and the camouflage flashed on and off.

<Stop! > My thoughts turned red, <we are being watched. >

<How do you know? >

<It’s something I learned from that man ‘General Erk’ always staring at me… there, in the air! >

<It looks like a bird. >

<Look through my eyes. > The haze shifts.

<Amazing! Your right, it’s a spy drone, probably looking for us. >

<There’s a small cave you and I can hide in to your left, move very slowly I will follow. > She followed my directions, her suit was able to adapt quickly enough for her to remain invisible. However, I knew I was too large to stay hidden, so I had to hope that the drone didn’t see me as I moved toward the cave.

I managed to get inside the cave, but I scraped the soft, leathery membrane on my wing, and it began to bleed. 

<What did you do? > She asked with worry.

<It’s nothing, > I tried to tuck my wing back in place, but gave a growl of pain.

<Let me look. > She pulled out a small penlight. Suddenly, I am transported back to the first time I saw her.

<Whoa! > She exclaimed grabbing at her head, <It’s like being in both places at once, you have a very strong memory. >

<Sorry, > I said sheepishly. <It’s the best memory I have of you. You actually touched me; you were the first person in over twelve hundred years to touch a living dragon. >

<And the first to ride one. > She added. <Now let me have a look at your wing. > I carefully spread it out over her like a tent. The light glowed through it, showing my veins spread out like a spider’s web. Her light focused on the tear, it was about two feet long and jagged. She removed her bulky suits arms, took out a small first aid kit, and slipped on a pair of gloves.

<It doesn’t look like you cut any major arteries, but you can’t push yourself until it heals. > I gave a hiss of pain as she probed the gap. <Sorry. I’m going to give you an anti-infection shot; it should also help ease the pain. > She pulled out a syringe, <Hold still please. > A few minutes later the pain dulled to a mute throb.

<Thank you. > She pulled out what looked like a thin piece of paper.

<With your permission, I would also like to use this. >

<What was it? >

<It’s an experimental instant graft material. Using a small amount of blood, usually the blood from the wound works well, it synthesizes skin cells and a polymer adheres it to your skin. Although it wasn’t meant for you, it will probably work. Do you want to give it a try? >

<Yes please. > She pulled out a knife and cut out a piece about an inch wider than the cut.

<Too much, and you’ll have a thicker membrane there. > She pressed it to my cut, there was a tingling sensation, and I gave a series of short, high growls.

<What’s wrong? > She asked with worry in her voice.

<It tickles! > I grinned. She laughed in amusement.

<I’ve never heard you laugh before, it’s nice. >

<Yes, it is. >

Chapter 9

“Sir, I think I found something.”

“Well? What was it?” asked the general as he rushed towards the console.

“It’s drone 481, it detected an anomaly.”

“What kind of anomaly?”

“Visual scans show up normal, but thermal…” He brought up a false color image on his screen. It had a large red splotch and a smaller orange streak.

“Have the drone go back for another sweep, and confirm it with our satellites. Prep an assault team, and clear airspace. If this is it, I don’t want it attacking a commercial flight.”

“Right away!”

“Switch main screen to live drone feed.” The screen showed the drone leveling out. “There! Pause frame.” the screen froze. “Focus on the upper left quadrant, good, now enhance it.”

The screen blurred, and then cleared. On the screen was patch of black and blurry patch compared to the rest of the environment around it. “Active camouflage? He has active camouflage?” His face began to turn red again. “Get me a gunship, were going in hot.” 

“Yes sir!”

As the people in the room scrambled to complete the general’s orders, a man in a business suit stepped out of the elevator.

“General?” said the man, dodging several people rushing around the room.

“Mr. Director, how unexpected.” The general reeled, unprepared for his superior. “Why don’t we step into my office.” He motioned to a large oak door. Inside was an extravagant room furnished with antique chairs and along one wall a large picture of a knight in shining armor killing a dragon? The director moved to the opening overlooking the dragon’s cell. 

“Drink?” Asked the general moving to a small bar. 

“Water will suffice for me.” The director sat down in front of the desk. The general joined him, passing a glass of ice water. 

He took as small sip, “so, who was responsible for this calamity?”

“That would be Dr. Raverse, sir.”

“You have her in custody?”

“No sir, she escaped with the dragon.” 

The director gave a laugh. “Seriously, where is she?” 

The general gave a cold, hard stare. “My god, she actually went with the beast, and you let them get away?”

“I attempted to subdue her, but she cut off communications so I had to leave to get more reinforcements. I shot her with a RPG at close range. I thought she was dead, even with the suit.”

“What suit?”

“A biometric armor prototype.”

“How did she manage to steal that? Or did you give it to her?” Yelled the director throwing his glass at the window. It vaporized into dust. “You Idiot! Bring them both back alive. If you fail, don’t bother to come back at all. Is that understood?”

“Yes sir!” said the general standing in a salute.

“Good.”

Chapter 10

<I think it’s gone. > She stepped back into the shadowy interior of the cave. <I really need to find a town so I can get some food and proper clothing. >

<I saw a small town near here last night. >

<Great! But how am I going to get there? >

<I could fly. >

<Yeah and scare the whole town. >

<I could drop you off near it. >

<But what excuse could I come up with for just appearing in a secluded mountain town? > Her stomach gave a growl of complaint. 

<Come on, I’ll think of something on the way. > She climbed on my back and we set off. We traveled for several miles in silence as she marveled at the scene unrolling before her. I spotted movement below; it was a group of deer, a nice meal for later.
We approached a road, cutting through the landscape like a giant serpent. She pointed to a clearing near the road.

<Land there. > I angled my wings and gently glided down. She hopped off my back. She removed her armor, and placed it in a canvas bag she produced from her belt. <I want you to stay here. >

<Of course. > I said, curling up, shading my head with my wing. 

<Good, > she walked to the road. I lifted up my wing and watched her slender form leaving the clearing. When she was gone, I turned invisible and carefully followed her. I watched her form traveling down the road, catching the light filtering down from the canopy. A dirty old pickup approached from behind her. It slowed down and pulled to the side of the road.

I panicked for a second. I imagined inside the truck were army men who would take her away from me. But the moment passed. 

An elderly woman stuck her head out. “You need a ride Hon?”

“Sure, that would be great.”

“Ya’ll have to sit in the back.” She gestured to the bed of the truck.

“It’s fine.” She climbed into the back and sat down between several sacks of feed. With a grumble of protest from the engine, they moved towards the town. I followed behind them, staying in the shadows. 

Chapter 11

The driver of the pickup, the elderly woman’s husband, opened the back window.

“What’s your name?” 

“Anne.” the doctor said.

“I’m Henry, this was my wife Jill. We’re heading into town to buy some supplies. So what are you doing all alone on this road in the middle of nowhere?” 

Her body tensed, “my boyfriend and I got into a fight, and he drove off without me.”

