Kinda old, and kinda bad. (about a year old…) A friend of mine drew a pic and wanted a song and a story to go along with it. So, here’s the really bad story. I had this whole time thing planned out, where ppl go around…………. time……….(O.o)………… and conquer everything, but then something goes wrong.. and … stuff happens……….. I really don’t care anymore. I'm just posting this b/c I'm bored. -.-;;;;

Chapter I: Amano.

Rain showered down from the sky, tiny glass droplets pooling in the ruts on the ground, making mirrors. Amano stared down into one. His reflection was distorted, rippled from the falling crystals. His face wavered back at him enigmatically. 
He shook his head, freeing the white locks of hair that had been plastered to his face. He looked around. The wall he was leaning against stretched on for about another fifty feet, faded, then disappeared into thick gray fog.

What could be back there? He wondered. Maybe after the rain stopped, and the wind let down, he would go and see. But for now, he intended on staying close to this little section of the wall. He knew where he was here. He knew it was safe here.

Maybe after the rain stops, I’ll go and see…

A loud creak and a yell in his direction pulled him from his thoughts.

“Sir! Yer permission has been granted! Ye can enter now,” A tall, round man in armor stood behind a rusty (but massive) gate, many times taller then either one of them. 
Amano stood up and walked to the guard, stepping in puddles and splashing the dirty water. He came up to the gate, but the sentinel stopped him.

“Wait here a minute, lad. Yer partner wanted me ta’ give ye this.” He held out a shiny thin sheet of metal. Amano took it from him, flipping it in his fingers, looking it over. 

“I don’t have tha’ slightest idea what it might be, but he said ye would know.”

Amano nodded to the guard, and slipping the credit card sized sheet into a back pocket,  stepped inside the city gates.
