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	“ Once upon a time,” Kallisto Shira mused aloud, her soft voice a thread of whispers soon drowning in the silence of the small, dank bar,  “There was a Dragon Master. She was the last of her species. . . And she was forever alone.”


	The Last Dragon Master stared at herself in the shattered mirror segment held between long, slender fingers. The small, seemingly insignificant chunk of charred and dusty glass meant a lot to her. Far much more than any mortal that passed her by and saw her staring in morbid fascination at the object could ever have thought. 


	Was it holding ancient secret’s and mysterious magic powers that were as old as the world Terra itself ? No. Was it crafted out of the finest materials and worth a large sum of gold ? Most certainly not. It was an old piece of glass broken off from a small mirror that she held dear. This trivial item was more than that. It was a piece of her soul. A part of her past. A part of what once was yet would never be again. 


	And she was the final Dragon Master. And what did all that mean? What was a Dragon Master? In simple truth, most people had forgotten about the Ancient people who could control the fierce and intelligent beasts. The people no one cared to or tried to remember. Yet, she had stumbled upon an occasional few and had heard the name mentioned more than once in the Old Chronicles and legends . . . 


	And Kallisto had even found several people of Ancient Blood. They were the kind from her era with a will so strong they evaded death by dining on the blood of others. Vampires? Perhaps, some did refer to the accursed beings as such. And how thus did they gain the immortality . . . ? To drink the blood of a regular mortal they could receive nothing at all. To drink the Ancient blood of her kind would bring unimaginable physical strength with immortality. And that kind had drove her clan to the edge of extinction. To where she was the last. . . 


	And what was a Dragon Master ? The people that resembled Humans but were so much more. In all truths, it was unknown. Even her kind had lost the records of their earliest appearances. They knew not what made them special or different. They knew not where they came from and neither did the Dragons of Yore. The Dragon Masters simply . . . were. They were just there. And as ironic as it was, they weren’t just as quickly. A bitter smile curved over her lips. From new to extinct in one million years. And that was a while to the eye of a Human, but to her kind it was as long as a mere year. 


	And so Kallisto Shira was alone. She had been alone for her forty million plus years of life and as far as she lived she was certain she would be doomed to remain in isolation from Humans and other species for fear of being discovered. 


	And her mysterious gaze surveyed her reflection in the mirror piece. She held most of the traits that Dragon Masters held . . . Her eyes were swirls of different colors - mixes that were ever changing of soft blues, grays, and silver. Her hair had a parallel effect. With just the slightest movement or change of light her hair could appear silver, gray, blue, or even a enigmatic mixture of all three at once. And as far as her hairstyle went - she never cared much for the latest fashions - it was hanging loosely to her waist in long, flowing silken strands. Her face was the color of the moon - a silverish pale - her lips where full and her figure slender and graceful. And as far as clothing went . . .


	One could usually find her clad in black leggings - often adorned with a violet buckle by her thigh holding a deadly dagger native to her kind. Her boots were silver and loosely went to her ankles with fold overs at the top. Her shirt was also silver - lacing up the front - and it was short, revealing much of her stomach. She wore a long, raven trench coat and when it was off she usually wore silver gloves that stopped at her wrists. And hidden in the back of her silver belt was a small, violet orb. When used, it could materialize into a deadly, specially made glaive. 


	And with a sigh, the Dragon Master returned her soft, swirling gaze to the untouched Eve Rum in front of her. Strange . . . She usually enjoyed the bitter drink. Not a favorite, but most times it could help dissolve the ice in her heart and the bitter feeling in her stomach. Sometimes . . . 


	Next, she glanced at the dimly lit bar around her. Very few customers other than herself . . . A drunken couple kissing each other, a old man who flashed her one too many dirty grins, and then a saxophonist. He was playing a sad jazzy tune that fit the atmosphere perfectly. With the dim lights, air filled with cigarette smoke, and the thick sent of alcohol, a sad tune was the finishing touch. 