“You poor soul,” Jill cooed, grasping her hand. “Do you need somewhere to stay?”

“No, I just need some food and clothing. I’ll call for a rental car-I have the cash- but thank you for the offer.”

“We just get lonely now that all our children are gone. Our boy went into the military and our daughter is a doctor in Detroit. We might have some clothes of hers that would fit you. Are you sure?”

“Yes, I really don’t want to stay here long.” By this time, they had arrived at the town. Henry pulled to the side of the road and she hopped off. “Thank you for the lift.” she offered a few bills to him.

“I can’t accept that, but you’re welcome. If you change your mind, have Nick, the cook at the diner, drive you up.” He pulled away from the curb.

“See ya latter,” yelled Jill as the truck traveled down the road. 

She glanced at the storefronts and spots a sporting goods store. 

Perfect she crossed the street. She entered the store and walked to the counter. A man stepped up to it, “can I help you?”

“Yes, I would like some camping equipment. What would you suggest?”

“Well, how long are you planning on staying out?” he asked.

“A long weekend perhaps.”

“What’s your budget?”

“Money is not a problem. I just need proper equipment such as: a thermal sleeping bag, a small waterproof tent, a week’s supply of dehydrated food would be good, and…” She pulled out a single bullet from her pocket, “a box of these.” 

“Whoa there! Miss?”

“Anne, just Anne.”

“I’m Bill. Now, I can get you everything except the bullets, you need a license to buy ammunition.” 

She slid several large bills across the counter, “I really need those bullets.” He stared down at the money, then at her.

“I can’t take this, it’s more than I make in a month.” He lowered his voice. “Listen, if you really need them that bad, why don’t you take me to dinner, and promise not to tell anyone I sold you ammunition.” He said with a foxish grin.

“That would be great.”

“Okay, my shift ends in an hour, wait out back for me.” His voice returned to its normal volume, “I would suggest a feather down sleeping bag.” 

They continued with her purchases. When She’d finished, he rang up her total, and slipped the box of bullets into her bag without a word.

“See you later,” he said with a wink. She walked out of the store and glanced at her watch.

Thirty minutes to spend She thought as she stepped down from the store. She spotted a small bookstore and walked inside. A middle-aged woman stumbled down the center aisle with a handful of books.

“Be with you in a little.” she chirped. Alice sat down on an old chair and stared ant the sloping piles of yellow stained books. Several books were in such bad repair she thought that they would simply disintegrate if she tried to pick them up. Several minutes later she walked behind the counter, “What can I do for you?”

“I’m looking for a book about dragons, preferable historical accounts; I would also like a newspaper.”

“Certainly, be right back.” She disappeared into the maze of shelves and returned with several volumes clenched in her hands. “This is all I have.” She placed the books on the counter. The doctor glanced at the titles: Dragons, a History; Fire Serpents of the World; and What they would look like. None of these titles interested her except the last one. It was the author’s name that caught her eye, “Drake Jennings,” she thought. “Funny, that’s the name of one of my colleagues. I wonder if it’s a coincidence.” 

“Would you like any of these?” The owner looked at her.

“Yes, I’ll take this one,” she indicates the third book, “and the newspaper.”

“I don’t sell newspapers, the only place in town selling them is the diner.” She ringed the books up. “Have a nice day.”

“You too.” said the doctor, exiting out onto the street. She ambled back behind the sporting store and sat down to wait for Bill.

She examined the book; sure enough inside the back cover was a picture of a small mouse-like man. 

“Leaking top secret information is a criminal offense Drake,” she muttered to herself.

“What?” asked a voice behind her. She jumped and turned with a start.

“Oh, Bill its just you, don’t scare me like that.”

“Sorry, I’ve been waiting for you. Are you ready for dinner?” he offered his hand. She took it and mustered a smile.

“Sure.” They walked to the diner.

Chapter 12

I watched, hidden behind several large trees, as she walked off with this man. I could smell the pheromones off his body, and knew he was looking for a mate. 

“We don’t have time for relationships doctor besides, how would you explain me to him?” I kneaded the soil under my claws in frustration, “I need to separate them without giving him a heart-attack?” 

Meanwhile, they had entered the diner and were quickly lost in the crowd. I need to get closer I think as I moved towards the main road, but how? I noticed a large truck filled with timber crawling up the road. I wait, and when the truck was in front of me I leapt upon it. The driver turned around and looked right at me-but I was invisible- and continued driving. When on the outskirts of town, I jumped back off the truck and slinked to the diner. I spotted them sitting at a window seat near the back. I sat down and listened.

“So do you have family in town?” Bill asked while sipping from his glass.

“No, I’m just passing through. I thought I would camp out for a little, do some soul searching.”

He looked up at her with scrutinizing eyes, “I’ve never heard of a soul searcher that carries illegally owned firearms. So, what are you really doing here?”

She sighed and glanced around, “The truth is I’m just looking for freedom. I lost my job, but I didn’t need it-I had plenty of cash-and I want to get off the grid for a while.”

“If you need a place to stay-”

“That’s kind, but I need to be alone for a bit.” 

They sat in silence for several minutes. I’m becoming a good liar, She thought to herself. Their food arrived, and she looked down at it.

“Venison steak, it’s really good,” he cut into the steaming meat, “Your not a vegetarian, are you?”

“No, I just haven’t had venison in a very long time.”

“Here,” he cut off a tender bit and brought it to her mouth. She gingerly bit it off, chewed a few times, and swallowed.

“It’s delicious!” she exclaimed cutting into her own steak. With a giggle she chewed off a large chunk, “I’ve forgotten how wonderful meat tastes.” 

“Whoa! Slow down, you might choke.” 

They enjoyed the rest of their meals with much laughter, and exited the restaurant. She went to cross the street, but Bill took her hand.

“Wait, there’s something I want to show you.” He gestured to the back of the diner. She followed him and was amazed by the full moon, outlined by the trees and mountains.

“We’re so high up it looks larger and clearer,” he leaned toward her, “and more romantic.”

She leaned in to, but paused.

“My things, I left them inside.” She pulled away from his embrace. “I’ll be right back.” She left him, and went back inside.

 I seized my chance and moved in back of him. I made only my head visible.

“Bill!” I growled. He turned around,

“What the-”

“Silence!” I yelled. “You must keep away from this woman, she is cursed so that any man who elopes with her will die. This is your only warning.” I turned invisible again and disappeared back into the night.

The doctor returned. “I’m back. Bill? What’s wrong?”

“You!” he backed away from her, “get away from me!” he turned and ran off into the night.

“Strange man,” she said to herself. She gathered her things and headed back down the mountain. I flew ahead of her and returned to the clearing where I waited for her. She arrived and dropped her things.

<How did it go? >

<Well, but I think you’re the best company for me. > She arranged the bundles on my back. <Let’s get back to the cave. > We flied back in silence. She set up her tent inside the cave, and with a yawn zipped it close.

