The Obsidian Dragon.

Staring out into the courtyard from her room, Princess Faeore sighed. Down below, the kings’ elite guards were deep in practise with a variety of dangerous looking weapons. Dragging a lace trimmed wooden chair onto the balcony, she sat down with her cat in her silver gowned lap. The day was, like all the days in Cerantine, bright and sunny. The pure clean air carried with it the scent of oak trees, loam, grass and flowers, scents that always lifted her heart. She gazed into a nearby mirror, her waist length auburn hair and pale skin looking perfect in the reflection. As her grey eyes absently wandered around the inner castle grounds, she tried very hard to stifle a silvery laugh as she saw the soldiers mutilate themselves or each other more than the practise dummies.

“Well Rubar, I’m glad that we have at least one real man in the city to protect me.” She said to her cat, wiping a tear of laughter from her eye. Rubar, as a general rule didn’t say much except for the odd yawn, purr or meow, though Faeore would sometimes give off the meow if she had forgotten to trim her claws. Suddenly, her eyes widened and her breath started to come quicker as she felt his presence enter the courtyard below. Turning around proved her intuition to be once again flawless. He walked into the courtyard with that slow alert walk that always entranced her, and his long flowing black hair swept behind him, catching on his double bladed scythe that was his favourite weapon. Relieving the trainer in charge of the troops, he began to teach them. As she watched, she started to mentally undress him in her mind, trying to imagine what curves lie under his black and white armor and clothing. Slowly her hands worked over his smooth body, and she wondered how soft his lips would be when pressed against hers. She set Rubar down on the tiled floor and curled herself into a ball, wrapping her arms around, trying to imitate his embrace. Her heart quickened its unfaltering pace as she started to think about some other parts of him, ones that she shouldn’t even know about. Just as it was getting ‘interesting’ a small force blew on her face, and with a shudder she awoke from her daydream to stare at a tiny, unclad fairy standing at only half a foot high. With a discontented grunt she blew the Fae creature away, only to have the little blonde haired girl flutter up to her face on glittering butterfly-like wings.

“Esari, I was having the most perfect daydream and you had to come and distract me.” Faeore pouted, placing Rubar on her lap again.

“You know, you really shouldn’t think about Ceran like that,” she replied, “or even think about anything that happened in the last part of your dream, that’s only for adults, well, and me but the point is that you are only thirteen, and he’s just about two years older than you.”

“Oh bother with all that, I’m more mature than most of those empty headed noblewomen at court.” She replied tartly, toying with the strings on her brassiere.

“Yes, but you might be forgetting one tiny detail, he is your brother!”

“So?” she replied with a wave of her hand.

“Do you have the slightest idea what incest is?” Esari replied.

“A birds nest?” Faeore smirked, after artfully copying a vapid expression. The tiny woman rolled her eyes in resignation.

“Don’t be silly, you’re more intelligent than you let on to be.”

“Yes, I know what it is and know that its illegal, so don’t get your underwear in a twist.” She replied more seriously.

“I won’t, due to the fact our race don’t wear clothes.” She smiled, helping herself to a small piece of cake that sat on Faeore’s bedside table.

“Why?” the young princess sighed.

“It has something to do with your blood, ask the lecturer down in the university if you want to know more.”

“No, not that, I mean why couldn’t he be some young son of a nobleman, or one of my guards instead of crown prince to Cerantine and my brother.”

“Don’t worry about it,” the little woman replied, laying one hand on her shoulder, “I’m sure you will find someone else who you can love even more than him.” Her voice lacked conviction though.

“I don’t want anyone else, I want him!” she shouted, probably alarming a servant in the vicinity. A wicked smile crossed her face.

“I hope he is a good thief…”

“Why is that?” asked Esari, her eyebrows knitted in confusion.

“As I want him to take something very important from me.” She grinned impishly. The normally unshakable Esari’s face blanched, then turned a bright red. After a moment of them both staring at each other’s faces, they burst into howls of laughter.

“I guess I can never change you…” She told the young princess once there mirth had subsided.

“Would you really want to?” Faeore asked, sitting on crossed legs.

“Not for the world.” She smiled her reply.

“You wouldn’t mind if we watched them train, would you?”

“Of course not, dear.” She patted her hand.


“Oh come on!” Ceran shouted in exasperation, “I’ve seen a monkey handle a sword better than you!”

His target for the abuse was a new recruit who, sword in hand, lopped the branch off an unoffending tree.

“Sorry my lord, but the swords to heavy for…” the young man started to say.

“Then make it lighter with magic you imbecile, if you can work out which way to point your finger.”

After a quick motion with his hand and a brief incantation, the trainee’s wrists snapped as the swords weight trebled. The handsome young prince shook his head in disbelief.

“W—what happened my lord?” He stammered, beads of cold sweat standing out on his clammy-grey brow.

“You said Asaria instead of Asarana.” He advised, placing one hand on each shattered wrist. With a ruddy glow and a painfully audible crack his wrists were snapped back into place.

“All right everyone, you can take a break while I show you how it is really done.” Stepping up to the large patch of grass where seven practise models were, he reached over his shoulder and wrapped his hand around the shaft of his huge scythe. As his hand took hold of it, the blades flashed with a white light before returning to their normal polished basalt finish.

“Now listen, the common mistake you all seem to be making is that you use either magic or hand-to-hand styles, while a successful fighter uses both at the same time. Watch as I demonstrate.”

Eyes closed, he strafed around the figure in front of him. With a deft movement, he charged at the 