	“ And so forth the Dragon Master was proceeding onward with her sad journey . . .” 


	The word was meant to be more of a thought than a statement. She hadn’t realized she’d spoken the words until they were already lost in the suffocating dreary surroundings. But they hadn’t gone unheard. Unfortunately for Kallisto a soft, male voice answered her with all the grace and strength of liquid silk. 


	“ That seems like a lonely tale, that you speak of. Perhaps you should add a happy ending ?”


	The woman - whose hair now glinted of all three colors - looked up in shock and cursed herself for speaking. For drawing attention to herself. And she hadn’t really gotten a real good look at the face. But as her eyes swirled to a soft gray she found herself looking straight at the most handsome man she had ever laid eyes on.


~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~


	The deadly black metal of two twin daggers glinted dangerously in the twilight of predawn. The strong, firm hands that held them tightly yet gracefully moved in a quick, singular motion and deftly slit the throat of a panicking man. In an instant, his eyes rolled up in his hand and he fell on the plush green grass of a field, soon laying face first in a puddle of his own blood. One last strangled name escaped through his lips - which were covered in his own blood.


	“ . . . C. . . Crescent . . . Si . . . Si- . . . Silver. . .”


	The woman named Crescent Silver gave him a disgusted and pitiless glare before hastily shoving her twin weapons back into their sheaths. As the sound of horses came the deadly Dragon Master of Yore slunk back into the comforting shadows of a forest. 


	At a small bubbling stream she carefully rinsed the thick crimson off her daggers and caught a look of herself in the clear, icy blue waters that gave her no comfort.


	She was a Dragon Master of Yore - not of the Ancient Blood, mind you. Yore was the first generation of Dragon Masters whose blood was highly valued for it gave strength both physically, mentally, and magically and granted eternal life. Her kind had withered away quickly as the new genre rose in their place. 


	And how did Crescent survive . . . ? She was an outcast among outcasts. She was outlawed from the Valley of Dragons before the great tragedies struck her species, leaving her the last of Yore. And revenge throbbed in her veins. She would mercilessly kill Immortal Inferiors and Dragon Masters of Ancient Blood alike. Yes . . . They would all pay dearly for her pain and suffering. 


	And she held all traits that Dragon Masters of Yore or of the Ancient Blood did. Her hair was three exotic blends of raven black, sapphire blue, and a deep alluring violet. And now her face was adorned by two long bangs and the rest of her hair pulled back into two braids for efficiency in a battle ground. Her eyes were strange winds of violet and ebony in an ever changing motion. 


	She was tall, slender, pale, and held all the deadly black grace of a panther on the prowl. Her lips were full and even through all her years of battle - over eighty million to be close - she had not one scar. And as far as scars on her heart went . . . her heart had been frozen in ice long ago. She had been described as a shadow with a heart of ice and a tongue of fire. 


	Her outfit consisted of tight, black leather pants, a black belt adorned with her twin daggers, and two unique boots that were colored violet. One boot went to her knee, and the other raised up to her thigh. She wore a jet black, skin-tight shirt that was slit in more than one place, a violet tube top over that, and two long violet gloves that began around her slender shoulders. 


	And she blithely ignored the blood-stains on her outfit. They weren’t hers anyhow. They were splattered blood sprayed from her thousands of victims. And she had two new victims in sight. They were both Dragon Masters of the Ancient Blood. One was called Kallisto Shira . . . The other was currently nameless, but she would find out soon enough.


	And with that, the dark shadow warrior vanished into the veil of dawn silently, not leaving a single trace she had been there at all.


~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~


	“ . . . Dragon Master . . . ?!”


	The word was a hiss of shock that escaped audibly through Kallisto’s ruby red lip’s. Her eyes, now ever-changing all three colors, narrowed in doubt and cautious concern. Her face had paled about twenty shades and her hands were firmly gripped on the edge of the oak table. She was shaking all over uncontrollably.