<Good night doctor. >

<Good night Nidzog. > Several minutes later we were both soundly asleep.

Chapter 13

“Good morning,” I stuck my head into her tent. The doctor groggily looked up at me. 

“Good morning Nidzog,” she smiled softly. Several minutes later, she exited the tent in nothing but her undergarments; her slender form glowed like an angel in the cave. She stretched and looked at me.

<Please don’t stare. > She gently commanded me.

<Oh, sorry, > I glanced away, and when she turns her back to me my eyes gravitate to her again. I wonder at the smooth curves of her delicate back and her muscular calves. She rummaged through her bag and finally found in a pair of jeans and shirt to wear.

<Are you going somewhere? > She asked.

<I need to find some food; traveling several hundred miles can burn a lot of energy. >

<Okay, but try to be careful, and let me know if something happens. >

<Yes doctor. >

I moved to the entrance of the cave. I stuck my head out, tested the air with my tongue, looked around, and finally leapt into the sky. I glided carefully and tested my healing wing. It was amazing how quickly it was repairing itself with the doctors medicine. I continued for several miles; aerial raptors came to see what strange being had entered their sky. They wove around me and I watched as they caught a free ride in my tail wind.

I spotted movement below; it was a lone deer. “Perfect.” I thought to myself. I tucked my wings in and free fell to my target. I pounced on top of him, and graciously snapped his neck. I skinned him, sliced him in half and carefully removed the best parts for the doctor. I ate the rest, and picked the bones clean. I dug a hole for the bones, and buried them. I seared the meat and wrapped it in the leftover skin. I carefully carried the bundle back toward the cave.

<Nidzog, run! They found me. > I suddenly heard the doctor. I dropped the bundle.

<I’m coming! > I flied back to the cave as quickly as I could.

<Please don’t, you’re free. Don’t risk getting-> her voice suddenly stopped mid-sentence.

“Doctor!” I bellowed and dropped towards the cave. Two helicopters blocked my path, firing net guns at me. They missed; I sent a stream of fire at them. I continued toward the cave. I saw several people pulling her into an awaiting helicopter. 

“No!” I screamed while angling myself down towards her. The general stepped in front of her with a grenade launcher and fired several rounds that detonated around me. My ears hurt, my vision blurred. I flew away from them.

“I’m sorry doctor.” I shed a single tear. It fell to the ground and landed on a small wild flower.

Chapter 14

Several hours later she awoke, lying on a bed, staring up at a flickering florescent light. Her tongue was dry, and her muscles were sore all over. She attempted to rise and her head swam.

“Just take it slow,” she coached herself. She stood up, supporting herself on the wall, and tried to move to the door. She knocked on the large metal door, and the sound resonated within the small room like a death bell. A slot in the door opened and two cool blue eyes stared in.

“Against the wall,” commanded the eye’s voice. She obeyed and the soldier pushed a chair into the room. Drake Jennings stepped inside and sat down.

“Hello Alice, how are you?” 

She stared at him, “I don’t like your book.” His eyes widened.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.” She stood up, confidence flushing the drugs from her body.

“I have a copy with my stuff, I’m sure they found it by now. Or I could convince a guard to take it to the general, speed up the process.”

His face drained of color, “what do you want?” he asked softly.

“My encyclopedia, volume four pleases, a pad of paper and a pencil too.”

“I’ll see what I can do,” his face regained its normal color. “Meanwhile, I need your help. The general is going crazy trying to find the dragon-” 

“Nidzog, his name is Nidzog,” she interrupts.

“They can’t find him because the GPS chip malfunctioned.”

“So what do you need me for?”

He points to the neural transmitter, “we want to try to boost the signal so you could convince him to come back.”

“Do you really think he would come back?”

“There would be changes; you wouldn’t be able to leave, but you would live with him year round. Improved living conditions and less surveillance.” He sighs, “it’s not perfect, but better then you dead and him tortured everyday.”

“It’s possible he could never be found.”

“True.”

“I need some time to think about it.”

“Okay, but don’t take too long, the general wants an answer in two hours.” He knocks on the door and the guard opens it.

“Why did you write that book?” She asked as he went to leave.

He stopped, “I figured people deserved to know the truth.” He exited the room, and once again she was left alone. 

I felt empty. Alone, I flew across the sky, a black splotch on a canvas of blue. What should I do? I asked myself, now that the doctors gone I don’t have any purpose. I skirted a bank of clouds, and a plan formed in my mind. I flew back towards my prison.

She felt empty. Alone, she sat on her bed. What should I do? She asked herself, give my life for his freedom, or imprison him with myself forever? She heard a knock at the door; the guard entered and handed her the volume and a spiral bound notebook. She thanked him but received nothing in return but a cold, hard stare; the guard exited. 

Maybe there’s a third option she opened the encyclopedia. Inside the book was hollowed out. They may have the most advanced security system in the world, but they can’t even check a book. She pulled out a small block of C5 explosive, a detonator, and finally, a pistol. She stuck the C5 onto the door and set the timer for a minute. She overturned her bed and kneeled behind it.

Chapter 15

Ryan Schroter leaned against the wall and contemplated his current job. When I joined the special service I thought I’d be in action, with the newest weapons, I would infiltrate enemy bases or something, not guarding a scientist. He sighed. “Don’t talk to her, or let anyone in but me or Jennings,” commanded the general. No one had come, other than Jennings, who had returned with a book. “Please give this to her.” He walked away. Ryan unlocked the door and handed it to her. She thanked him, but he couldn’t answer back. He locked the door again and wondered what she did to wind up in the brig. He leaned against the wall again, but suddenly he was blown of his feet. Several chunks of cement fell on his head and he tasted blood. He tried to get to his feet, groping for his gun, but something cold pressed into the small of his neck. “Don’t move.”

Chapter 16

She grabbed his pass-card and weapon. 

“Please don’t kill me,” Ryan whined. 

“If I was going to kill you, you would already be dead.” She pulled out his handcuffs and dragged him into the remains of  the room. She chained him to mangled frame of the bed and took the key to the cuffs from around his belt. 

Alice surveyed her handy work and continued, “now I want you to do me a favor,” Ryan nodded his head. “Give this to the general,” she placed a neatly folded note on the bed. “And give this to Jennings, privately.” She tucked a smaller note into his breast pocket. “Thank you, and goodbye.” She closed the twisted door as best she could and strode down the hall, her stolen assault rifle in front of her.

I flied through the day as fast as my wings would allow. I willed to hear her thoughts even though I was still over a hundred miles away. I tried not to think about what happened; instead I focused on my breathing and the rhythmic beat of my wings. I felt the slight twinge of pain where she healed my wing. I hope she’s okay. I wished I could have flied faster, but I didn’t want to tire out halfway there. I continued flying. 

