
Raythe Reign Fan Gift Exchange 3  

To: River Iris 

From: AshestheFae 

Prompt: “A prequel of any length/art-size for any story/character” 

Synopsis: The infamous azalea bushes story eluded to in Drakon, featuring young Fallon and 

even younger Sebastian. One person’s humiliation may be another person’s love at first sight. 

(I literally had pictures of azalea flowers pulled up the entire time I wrote this for inspiration~) 

  



 Without so much as another futile word, Fallon turns and walks quickly out of the family 

library. Trying to have a conversation with his father proved, once again, pointless. What makes 

him think that the eldest son wanted anything to do with the family business, let alone flying all 

the way over to Europe for international business once he finishes high school? While that it 

would only be a couple of years from now, there’s no way he would possibly change his mind 

anytime soon. So, why did his father constantly pester him about it, like it would suddenly force 

him to reconsider if the authority figure told him enough times? As much as he loved his dad, 

and would usually do what was asked just to please his father, he just couldn’t bring himself to 

blindly agree to this whole thing about overseas partners and expanding the family empire. 

Something didn’t feel right about this whole thing, certainly not after his first trip to the Lair 

after his eighteenth birthday… not that there will be a second trip, if he can help it. Bile rises in 

his throat at the whirlwind of conflicting emotions and sensations, all the noise and lights and 

sights. How is someone supposed to process all of it, let alone get dragged into business and 

financial negotiations with older men, some from the same club, merely weeks later? Maybe… 

maybe that’s what Mathias wanted. Gah! He can’t think right now; he needs to get away, get 

some air.  

 Fallon hurries over to the closest car, not caring whether he had the keys on him or not. If 

nothing else, he knows that his father keeps a spare set in the glove compartment of every single 

vehicle, just in case. He climbs in and yanks the door shut behind him. For a moment, he rests 

his forehead against the steering wheel, taking slow, deep breaths. Unfortunately, this hardly 

helps as he groans in frustration while sitting up and slamming his hands onto the wheel. He just 

needs to get out of here, breathe, and clear his head, even if only for an hour or so. Yeah, that 

should help. It may not fix anything, but it’ll certainly help. With an exasperated sigh, he finally 



rummages through the glove compartment for the keys. Sure enough, right where he knew they 

would be: Fallon jams the key into the ignition and starts up the car. The engine roars to life, 

before quieting to a low content purr. He firmly grips the steering wheel and starts slowly driving 

down the winding twisting driveway from the garage and around the back of the property 

towards the gated exit that led to the road by the hill. However, before he actually makes it to the 

iron gate, he spots something quite pale, almost ghostly white out of the corner of his eye, where 

he expected only to see pinks and purples of the azaleas. 

 Momentarily confused, and somewhat curious, he hits the breaks and turns his head 

completely to get a better look. His eyes suddenly widen with shock and his mouth parts, his jaw 

nearly dropping to further express his surprise. He honestly had no idea of what to make of the 

sight before him. Instead of the normal array of pastel flowers, Fallon finds himself unable to 

look away from the young boy playing in the bushes…completely naked. Well, not completely, 

the kid has on a bandana around his neck, for some reason, but otherwise completely bare with 

his arms flailing about. Was he stuck? Did he get tangled up in something? Was he lost? Surely 

there was some rational explanation for what Fallon was seeing. Throwing the car into park, he 

climbs out of the car and takes a couple slow steps towards the kid. It seems he hasn’t been 

spotted yet. Good. Knowing his luck, if the boy saw him right now, then the kid would instantly 

bolt without Fallon finding out anything. With each step closer, he begins to hear the kid’s voice: 

bright, joyful, and full of life. His stress, anxiety, and frustration from dealing with his father 

seems to just melt away, simply from hearing that spirited sound, regardless of what sounded 

like utter nonsense to him: 

 “They’re trying to flank us! Evasive maneuvers, sergeant! Go, go, go! Double back 

around for a pincer on their weak side! Bang-bang-bang-bang! Oh no! Man down, man down! 



Call for air support, skreeeeeeeeeeach! Mayday, mayday! Abort mission! Tactical retreat, 

aaaaahhh!” 