	Rio, as the man had identified himself a few seconds ago, was surprised to get the reaction he had out of the mysterious young woman. He had barely heard her mutter the words Dragon Master . . . He had heard and studied the legend in the Old Chronicles, but he was most certainly not what she said. He watched her with wary surprise.


	Kallisto once again raised her eyes to study the man named Rio. To make sure she had not missed one single mark. But the young saxophonist had every single mark of being a Dragon Master. The hair . . . The eyes . . . But. . . she hadn’t seen one of her kind in over ten thousand years ! How in the seven hells could this have been possible ?!


	His hair, although one bang was an unchanging raven black, was a strange and attracting mixture of scarlet red, cobalt blue, and ever more of the ebony in his singular bang that changed over constantly with his movements in the flickering candlelight. The style of his hair was cropped short with his bangs hanging loosely over his forehead. 


	His eyes were a wonderful exotic mixture of red and royal blue, constantly changing from one color to the next to both mixed at once. They were full of wisdom, sincerity, and now even a fear as he had heard her say Dragon Master.


	His clothes were unique in their own way as well. A long silky white shirt that was adorned with three belts in the middle in a criss-cross pattern. His shirt was wrinkled, but nonetheless looked very good on him. He wore inky black leggings that also had belts and buckles in several unorganized places and patterns. 


	And his powers . . . It scared her. She had never felt such strong powers in ages except before her city was destroyed by Immortal Inferiors. And his power surged from him and made a glowing aura that only she could see. He had to be a Dragon Master ! All the facts were there. Maybe she wouldn’t be alone on her cold, long journey anymore . . . Or so she hoped so bad it hurt her heart as if a sickle had just been thrust into it. 


	“ Rio . . .” her soft, silky voice flowed like liquid silk so carefully that no one except he would hear it, “ A Dragon Master . . .”


	The young man jerked back from her looking adorably confused and appalled and at the same time even a little bit scared. He shook his head at her and automatically took a step back as if she had just whispered some deadly threat into his ear. His face was as pale as chalk, and his swirling eyes were now wide and full of mixed emotions.


	“ I apologize my lady but you must be mistaking me for something that I am not.”


	Ever so polite, the Dragon Master look-alike sat down next to the young woman who was looking rather perplexed and frustrated at his statements. She . . . almost looked heartbroken. He was polite as usual and muttered a quick sorry. Her swirling gaze flickered upon him and he became awed with the swirling eyes that were much like his own.


	“ Rio. You must be mistaken. You must ! You have all the identification marks ! And your power is unimaginable !”


	“ I don’t understand, my lady.”


	Kallisto smirked at the ‘ my lady.’ She wasn’t one used to being treated fairly, kindly, or even like a normal person. Yet . . . this stranger who she did not even know was treating her as if she was a queen herself or a goddess fallen from the heavens.


	“ My name is Kallisto, not ‘ my lady.’ . . . Although I have to say I’m charmed by your politeness.”


	If possible, Rio seemed to flush a faint, barely audible pink. They both smiled in the now comfortable silence. It hadn’t taken them long to decide they both trusted each other. But the largest question still remained.


	“ Rio, listen to me. I believe you are a Dragon Master of the Ancient Blood. . . You have all the marks such as I do. The swirling eyes and ever-changing hair colors. . . And the unimaginable power.”


	“ Okay, I will admit our hair and eyes are fairly alike, my lady Kallisto, but . . . That’s just a coincidence. And what power do you speak of ?”


	The frustrated woman sighed with a bitter and rather trivial laugh. This was hopeless. Either Rio was a very good actor or he wasn’t a Dragon Master at all. Maybe just an Immortal Inferior, and she didn’t care for them.


	“ Forget it. Your power is a sleeping power.”


	“ Are you going to awaken it?”


	She turned and swiftly put her leather trench coat over her slender pale shoulders. It was silly of her to believe she had found another. It was foolish of her to grasp she might not have to be alone.