I need to get back to my office, she thought as she rushed down a hallway. She stopped and peered around the corner; no one was in sight. She opened her door and stepped inside. They had torn apart her office looking for notes, however they didn’t check behind the picture frame. She lifted it up to reveal a shallow shelf. On it was a small antenna dish. She pulled it down. “I’m one step ahead of you Jennings,” she whispered plugging a thin cord into the device behind her ear. She crossed her fingers, I hope this works. 

<Nidzog. >

My muscles strained, every beat of my wings sent an echoing pain through my body. Clouds of drowsiness surrounded my thoughts. I thought I herd her voice, but dismissed it as a delusion of my want to hear her. In a few moments I hear it again, this time I’m sure I heard her.

<Nidzog, you won’t be able to talk to me so listen carefully, I don’t have much time. I need your help to escape from the base, but you can’t do it alone. My daughter, Brittany might be able to help. > An image of a young, red haired girl flashed into my mind. <I can pinpoint her location using your device. Standby. >  A red dot appeared pointing me toward my new destination. <Follow it; find my daughter, save me. >  There was a pause, <I love you Nidzog, goodbye. > The message ended and once again I flew alone, but this time I flew with a purpose.

She unplugged the cord and replaced the dish behind the picture. She opened the bottom drawer of her desk and pulled out a half full box energy bars she snacked on when she was too busy to go to the cafeteria. At least it’s better than jerky she thought as she stuffed her pockets with the silver wrapped bar. She pulled open the air vent above her desk, climbed inside, and closed the grate behind her.

Chapter 17

“Brittney, it’s time for dinner.” She looked up from her laptop.

“Just a minute,” she typed quickly, “come on.” She whispered to herself, “Give me something.” A message flashed on the screen, “0 results found.” She gave a sigh of disappointment. She shut down her computer and jumped down the stairs. 

This was the second time this week she hacked into the government servers to try to find her mother. Her father had given up trying to find Alice, but the necklace that mysteriously appeared in the mail renewed her need to find her mother.
“What’s for dinner?” She asked bounding into the room. Her father turns around, wearing an apron.

“Bat wings and frog guts,” he declared with a smile.

“Meatloaf again, but we just had it last week.” She reached into the fridge and grabbed a can of Mountain Dew.

“I thought you liked my meatloaf.” He crossed his arm defensively.

“Yeah, but not that much.” However she cut herself a generous portion and sat down to eat. He joined her, after removing his apron. “What were you doing upstairs?” 

She avoided his eyes, “looking for mom.” He put down his fork with a sigh. “I know you miss her, but she does top secret work. Unless you’re some kind of hacker, you won’t be able to find her. Besides,” he gestures with his fork. “You should be bookfacing, or whatever with your friends like a normal teenage girl.”

“It’s Facebook dad, and I don’t have any friends to talk to.” 

“Why not?”

“They think I’m too spontaneous and childish.”

“Britt, your sixteen, if your friends and are already celebrating adulthood, you need new friends.”

She finished her meal and head back upstairs, “Brittney.” She paused.

“Yes.”

“I miss her too.”

“Thanks dad.” She entered the room and quietly closed the door. She flopped on her captain’s bed and opened one of the many drawers beneath it. Carefully hidden in the back was a photo of her mother. She took it out and caressed the glossy surface. I wish you’d come home, she thought, replacing it back in the drawer. 

A few minutes later her father knocked on the door. “Come in.”

“I got you something.” He handed her a book. 

“What they would look like,” she read aloud. 

“It’s about dragons; I thought you might like it.”

“Thanks dad,” she put it in an open drawer.

“Well goodnight.”

“Mhuh.”

“I love you,” he stood there waiting for an answer.

“Goodnight,” she finally managed. He closed the door and went downstairs to clean up. 

After waiting to make sure he was downstairs, Brittney opened the drawer, pulled out the book, and eagerly began to read.

Chapter 18

After flying all day and into the night, I finally reached my destination. My wings ached and pain racked my body with every wingbeat. I circled around, making sure the area was clear. “What a large house for two people,” I thought as I dodge a low hanging power line. I quietly landed and turned invisible. I walked around the house looking inside for the girl. On the first floor I only find her father working in the kitchen. I was about to give up when I spotted a light on the second floor. I raised myself up and peered inside. “It’s her, but how can I get her attention without scaring her completely.” I allowed only a single eye to become visible and spoke softly, “Child.” She looked up and the book in her hand fell to the ground. She instinctively moved back to the farthest corner of her bed, however she didn’t scream.

“Are you real?” she pushed a lock of her red hair aside. It fell right back in place.

“Yes,” I answered, “and your mother sent me to get you, she needs your help”

“My mom? Why would my mom need my help? I’m just a kid.”

“Now is not the time child to ask questions little one. We can talk once we are underway.”

“What about my dad?”

I gave a low growl of annoyance and she shrank father into the depths of her room, “Lie to him.”

“Okay, give me a few minutes.” 

“Hurry,” I moved out into the yard and waited for her.

Chapter 19

Brittney watched as the eyes disappeared. “Wow! My mom really needs my help,” she thought as she opened drawers and pulled out things to pack. She pulled out a backpack and put in a notebook with a pen, a large wad of bills, a small first-aid kit, a brand new Swiss army knife, a flashlight, her new book, and an extra pair of socks. She found a length of rope and carefully lowered her pack to the ground. She then put on the dragon necklace her mother had sent her a few months ago. Its golden scales glistened in the lamplight and she caressed the green stone its body twined around protectively.
“Now to get past dad,” she thought as she ran down the stairs. The yelling of his daughter awoke her father, who was half asleep on the couch. “Dad, I think I saw Mrs. Miller’s cat outside. I’m going to try to catch it for her.” 

She grabbed her jacket off its hook by the door. “Okay,” her father croaked from his chair, “but don’t stay out too long, it’s getting late.”

The screen door slammed behind her as she ran into the yard. She grabbed her pack and walked over to where the eye had moved. As she drew near, he completely materialized in front of her.

“Wow! A real dragon, so cool!” She rushed up to him. “What’s your name? Where are you from? Can you breath fire...” She continued to pelt him with question while prancing about, trying to view him from every angle. She felt his claws, legs, and his wings. She pressed her head to his stomach and listened to the beat of his heart. 

“Child,” he said softly. 

She gazed up at him with large eyes. “Yes?”

“We must go; I don’t know how long your mother will wait. Now, climb on my back.” 

She struggled to climb onto his shoulder, but finally managed to get up.

“You have fur!” she exclaimed burring her face into the silky mane. Her muffled voice floated out of his hair, “It smells so exotic and wild.”

“Thank you.” His muscles tensed. “Now hold on tight. We need to get to your mother as fast as possible.” He launched into the sky. 

After flying for several minutes Nidzog broke the silence.