 With each step closer, Fallon finds it hard, almost impossible to contain the laughter from 

what he happened to overhear. It almost sounds like some sort of military babble, although it 

really makes no sense. Even so, he cannot help but grin as the kid twirls and spins about, an 

action figure in one hand and a model airplane in the other, as if acting out some sort of 

factionary battle. Yet, the boy feels the need to not just run around in a circle, but whirl about on 

one foot while making more sounds, possibly to signify a firefight? Despite all the restraint he 

mustered up to keep himself from laughing, he somehow misses a rather sizeable stick 

underneath one of his leather shoes. Unfortunately, by the time he noticed it, he leans all his 

weight on his forward foot and the stick snaps beneath it all, rather loudly in fact. He winces 

slightly, silently hoping that he was the only one that heard it, but has a bad feeling that he 

wasn’t. 

 Much like a deer in the wild, the boy’s head jerks up at the alarmingly loud sound of a 

branch snapping from somewhere nearby. His eyes seem to widen to the size of quarters as he 

glances about, whipping his head about wildly for the source of the noise. Fallon freezes on the 

spot. He should run; he should get out of here before the kid sees him and freaks out, but his feet 

won’t move. He can’t get his feet or legs to move at all, no matter how hard he tried. Panic 

inexplicably causing his throat to close and his mouth to instantly dry up like a desert. It was in 

this awkward frozen position that his green and golden eyes finally stare down and connect with 

the young boy’s wide orbs. His lips part with a sharp inhale of surprise as the oddest sensation 

shoots down his spine, nowhere nearly as violent or striking as lightning, but something softer, 

warmer, and gentle. That warmth spread from his spine to his stomach and all the way down his 



arms to the tips of his fingers. The longer he stares, the more he recognizes the fear in those 

gorgeous jewels, the sight of which nearly shatters his heart into a million pieces. Despite not 

knowing the boy, he wants more than anything to just walk over there, scoop the little one up 

into his arms, and make sure that no one could ever cause that sort of emotion to cross the little 

cherub’s face again. Yes, a cherub… that soft pale skin, the golden straw locks of hair, and the 

bright red color on those cheeks, the boy resembled a baby angel off a cathedral’s ceiling. 

 However, it finally dawns on him, that it was his very presence that most likely causes 

the fear in the boy’s eyes. After all, the young one happens to be frolicking and playing in 

Mathias’ prized azalea bushes on Gedeon land, completely naked. Not only that, someone 

actually spotted him, but not just anyone: the son of the wealthy man who owned the massive 

property found him. No wonder the little cherub is scared out of his wits, and blushing crimson. 

Who wouldn’t be in this sort of situation? Yet, he appears to be having the same problem as 

Fallon: as much as he wants to just bolt right then and there, he remains absolutely still midst the 

colorful flowers. Is he waiting for the older teen to make the first move, to see what he does? Or 

does he find himself just as dazed and entranced as Fallon is in that moment? As much as he 

wanted the latter to be true, despite hardly knowing the boy, he doubts that is the case.  

 “…Are you alright?” 

 Finally, Fallon finds himself able to at least speak, albeit barely with a parched 

scratchiness that made his voice almost unrecognizable, even to himself. Whatever trance or 

spell had befallen the two of them, the sound of the teen’s voice somehow breaks its hold on the 

young boy. The slight daze and fear explodes into full blown panic as the kid attempts to cover 

his… assets with one hand and gather up all his toys with the other. Fallon manages to make it a 

couple steps towards the boy and the bushes before those ghostly pale legs suddenly gain 



inexplicable speed and carry the panicked child off in the direction of…his friend’s house. The 

one woman he considered a true friend, despite their age difference. Wait…she has a son. A 

young boy…what was his name— 

 “Sebastian, wait!” By the time he remembers the boy’s name and finally makes the 

connection, the boy was nowhere to be seen, somehow gone without a trace. Yet, some evidence 

the boy had been there remains, nothing visible or material, but that lingering warmth within 

Fallon, and an almost instinctive need to chase after the boy and hold him close, never to let go 

or let Sebastian out of his sight again. The thought alone gives him pause and causes his body to 

grow still with horror. Could this feeling… could it possibly be the “treasuring” feeling that the 

others spoke of, the need to possess and guard their specific treasure, whatever or whomever that 

may be? Impossible. Sebastian is just a boy, a child, a human one at that. He should not be 

anywhere near Fallon or his kind: it would practically be a death sentence for Sebastian, and his 

mother, Fallon’s dear friend! No. He cannot even risk it. He cannot be around the boy, or his 

mother. He must get away, far away from both the two of them, this town, and his father. He 

needs to throw himself into something that will take all of his focus, and make him forget all 

about this strange but wonderful emotion, and the adorable kid.  

 Perhaps… perhaps working overseas in Europe wouldn’t be so bad after all. 

   


