The End of the Dragons' Silence: Love has a way of ending comfort


Kjed landed unobtrusively in the dark city alley.  His silver wings folded after a moment's outstretched pause, the quiet rasp of scale on scale echoing through the barren crevasse of brick and mortar.  The moonlight reflected softly off his muscled, scaled body, as he craned his serpentine neck, looking to see if any human had witnessed his arrival.


Kjed, a silver dragon and knight of the saber, rubbed the ring on his third, the middle finger.  He paused, and inhaled sharply, then suddenly it happened.  His body contorted and twisted inside itself, slowly loosing mass.  It stabilized, writhing and formless, and then defined itself quickly, in the limited shape of a human.  His human body, clothed comfortably in black jeans, a cotton shirt similarly dyed, and thick, black combat boots, stretched, and exhaled deeply, as he got used to his human form.  Brushing a black curl of hair from his eyes, he examined his current form.  His true nature showed, though barely.  A silver pendant, the saber of his order, hung about his neck.  More disconcerting was his eyes.  The silver orbs stared out beneath thick, black eyebrows.  The wool trenchcoat hung loosely on his wiry frame, an object of pride.  The garment had been modified from the cloak it had been made into two hundred years ago.  To those that saw such things, the coat radiated magic, his magic.  


Stepping out of the sheltered alley, he walked quietly through the falling snow, towards 'The Ground Floor,' the coffeehouse where his targets were planning treason.  He was feared by all that knew he existed, those few of the inner circle, and a second, larger group that would never tell of his existence, his victims.  He even frightened She-Who-Keeps-The-Silence, the Queen.  He was her assassin; he was The Mage Assassin.


The name Kjed was unimportant; his lineage was similarly dubious.  He had been weak and sickly as a child, and his mother had abandoned him.  He had passed from noble to noble, an unwanted duty, until the Archmage Ragnark took him in.  The Archmage was more brutal and vicious than any Kjed had faced yet, but he was useful.  Growing up in a vacuum of emotion, Kjed replaced it with icy determination.  He learned everything from Ragnark, secretly excelling past his master’s capabilities, and then, once magic became an open book, memorized long ago, he picked up another hobby.  Assassination.  He applied himself well, and the many theories and techniques were mastered quickly.


It was then that the Queen began to notice him, to pay attention to him.  He knew she was manipulating him for her own purposes, but in an emotionless world, attention was a sweet narcotic.  The Queen abhorred resistance, and her main opponent for power in the high council was the Archmage.  When she moved to control the council, he opposed her at every turn.  He became her nemesis.  He also became Kjed's first victim.  


He paused, looking into the fogged window, scanning for his targets.  They sat at a small table, near the small stage in the back.  He laughed cheerfully in the winter breeze, amused at their ignorance, and walked in.


Bells tied to the door announced his entry, but the snarling anger of the band, beating bizarre sounds out of abused instruments, and creating harmonies with the malformed remains of household objects prevented anyone from hearing the feeble noise.  His eyes adjusted to the light inside the shop quickly, it was not that different from the eerie snow lit darkness outside.  He walked slowly toward the foolish mortal tending the espresso bar, grinning at the ignorance of the human.  It smiled back, shyly, as he ordered a double latte, cinnamon syrup.  He selected the table in the darkest corner, away from the bar, and near to the door.  


Curiously, Kjed took a sudden liking to the band, Svidrigalov, and their dark, repentant wisdom.  He had never paid attention to music before; it was an arrogant frivolity.  He shrugged; there was a first time for everything.  Scanning the room quickly, he observed only two unimportant mortals, the establishment's foolish employee, and an ignorant human sitting between him and his targets.  Estacion and the silly Kasha.  It was her weakness that began this all.  She had told a mortal of the dragon's existence.  The mortal was unimportant, no one would believe him, these two, on the other hand, were dead.  Estacion, unfortunately, also became involved, and they wished to overthrow the Queen and the high council.  They were past history; another uprising stopped at birth by the Queens mysterious assassin and her spy network.  His cold visage was not warmed by his latte, as he brought it to his lips, still watching his most recent victims, the latest in a long, callous string.  Quietly removing spell components from his coat, he prepared to finish this. The Queen would be pleased, and her attentions would fill the vacuum where his soul had been.  At least for a time, anyway.   Then she would ignore him again, until he was useful to he yet again.  This cycle of manipulation, abuse, and assassination had gone on for more than a century, and it kept him together.  It did not keep him whole, but her brief affections were something to live for.  He could not escape.  


He began to mumble quietly in the shadows.  Arcane words only he knew.  He prepared to cast his spell along his sight line, and released it.  The invisible missile, a portion of death's cold hand, sped across the room.

The mortal stood up.  It gasped as the spell impacted, and then fell to the floor.  A pitiful whimper escaped with the last remaining breath of life, as it lay curled fetally upon the ground.  For the first time, Kjed examined the mortal.