“Now child-”

“It’s Brittney”

“Sorry Brittney. I’m Nidzog. Now I will try to tell you what I can about my life and your mother’s involvement in it.” He told her about everything as they continued to soar over the twisting landscape below. When he finished, he looked back over his shoulder to find her asleep. He gently landed in a small clearing. She stirs, “Where are we?”

“Safe, now sleep fair child. He lay down and gently covered her with his wings.

Chapter 20

The doctor opened her eyes as the door opened and a guard walked into her office. He turns on a flashlight and quickly sweeps the room. Once satisfied it was clear, he exited the room and closed the door behind him.

She realizes she was holding her breath and exhaled. She’d been hiding behind the vent all day. A few people had entered the room, but she was always careful.

“How did I get into this?” She asked herself, biting into an energy bar.

“The pay is good.” 

“Tax free.” Added the second man. 

They had come in a blacked out car, and when they came to the door she quickly figured what they wanted. “Mrs. Raverse, we-” 

“Doctor actually.” 

“Of course, my mistake.” They flashed their badges, “we’re federal agents.” 

“Am I in trouble?” 

“No mam, we just want to talk.” She allowed then in and ushered them into the kitchen. 

“Coffee?” 

“No thank you,” replied both men. She poured herself a cup and sat down. “We were sent here to offer you a job,” he pulled out a piece of paper and pushed it across the table. “The government needs you.” 

“Why me?” 

The first man took off his shades and rubbed his temple. “You’re the smartest scientist that hasn’t published a book, or gotten a peace prize; your someone the world wouldn’t care about if you disappeared for a time.” 

She glanced up for the paper. “You mean top secret? Like aliens?” 

“Unfortunately, until you are legally bound by the contract, I’m not a liberty to say.” 

Suddenly there is a crash and both men launch from their chairs, pulling guns from their suits. “Wow! A much smaller Brittney exclaimed, running down the stairs and tiptoeing around the smashed pot She’d overturned. “Are you spies? Is my mom going to jail?” 

“Jesus, it’s just her daughter.” They replace their weapons. 

“Brittney! You should be in school!” She exclaimed pushing past the two men. She sent Brittney up to her room and made sure the door was closed. She sat back down, “sorry. Now what about my family?” 

“No contact. At all.” She glanced at the paper again, “that’s a lot of zeros,” she thought to herself. 

“We’ll give you 48 hours to think about it,” he passed her a card. They left, and she drove Brittney to school. She returned home and waited for Mark. They had talked over it. 

“Look at the pay Alice, after six years you could retire.” 

“But what about Brittney?” 

“She’ll be fine. Sure she’ll miss you-I will too-but then you’ll be home for good.” They talk more and finally decided she should accept the offer. She called the number and fifteen minutes later they’re at the door waiting for her. 

“Should I pack?” She asked the men at the door. 

“No mam, everything you need will be provided when you reach your new home.” 

“Do I get to say goodbye to my daughter?” 

“No time, we need to leave now.” However she rushed to Mark and they embraced for several minutes. Finally she detached from he and left in the blacked out car. 

They drove for several minutes in silence, “So, now that I’m contracted, can you tell me what you guys found?” 

The driver stayed silent, but the man riding shotgun murmured a single word. “Dragon.” 

She pondered if this was a code for something or if he was actually serious. She spent the next six hours traveling by jet, then by car, and finally by helicopter. At the end of her journey she arrived at an airfield with a large hanger. She was escorted inside by armed guards; inside were a man in army fatigues waited for her. 

“Welcome doctor. I’m General Erk, the commanding officer of this facility.” 

“Hello,” she offered him her hand, but he did not take it. In fact, he acted as if talking to a wall; he didn’t even make eye contact. 

“I already hate this guy,” she thought to herself. 

“I will brief you on our tour of the facilities.” 

“What facilities, if this hanger is it, then it shouldn’t take long.” The general still didn’t make eye contact, but a smile formed on his face. 

“Follow me.” They entered a large elevator, “You’re standing on the top floor of the equivalent of an underground skyscraper.” He scanned a card through a reader and handed it to her. It was in fact, her ID card with her picture already on it. 

“Your work area is level 5, level one and two are communications, three is living area’s, and four is weapons development. You have full access to all the floors, and anything you require just fill out a form to have it sent to you.” 

The doors opened silently and he walked briskly down the hallway to another set of doors. They both scanned their cards and entered. Inside the long room were rows of tables swarming with men and women working. They ignored both her and the general as they walked past. 

“Eventually you’ll be working with them.” 

“On what?” she asked stopping at a table with a rather frustrated Jennings working on a complex equation. She looked over it and picked up the eraser. 

“Wait!” Jennings yelled in horror. She erased a small portion, and grabbed the pencil out of the stunned Jennings hand. She added some new characters, and he scrutinized her work. 

His beady eyes grew wide, “Oh, I see…” He murmured to himself. “Thank you,” he added as she was ushered on by the general to the end of the room. 

“Here is the main reason we contracted you. He scanned his card and opened the door. Inside is a rather large egg sitting on a bed of foam. At the sight she knew what the agent said was true. 

“Can I touch it?” she asked, like a child in a petting zoo. 

“Of course.” She felt the pebbly surface. 

“Were did you find it?” She asked in amazement. 

“Down here. During excavation.” She looked at him questionably. 

“This was once a volcanic vent. However, the continents shifted and it cooled. We speculate that dragons laid their eggs in volcanic vents to incubate them.” 

She put down the jet-black egg and they continued their tour. Then she was shown her quarters. The general left her alone in her room. It was bare, and they had already stocked her wardrobe with white lab coats and dull colored pants. She tried them on and found they fit perfectly. A speaker overhead informed her it was dinnertime. She followed the signs to the mess hall. She picked up a plastic tray and got a bowl of beef stew. She added a roll, an apple, and an iced tea. She scanned her card and left the line. She looked at the crowded room and spotted an empty table in the corner. She sat down and started to eat. Jenkins sat down next to her, murmuring over a small computer tablet, still working in his equation. 

“Hello,” Jenkins jumped and turned to her. 

“Don’t sneak up on me like that!” 

“Actually I was here first.” She picked up his stylus and added some more to his equation. 

“I’m Drake,” he took another bite from his sandwich. 

“Alice,” they ate in silence, occasionally adding something to the equation, and then they departed. 

Over the next few weeks they worked closely, however she worked more with the egg. Every night she prayed for it to hatch, and one night it did. 

She was awakened by the intercom, and quickly dressed not wanting to miss a single moment. The general made a rare appearance that night. 

She watched as the egg had shook, and small cracks appeared along its surface. It had looked like someone had taken a hammer to it. Unlike a normal egg, it had shattered into pieces instead of cracking. His snout poked out of the pile of dust and he took his first breath. 

He had grown quickly, gaining several pounds everyday. She spent all her time with him. During this time she was happy, and so was he. She would enter the enclosure and he would pounce on her. She would giggle as he sniffed her looking for the possible treat. 