	“ Rio. You don’t stick your hand in the cage of a lion if you don’t want to get bit. You are young and ignorant. Let it stay that way.”


	He stood up suddenly, objecting to her leaving. He was almost angry. Her calling him into this situation and ancient species he knew nothing of and just as quick as she drug him in she was even quicker at leaving him bewildered. He kept his mouth shut, polite as always before adding one last tormented statement.


	“ Farewell, my lady.”


~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~


Part Two


Candlelight at Midnight











	Kallisto couldn’t help but be angry as she stormed through the woods away from the small, hidden tavern. Angry at Rio ? Perhaps. . . She was even more angry at herself ! She had just told a possible human what she was, well, technically. And that meant . . . She might have to kill him.


	And that thought froze her in her tracks. She was stiff and an unusual emotion raced over her in exciting shivers. Love . . . ?! For a silly human ?! A low laugh escaped her mouth. That thought was absolutely . . . ludicrous !


So . . . why did she have this feeling towards him ? This weakness that had come over her as she had watched him smile, move, laugh, talk, and even breathe. 


	“ Damn that inferior human !”


	And with that rather loud curse, a sudden roaring pain tore ruthlessly into her shoulder, forcing a small cry from her mouth. Her eyes were quick and calm, yet behind them she was frantic. They easily found the black dagger that had so easily pierced her flesh and embedded itself into the soft skin of her shoulder blade. 


	Too stunned to actually react she watched on blankly as a woman came up and pulled the blade out of her shoulder and aimed for another blow to a more deadly area. It took Kallisto a minute to realize what was happening.


	The woman attacking her was Crescent Silver. She had heard of the infamous killer of Ancient Blood before. The woman herself was from the first genre of Dragon Masters. The Yore generation. And fear clutched at her as she remembered the tales. No one she had set out to kill was ever seen again. The shadow warrior . . .


	With amazing agility, the Dragon Master of Ancient Blood leapt into the air, flipped twice, and landed on a tree branch with a grace that was beyond graces. The weapon that had aimed for her landed with a dull thunk on the plush forest grass. 


	“ What do you want with me?!”


	Crescent smiled wickedly and tauntingly, something she rarely did unless amused. And in this case, she was very amused at this Ancient Blood’s question.


	“ Ignorant fool. You know what I want with you.”


	The words of a spell older than time itself flowed freely from the killer’s dark red lips. Kallisto did not recognize the spell nor flee from it. She was frozen in shock and fear. 


	“ Time to die, my warrior ! Twin Stars ! ! !”


	The Dragon Master watched dully as Crescent hurled both daggers at her. And in awe, the split into many daggers. At least twenty . . . more and more appeared. All aimed at her with acute accuracy to not kill instantly, but make the death slow and painful.


	Part of her mind screamed to run. The other half begged to use some of her own ancient magic. Scarlet Dragon . . . Damn ! She couldn’t remember the words to the accursed spell. Her eyes, now a dull gray, flicked up. 


	Pain roared through her body as intense and real as anything. She felt herself falling and she thought of Rio. His sweet, charming smile. The way he called her ‘ my lady’ with such polite respect that it touched her heart. A bitter smile curved on her lips as her eyes closed and a new sight appeared. A sight that calmed and frightened her. She saw death.


~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~


	Alexander sighed as he gazed at his reflection in the moon lit waters. He wasn’t anything special to look at. His hair was cut short with an dirty blonde on top and underneath that was a deep, oak brown. He usually wore a bandana to keep most of it pulled back from his eyes.


	His eyes . . .  They were the color of a sky on a warm spring day were the wind was gently singing. His eyes held wisdom, strength, and intelligence. They had seen many things in his long life. More than he cared to see.


	His build was lean. His weapon were his gloved fists that had a nice, sharp point where he could punch a nice cut across someone’s face. He wore a white, loose and often wrinkled jacket that had a few black designs weaving delicately on it. He wore under that a jet black, sleeveless shirt and a large chain around his neck that held a small, silver ring at the end. He wore faded and baggy blue jeans and regular black tennis shoes. Like he had said, he looked plain. Like an average teenager.