She was beautiful

Her soft, curly, red hair cascaded down her back and onto the hardwood floor.  Her small stature and elegant bones complemented the black dress that framed her as an ornate rosewood frame about a Rembrant, or Cezanne.  Her soft, thin fingers held calluses that spoke of long hours practicing, loving a stringed instrument.  Peace seemed to radiate from this woman, and he watched in awe as pink highlights faded from her soft, pale face.

For the first time Kjed felt pure, untainted emotion.  He felt love.


There was only one option open to him, and he took it.  As the band stopped in confusion, the others in the room rushed to her.  He went to her, brushing the others aside, and kneeling at her side.  Panic hurried his actions as he fought to reverse what he had done.  Arcane words spilled from his lips as he fought for the life of one he didn't know, and yet still loved.  Magical, even raw emotional power leapt from his body to hers as his hand touched the cheek that in the span of an accidental breath, had come to mean so much to him.  The power linked them, transforming both in ways neither would ever have foreseen nor would ever regret.  As life returned to the once lifeless body, Kjed slipped a ring onto her finger, one that he had worn for decoration, a silver twist that now absorbed the power ambient around them.  She became more than she had ever been before, and they both became whole.


Her eyes opened.  Beautiful green orbs stared at him as none had before, looking into his soul, with a mixture of confusion, disbelief, and he hoped, something of what overwhelmed him now.  He exhaled, exhausted, the last bit of magic drained from his internal stores.


"Come," he said, "I will take you home."


"Thank you," She wondered at her trust in this stranger even as she said it.  She tried to stand, and staggered unsuccessfully.  Kjed held her supportingly, and smiled quietly at her.


"Forgive me, I am Jeremy," he said as she struggled to retain her balance. 


"I'm Elizabeth," she said, with an embarrassed laugh, "This isn't a very good first impression."


Kjed steadied her and turned toward his target, who had rushed to her side with everyone else. "Stay here, Dragon.  I will have words with you," he whispered.  He then helped Elizabeth out.


She lived several blocks away, and they filled the air with unimportant small talk.  Elizabeth gained her strength back quickly, and yet somehow never quite stopped leaning on Kjed.  As they reached Elizabeth's flat, she removed her key from some hidden pocket, "Thank you so much, would you like to come in?"  She smiled only as a human, born without predatory instinct, ever could. Warm, beautiful, and from her heart.


"No, I'm afraid I've got pressing business elsewhere," he intoned with much regret.


"Do you have a pen at least?" she asked.


Confused, Kjed removed a ballpoint pen from one of numerous interior pockets in his coat, and held it out to her.  She accepted the pen, and then grabbed his wrist pulling it toward her.  He panicked; thinking himself attacked, and then relaxed slightly when she stopped, with him curled about her, almost protectively.  His confusion deepened as an odd sensation began in the palm that Elizabeth held.  The sensation stopped, and Elizabeth released him.  He stared at his palm in wonderment.


"That's my number," she said, "call me, at least."


"One thing, do not remove you ring.  It has to do with what happened today.  The result would be disastrous at this point."


A chill ran down her spine, and she trusted him.  They stood for a moment, looking into each others' eyes.  Both knowing they should separate, neither one wanting to.  As Elizabeth turned away, Kjed activated his cloak.  The powerful artifact of his creation rendered him invisible and inaudible.  He walked away.  


Minutes later, still invisible, Kjed alighted upon the steeple of St. Thomas's, a nearby church.  Her perfume echoed in his sensitive dragon's nostrils as he examined his hand, the blue numbers stood out against his silver scales.  Occasionally he would look up, toward her house.  


All his life he had obeyed the Queen.  She had always rewarded him well.  Monetarily at first, and once his dragon's hoard became majestic enough to last him into the next eon, she manipulated his emotions.  She had been the only one with confidence in him.  She had always been kinder than the others, and yet when she tired of him, she reveled in picking him apart, one shattered strand of soul at a time.  She was all he knew.  She was mother, sister, confidant, and lover at once, and yet he had thrown it all away.  He would be on her execution list, and so would Elizabeth.  Normally mortals were unimportant to the Dragon Queen, yet Elizabeth was no longer mortal.  

His life was ruined.  His hoard was safe, hidden quietly in the city, but what he had always lived for, he had betrayed.  He contemplated death.  He certainly deserved it.  How many people had he killed, just to please his Queen?  How many of them had felt this strange emotion that now absorbed them?  How many had pined away, once he had killed the object of their affections, coldly and without passion?  Suicide was not the answer.  It would be a certain measure of vengeance for those he had wronged, and yet, it would not revive the dead.  One other option remained.  He could prevent the Queen and the court from killing again.  And yet could he bring down someone that had raised him, and cared when no one else did?  She never cared for me, he told himself, yet only half believing it.  Maybe she could see the wrong of her ways.  Yes, that was it.  He would save her from her evil, for those he had killed, for Elizabeth, for himself

The scent of Elizabeth's perfume steadied his decision, and stretched, and leapt into the air, to return to the coffeehouse.  

He had a revolution to plan.  