She would gently push him off her and he would sit staring at her intently, like a schoolboy waiting to learn something new. She would pull out her data-pad and show him different images and say them. He would repeat her, and several weeks later he could tell her the words from memory. 

One day she was sick, and someone else was sent to work with him. When the “substitute teacher” came he narrowed his eyes and stated two words. 

“Go away.” When the man had tried to use the data-pad the dragon had ignored him. The substitute had not listened to his warning and left with burnt face. 

By this time he had grown to the size of a large dog, and when the doctor returned, he had pounced on her and broke a rib. He realized he had hurt her and nuzzled her apologetically. She’d lashed out in anger, but he caught her arm in his mouth. She froze; for the first time she was afraid of him. He stared at her, not actually biting, just gently holding her arm. 

When she had relaxed he let go, and sat down for his lessons. After that day she was more careful when she interacted with him. 

After a year he was fully grown, had mastered his vocabulary, and was taking middle school math. He only worked with the doctor but ignored anyone else who had interacted with him. Through his stubbornness she gained respect as the sole trainer for him. She was given her own small office. When she wasn’t working on the project, she spent her free time in weapons development. Although it wasn’t her expertise, she had helped out and tested a few weapons. Here she had met Bonnie, one few women on the base. They quickly became friends and helped each other. Bonnie was the one who let the doctor use her favorite “toy”. Often times the doctor would spend hours in the suit, testing it in the underground obstacle course. The power and endurance that the suit gave her strength that surpassed the abilities of any man. One day she stepped off the course and Bonnie was there to meet her.

“You’re getting good,” She commented.

“Thanks,” replied the doctor as she sat down to remove her armor.

“So what is it like working on ‘The Project’?” 
Officially no one on the base except the scientists assigned to the ‘The Project’ were supposed to know that it existed, but word had gotten out. When news had reached some of the more religious personnel on base, they had devised a secret religion devoted to the dragon, naming Alice the supreme prophet. She went along knowing having her own force of troops loyal to her could have its perks at a later time.
“It’s amazing, I feel like I have a connection with him.”

“Ahuh, well let’s go get some grub. I heard its steak today. They had walked to dinner and ate together. When they went to part to there rooms, Bonnie pulled her to the side, and kissed her. 

The doctor pulled back in surprise, “Bonnie why would you do that?” the doctor asked. 

Bonnie looked hurt, “I’m sorry, I thought-I don’t know.” Bonnie leaned against the wall, “Its just we always get picked on, you know how they laugh behind our backs. I just miss my girlfriend back home.”
“But Bonnie I have a- “

“I know, I just thought you looked like… I don’t know.”
Alice embraced her, “I know how you feel. I miss my husband back home.” This time she kissed Bonnie, lightly on the lips, “Just ask next time.” Then they had left each other.

That night Bonnie had gone back to weapons development to work on a new tank. She was alone; most of the other mechanics had left for the day. The jack holding the tank up failed and she was killed instantly. The doctor wasn’t told.

The next day she went down to talk to Bonnie, but there was a note on the door. 

“No non-military personnel beyond this point,” she said to herself. She ignored it and tried her card. It didn’t work, and she went away disappointed that she couldn’t talk to Bonnie till dinner. That night she found out from one of the other mechanics that her only friend on the base had died. 

She had wept and wept, until she felt ill. She neglected her duties on ‘The Project’ and locked herself up in her room. She was sent to the staff doctor, who had prescribed sleeping pills and told her to take several days off.

There was no funeral for Bonnie.

After losing her friend, she spent less and less time with ‘The Project’, until her visits became a rarity. The dragon’s depression mirrored her own; he had become irritable and aggressive towards his handlers, except for the doctor. She still cared for him, but she didn’t want to face another loss like Bonnie. In some ways she blamed herself for what had happened.
Chapter 21

She finished her energy bar, and decided to explore the maze of vents. However, she didn’t get very far; there was a heavy grate welded to the walls blocking her way. She had to backtrack to a room filled with electronic components. She waited until everyone had left the room, and rummaged around the supply closet. She found a mini-torch and several spare canisters. She returned to the grate and set to work. She’d used almost all the canisters before she finally cut through the final bar.

“I hope there aren’t any more of those,” she thought to herself, discarding the used torch. She realized that past the grate was weapons development. She crawled around the vents until she reached the room she was looking for. She pushed the vent open and stepped into a room filled with neat stacks of C-5 explosive. She found a bag and filled it with explosives, fuses, and a wireless detonator. She pushed the bundle into the vent, and closed it behind her.

Chapter 22

Brittney woke up and stretched. Her small hand brushed against his wing. 

“Your awake, good.” He said unfurling his wings. She blinked as her eyes adjusted to the mid-morning light. “Are you well rested?” he asked as she leaped off his back.

“Yeah. But now I need breakfast. Did you see any towns last night?”

“Yes, I landed near one for your sake.”

“Thanks,” she said. She grabbed a wad of bills from her pack and started to walk away.

“Brittney.”

“What?” she asked.

“Wrong way.”

“Oh, thanks.” She walked through the brush until she came to an empty road. Several yards down the road sat a diner.

“Perfect,” she thought to herself as she walked across the cracked blacktop. 

The diner was a small island in a sea of a crushed rock parking lot. There was a beat-up Chevy and a dirt bike parked in the barren lot. The restaurant sign was broken and swung slowly back and forth in the morning breeze. “Turkey Bacon Our Specialty,” sported a poster board sign inside the door. She pushed open the door and stepped inside the nearly empty restaurant. A white haired man stared up from his cup of coffee as she walked past. A man in a grease-stained apron stepped up to the counter as she sat down on one of the uncomfortable stools.

“May I get you something to drink?” asked the cook.

“Orange juice please,” she said. Brittney picked up a menu and studied the over-expensive prices and pictures of faux food that was twice as good looking than anything they served.

He pulled a glass out from under the counter, and filled it from a cooler against the wall. He slid the glass to here and handed her a straw.

“Are you ready to order?” he asked.

“I’ll have the eggs and sausage meal with bacon and toast on the side.” 

“I’ll be back,” he exited to the kitchen to cook her food. 

She sipped from her glass and casually glanced around the room. The white haired man was back to daydreaming over his cup of coffee, a cheap print hung on the wall behind him of some generic mountain scene. Across the counter, almost hidden in the shadows, was a boy. Around her age, he sat hunched over his drink. His long, black hair obscured his face from view, but she knew through that black curtain, he was watching her. Brittney watched him out of the corner of her eye until her food arrived.

She looked down at the miserable excuse of a breakfast. The eggs were undercooked, the sausage and bacon overly so. The toast was a pile of black crusts with a slab of butter melting on top. She pretended to enjoy it while the cook scrutinized her. When She’d eaten all she could of the disgusting food, she paid her bill, she left a small tip, and left. She crossed the parking lot and heard the squeal of the door behind her. 

