
Bonded 

I sat straight faced, staring at my trainer as she lectured me. Katsa was an unhappy 

woman who had never been particularly friendly. Today she was in a worse mood. News of my 

evening travels had gotten back to her and my father, the village chief. They felt like I needed 

help. Katsa claimed they’d watched me spiral out of control for long enough and it was time to 

do something about it. They were setting Zola free and forcing me to move on from a dragon 

lifestyle. My heart thumped angrily in my chest, as I frowned at her. It wasn’t even that big of a 

deal. 

 A few months ago, I had been on my usual stroll through the woods and wandered into 

an area I’d never seen before with a beautiful lake. The lake glistened so peacefully, surrounded 

by vibrant flowers and bright green grass. Years has passed since I’d felt at ease, and I couldn’t 

pass up the chance to enjoy it. I was enamored with it for too long, though, and couldn’t find the 

way back to my village. The hairs on the back of my neck were standing up as paranoia was 

setting in. Every noise I heard caused me to swivel around, frantically searching for a threat. I 

heard rustling in the trees behind me and froze. The rustling didn’t stop. I took a step in the 

direction it was coming from, my hands gripping the daggers I kept in my belt. It had been quite 

some time since I’d trained, but I’d trained hard enough in the past that I didn’t feel like I was 

going to die.  

I moved closer to the rustling, seeing a dark shape behind the leaves. As I moved closer, 

it froze, probably listening to me. My heart pounded, my breathing slow and quiet, hands 

shaking. The figure was huge. I crept through the trees, took a deep breath, and jumped out at it. 

The creature let out a surprised snort, and I heard a familiar fluttering of wings. I startled a 

dragon. She was a deep royal purple color, scales covering the sides of her face and neck. Tiny 



horns were sitting atop her head. The leaves rustled again as the dragon took slow steps back, a 

whimpering noise filling the empty air. I frowned, remembering the last time I heard those noises 

coming from a dragon. It filled my head with bad memories. Memories I had been trying to 

escape.  

I made a clicking noise with my tongue and slowly inched toward her, hand outstretched 

toward her neck. I needed to see her tattoo before I decided what to do with her. The dragon did 

not move her legs, extending her head instead. Flecks of gold sparkled against the warm 

chocolate color of her eyes. She sniffed the air, blinking very slowly at me. Something in my 

body stirred, practically humming with excitement. Just as I was about to move closer, she took a 

step. She rubbed her head against me like a needy cat, letting me run my hand along her leathery 

skin. After a few moments of this, she turned her head to the side, letting me see what I thought I 

would see. She had a half –moon tattoo under one of her horns, unfilled. It meant she had a pair-

bond but had lost them. I didn’t need to bring her back to the village.  

My village was one of the few left who studied dragon lore. Dragons were known for 

having a pair-bond with a human. It’s believed that these bonds are pre-destined, two halves of 

one soul.  The two train together and spend time getting familiar and gaining trust until the bond 

is completed. There was no set amount of time it took, but when the bond was formed, a tattoo of 

a half-moon appeared, filled in. We believed it came from the moon goddess who was said to 

have been lady of the dragons. When one half of the pair-bond died, the other was left with an 

unfilled tattoo, and an empty heart. 

The dragon had followed me home that night, despite my attempts to escape. I didn’t 

need any rumors to go around about me and a dragon, but there was nothing I could do. The 

animal was stubborn and playful, running and leaping through the woods around me. Each time I 



wandered off; she’d land in front of me. One of her paws would pat the ground to indicate I was 

to stay by her side, and she’d shake her head like she was scolding me. Amusement aside, I knew 

this could pose a serious problem.  

As I continued with my nightly ventures, she would find me somehow. After enough time 

had passed, I stopped trying to leave.  We’d sit together, both of us at ease. She would follow me 

home and be gone every morning. An attempt had been made at flying, but that wasn’t 

something you do with a dragon who isn’t your pair-bond. Without absolute trust, it was too 

dangerous. Aside from that, being with her felt like my only escape from life. In my beautiful 

part of the woods, with this magnificent girl. After a while together, I named her Zola.  

Someone from the village must’ve followed me on one of my selling me out to Katsa and 

my dad. Now, I was going to suffer the consequences and so would Zola. My village was one of 

the few that respected the dragons. We believed in and respected pair-bonds. Other surrounding 

villages hunted dragons for sport or enslaved them. There were certain agreements in place to 

protect bonded dragons, but they weren’t always respected. If my village didn’t want me around 

Zola, they would hand her over. They would see the proof she had lost her pair-bond and 

wouldn’t see any reason to protect her. She’d be gone.  

I stormed out of Katsa’s room and hurried home to grab some sort of weapon. A sinking 

feeling told me Zola had already been traded. I paused, staring at the empty tattoo on my wrist 

through blurry eyes. The last time I dealt with other villages I lost my pair-bond. Going up 

against them again didn’t seem like something that would end well for me, but I didn’t want to 

lose another dragon. I knew which village had been responsible for the death of my pair-bond 

and figured Katsa would send Zola there to decrease the likelihood of me searching for her. It 

was a sore subject of mine, and a low blow from her, but I used it to fuel my mission.  



I sent a silent prayer to the moon goddess that Zola would be safe in the forest when I 

found her. For a dragon, she was pretty good at staying hidden, but the other villages were 

hunters. I didn’t know how easily they could find her. The meeting with Katsa had been short, so 

hopefully they didn't have too big of a head start on me. Racing through the trees, I went to the 

lake where I had first met her. We’d been there enough times together, I figured I’d be most 

likely to find her there. The closer I got, the more noise I heard from a distance. There were 

shouts and an animal’s roars. It had to be Zola. I picked up my pace, desperate to get to her in 

time, and found her in a clearing with a couple of men binding her wings. She flailed helplessly, 

cries of pain hurting my ears. My heart hammered with fear as I came to a stop in front of them. I 

shouted at them to stop, raising the daggers I’d brought with me. I would fight every single one 

of them if I had to. They glanced at me but continued what they were doing. There was more of 

them, why would they fear me?  

My tattoo burned, a sensation I had only felt twice. It burned when it had first appeared, 

and it burned when it had filled itself in. It was said to be impossible for anyone to have more 

than one pair-bond. Yet, here we were, tattoos filled in again. That couldn’t be possible. I’d 

never heard of getting a second pair-bond. A new idea came to my mind. The villages had to 

respect already formed pairs. I showed them my tattoo and demanded they look at the one on 

Zola’s neck. They were obligated to release her, despite how disappointed they were about it.  

Freed, Zola bounded toward me, nuzzling her head against my side. I rubbed her head 

and neck soothingly, knowing how scared she must’ve been. Her tattoo was filled again, just as 

mine was. My willingness to fight for her to stay with me must’ve convinced the moon goddess 

to bond us. I said a silent thank you to her before Zola dipped her neck, a sign that she wanted to 

go for a ride. As we took off toward the sky, I knew my happiness wouldn’t be going away any 

time soon. 



 

 

 