She didn’t have to turn around to know it was the longhaired boy. Her hand stole to her pocket; she pulled out the Swiss army knife and started walking faster. Brittney heard the crunch of gravel quicken behind her. She crossed the road and the crunches stopped, but replacing their sound came the clop of the boy’s shoes. She crashed through the brush across the road at a dead run. She knew she couldn’t outrun her foe or reach Nidzog in time. Instead she faced her adversary, clicking open the small blade and brandishing it in front of her.

Her pursuer came into view. “Stop…I have a knife,” she said pointing the small piece of sharpened metal at the boy.

“Nice, but mine’s bigger,” he said. He flicked open a switchblade three times longer than her own and she knew she was defeated. “Now drop it,” he commanded. She did and backed up, hoping she could still manage to reach Nidzog. He progressed forward, kicking her knife as he passed it. She continued to back up until she backed right into a tree. She hugged the tree as if her grasp would keep the boy from reaching her. 

“I saw that wad of bills you have, just hand it over and you won’t get hurt,” said the boy stepping closer.

“No,” said Brittney defiantly. The boy stepped closer.

“I really don’t have time to play around, now give me the cash-” suddenly he was thrown across the forest by Nidzog. Brittney breathed a sigh of relief.

“Are you okay?” Nidzog asked turning his attention away from the sniveling boy. 

“Yeah,” she said picking up his knife and slipping it in her pocket.

They walked over to where he laid sprawled on the ground. He flinched as Nidzog looked at him curiously.

“What should we do about him?” she asked. Examining his legs, which were pointed the wrong way. 

“I could eat him,” replied Nidzog. 

“No, we can’t do that, lets just leave him.”

Brittney climbed onto Nidzog back and they flew away. 

Before they had disappeared over the tree line he pulled out his cell phone and snapped several pictures. He stared at the pixilated images hoping nothing would show up but an empty sky proving himself wrong. It can’t be, it’s just not possible. He remembered the dragon’s hot breath and bright piercing eyes. He tried to get up to walk, but the pain was unbearable. He felt like he was going to faint, but down on his tongue. The pain was immediate and brought the world back into focus. He picked up his phone and called his friend Andy.

“Andy, it’s Derrick…Yeah I know it’s early…listen, listen…I need help, I’m hurt. No I’m not shot! I’m in the forest across from the diner. None of your business; just get here.” 

Derrick felt consciousness leaving from his body and this time let it overcome him. When Derrick awoke he found that an hour had passed since he called Andy. He still had to wait another fifteen minutes before he heard Andy’s voice calling to him.

“Here,” he yelled. There was a crashing of branches as Andy came into the clearing. Andy stopped. “Dude! What did you do?” 

“I’ll tell you later, now help me up.” Derrick made it to Andy’s idling pickup truck. “Get my bike, I don’t want nobody stealing it.” Andy disappeared around the truck and struggled to lift the motorbike into the truck bed. 

What’s taking so long?” yelled Derrick leaning out the window.

“Just give me a second!” Andy huffed. He finally managed to lift the front tire over the back bumper, and wrestled the bike into the back. He closed the tailgate and got inside. 

“There-you-go,” he exclaimed out of breath. Andy shifted the truck into reverse and made a U-turn. He started driving away from town. 

“Where are you going?” Derrick asked.

“You need to get to a hospital; that’s a compound fracture.” 

Derrick grabbed the front of Andy’s shirt. “Turn around, we’ll go see Doc. Besides, if my parents find out about this,” he pointed to the bloody wound, “they’ll freak.”

Andy pulled back into the shoulder and turned around, heading back into town. During the ride Derrick blacked out, and when he regained consciousness he found himself in a dark room, on a smelly mattress. Andy was sitting on a lawn chair in the corner and came over when he saw Derrick was awake.

“Where’s Doc?” He asked, looking around the dark room. In the one corner there was a pile of rags, but other then that and the chair the room was completely empty.

Suddenly the pile in corner stood up. “I’m right here,” said doc, stepping into the dirty light filtering in through the window. “Got ya fixed up while you were out, so I don’t have to charge you for the anesthesiologist.” He laughed at his own joke, ending in a fit of coughing. It was only after Doc said that, that Derrick found his leg had been set and wrapped with a dirty Ace bandage. 

Doc pointed to the bandage, “You’re lucky you didn’t hit an artery. But now you need rest; doctor’s order.” He laughed again and sat down on the dirty lawn chair. It groaned under his weight as he leaned forward. “Now about payment…” Derrick tried to sit up, but Andy gently pushed him back down.

“How much?” Andy asked. Doc looked up at the ceiling as if making mental calculations.

“One fifty.”

Derrick sighed and pulled out his wallet. “My PIN is 4428, get him the cash,” he said passing Andy his debit card. Andy left and Derrick adjusted his position. A spasm of pain shot up his leg, and a painful moan escaped his mouth. 

Doc came over with a hypodermic needle, “for the pain.” Once the drugs hit his bloodstream, he fell into a dreamless sleep.

Chapter 23

“How close are we?” asked Brittney. She had no idea how far away they were from her mother, but she dearly hoped they were close. 

“It’s only a few miles, but we should travel by foot. I’m afraid there are too many drones in the air to fly,” replied Nidzog. They drifted to the forest floor where Brittney quickly dismounted . Nidzog found tears running down her face.

“I don’t know what I would have done without your help Nidzog,” she said hugging his leg. “I just feel so defenseless and weak.” She broke down into sobs.

“Child, you’re the bravest human I’ve ever met; you’re riding a dragon! You left the safety of your home to rescue your mother.”

She wiped her damp face with her sleeve, “yeah, I guess your right, I just don’t feel as strong or brave as you.”

“You still have time to grow,” he nuzzled her up on her feet. “Now let’s go get your mother.”

Chapter 25 

Alice looked like hell. Her eyes were bloodshot, hair a tangled mass covered in dust. She had been very busy over the past day. After stealing the explosives, she climbed through the ventilation ducts setting charges that would create a distraction for her escape when the time came. She regretted putting her daughter in danger’s way, but the power she had could save Nidzog’s species. After checking that everything was ready, she decided to take a nap before they arrived.

Brittney and Nidzog continued up the mountain in silence for fear of being caught. They had already doubled back to avoid a fence with cameras mounted on top. 

They finally found a spot with no cameras and jumped the fence. Nidzog hoped that he could communicate with the doctor soon, his only wish was that he wasn’t too late to save her. He was still unsure what Dr. Raverse was achieving by bringing Brittney into a dangerous place like this. It wasn’t that he questioned the doctor’s motive, he just wasn’t sure that in the end what could possible be worth a child’s life.

He was interrupted from his thoughts by Brittney squeezing his leg. She pointed up at the one of the trees. It was a camera, and it was looking straight at them.

After his embarrassment at being beaten by a woman, Ryan Schroter was demoted from pointing guns to pointing cameras. His new job was to monitor the outer perimeter for anything suspicious. He had yet to deliver the message to Drake that Dr. Raverse had left for him. I’ll probably get to it at the end of my shift. He thought to himself as he glanced over the cameras that were his new responsibility. Like anything would show up other than squirrels and the occasional black bear, If only I was down in the rec. room right now playing poker and drinking beer instead of- his thoughts were suddenly interrupted by a dark shape that loomed into view of one his cameras. It was the dragon, and walking next to it was a red haired girl. Ryan groped for the phone, his eyes transfixed to the screen in front of him. He panned the camera trying to get a better picture of the girl, but she spotted the movement. She mouthed something to the dragon and pointed at the camera. There was a burst of flames and the camera went dead.

“Brittney, we need to hurry now that they know we are here.” Nidzog said as he crouched for her to get on his back. As Brittney struggled to climb on top of Nidzog, a shrill alarm broke the silence of the forest. When she finally managed to get on top of Nidzog, he sprang into action. He bounded through the forest sending his thoughts before him, willing to hear the doctor soon.

The general was asleep at his desk. He had never fallen asleep at his post before, but with the stress of the past few days he wasn’t sleeping well at night. His brain was pushed beyond its limits, yet he refused to drink coffee believing it was the dink of those who were too weak to face the day. It’s not that he thought he was invincible, far from it. He only needed to look back at the time he let his guard down around the dragon.

<sub story here>

Chapter 26
The general was woken from his dream by the alarm, which meant only two thing, the doctor or the dragon. He was immediately up and moving. He put on his earpiece and checked to make sure his gun was in its holster. I meant to clean it this afternoon, but it will have to wait. He thought as he set off from his office at a brisk pace. He connected his headset to his security officer.

“Is it Dr. Raverse?” he asked.

“No, it’s the dragon, he was spotted at the exterior perimeter heading towards us.”

The general smiled at the news. This could be easier than I thought, I don’t even need Dr. Raverse to get him back. 
“Get all squads mobilized to main surface hallway, they’ll ambush him once he’s inside.”

“Right away sir, but what will you be doing?” asked the confused security officer.

“We, I want you and five of your best and report down to weapons development. I have a surprise for you.”

Alice nearly jumped out of her skin when the alarm began its bleating tone. It was incredibly loud inside the vents, as if the alarm was amplified inside the vent like a huge funnel. She tried to ignore the noise and glanced at her watch. I slept longer than I wanted to, I’ll need to make up that time climbing to the surface. She thought to herself as she turned around in the vent, traveling to the nearest junction that led upward.

She stopped, something was wrong. She felt like there was a presence in the vent with her. She looked up and down the shaft in front of her and the tube behind her. No one was there but she couldn’t shake the feeling.  But there was more, it wasn’t a presence, it was Nidzog. He was so far away she could only pick up his strongest emotions. She tried to send some kind of message to him, but either he wasn’t picking up the minuet signal, or he was preoccupied with other things. She attempted to gauge his thoughts to get a sense of what was happening; she was especially worried about her daughter’s safety but she couldn’t decipher the complex emotions that she managed to receive. Disappointed, but with renewed hope, she started her long climb to the surface levels.

They had just reached the top of the last hill, when the alarm suddenly cut out. Eerie silence filled the valley as they approached the complex. They walked cautiously, they circled the complex several times, but there wasn’t a person in sight. Finally they crept from the tree line towards the buildings. The silence was oppressive. Brittney got off Nidzog and peered inside one of the buildings. She saw it was some kind of conference room, with chairs and projectors. But it was completely void of life. Even the door seemed to close so quietly on its hinges that it was dead. She caught up to Nidzog, who was waiting by the hanger doors. 

“I think we’re walking into a trap. I don’t know what to do. I haven’t heard anything from your mother since I got you. She should be close enough, but she’s not responding.”

“Wait, how can you talk to her?” asked Brittney. Nidzog realized that he hadn’t told her about the device given to him by the doctor.

Still wary that an ambush could come at any time, he leaned down and explained to her about the device.

“Somehow, this device allows your mother and I to share thoughts when we’re nearby. Like an invisible link connecting the two of us. But right now it is not working.” He was afraid, afraid that the doctor was dead.

Chapter 27

As she continued her accent, Nidzog’s thought became more and more defined, she felt his confusion and desperation at his inability to reach her, but Alice still did not know what was wrong. She removed the device from around her ear and inspected it. The outside appeared undamaged other than a few spots where the paint had rubbed off. As she thought about it, it was surprising that the delicate electronics inside weren’t damaged from her travel through the ventilation shafts. She pulled out a screwdriver from her small bag of items, her hand brushing the detonator as she did so. She carefully pried off the cover revealing the complex circuits inside. She saw nothing on the front that indicated a short, so she flipped it over and inspected the back. Then she saw it, a small black wire no thicker than strand of hair, that wasn’t connected to anything. She squinted in the low light and read the color code that its terminal corresponded to. She snapped the wire back to its terminal and replaced the cover. She turned it back on and felt Nidzog’s thoughts flood her mind again. She reached out with her mind.

<Nidzog>

I felt relieved when the doctor’s mind finally connected with mine. Within seconds, we had updated each other on what had happened. 

<Should I come get you?>

<No, I think the general set a trap for you; it’d be better for you to stay where you are.>

<But doctor->

<I said no Nidzog, Stay with my daughter and keep her safe>

I gave a deep throated growl of annoyance. “What is it Nidzog?” asked Brittney. I had forgotten that she didn’t know what was going on.

“I made contact with your mother.” Her eyes widened.

“Is she okay?” she asked her voice growing tight.
“She’s fine, please let me concentrate.”

I immediately regretted speaking to her so harshly, and quickly apologized, “I know you miss her, but I can’t help her escape if I can’t talk to her.”
Her tone changed, taking on one of a person twice her age, “Go ahead, I’m sorry I interrupted you.”

“Thank you,” I said returning back to my conversation with the doctor.

<Why would you have me bring her here if she would just be a problem?> her thoughts turned from a haze of red anger to a blue-green of hope and understanding, but a grey veil cloaked her thoughts from revealing anything.
<The survival of your race depends on her.> I glanced down at Brittney still uncertain what her mother meant. <I can’t explain how right now, but I’ll try to meet you at the air exchange building on the far side of the complex. Be careful, the general will do whatever it takes to get you back.

Alice severed the connection leaving only a dim pulse of Nidzog’s thoughts trickle into her inner-mind. She didn’t know why she had kept what she knew a secret from Nidzog. If anything, he deserves to know. If everything worked out how she planned she knew she would more than make up to him. She reached the top of the shaft and pulled at a vent cover. It came free and using it as a counter weight she climbed into access room replacing the cover. She glanced around the empty room. Now to wait for them to arrive, she thought to herself, leaning against the wall and double checking her supplies. 
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