	But frankly, Alexander was far from average. He was an Ancient.  He had dined of Dragon Master’s of Ancient Blood’s own life force. He had been forced to drink the blood and become an immortal at age eighteen. And so her still looked eighteen, even though in harsh reality he was over twenty million plus years of age. And he hated it. He hated living off someone else’s blood. It had shattered his tender heart.


	And not just that, he was physcic. And a very powerful one as well. With all his years of life his abilities had grown into deadly powers that were never to be reckoned with. With a single though he could crush a building to the size of a pancake or even break a mountain.


	But even with all the thing’s that he had, he felt utterly broken and cursed. He was surviving by another’s death. It just felt so completely . . . wrong. He would never be able to live happily. So day after day and year after year he lived alone in the Chaos’ Temple and guarded the legendary demon Oblivion. The demon he didn’t even know if it existed. But even so, it eased the pain in his heart a little bit. But it would never be enough to make amends. 


	And so Alexander stayed alone in the rotting temple and prayed silently every day the death itself would come and claim him so it could ease the pain from his broken heart.


~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~


	Kallisto opened her eyes and struggled to sit upward. Pain forced her back down and she let out a low, agitated moan. Without moving she could see an old, ceiling fan that cast a faint breeze that smelled of musty air. She could see the ceiling - a given - that was very much in need of repair. She could see the top of a window and the sun setting in the distance. The window itself was smudged with dirt and had several cracks snaking in it. She briefly wondered who owned such a run-down room.


	It was at that precise moment the incidents that had occurred burst into her mind like a flame from hell. Bright and far too quickly. The images that had happened made another moan escape her throat. She was, mercilessly, still alive and in very much pain. 


	Her eyes steadily swirled to all three colors as a person entered the room. She stiffened at the footsteps. If this happened to be someone who wanted her dead, she was, to put it plainly, screwed. But instead, she could see Rio out of the corner of her eye. She was too tired to talk.


	Seeing the Dragon Master’s gaze, the saxophonist smiled gently and sat down next to her. He rung out a wash rag in warm water and gently moved it across her forehead and collarbone area. When he lifted it up, it was almost completely red. 


	“ Nice to see your awake, my lady. I am pleased your still alive.”


	Forcing up all her strength, she managed to speak. Her voice sounded strange and torn with pain in the silence of the small room. She supposed she must have gotten wounded around the neck or throat for her talking to bring so much pain.


	“ And . . . why is . . . that . . . ?”


	He looked worried and gave her a scolding look that was mixed with worry and an undying care. It was the look a mother would give a child. That made Kallisto grin.


	“ You shouldn’t talk. You came very close to drowning on your own blood when I found you. I found a white mage and he healed you enough to where you wouldn’t die, but he wouldn’t help you completely because he said you were a Dragon Master.”


	The woman would’ve sighed, given she could have. The mages had never really trusted Dragon Master’s for their own hidden purposes. It annoyed her. But then again, it was only to be expected. The elder mages were often selfish creatures. 


	Rio began opening Kallisto’s tattered shirt, but as a look of alarm spread across her face, she actually almost sat up, ready to smack the seven hells out of the man, but with a pained whimper, she instantly sat back down - casting death glares at the man whose eyes were now solid blue. 


	“ My lady, I apologize for this but I must clean the wounds everywhere otherwise they may get infected.” 


	Kallisto reluctantly nodded and watched suspiciously as he tenderly undid her shirt - leaving her upper body clad in nothing but a tattered braw that was falling off anyway where the daggers had cut into it. Both their faces reddened - Rio’s considerably much more than the Dragon Master’s. He hastily grabbed his bandages, wash rag, and warm basin of water and began to get to work. 


	The silver-haired woman smiled again. He looked so . . . innocent. With a hint of teasing in her tone, she forced herself to speak - ignoring the pain - an amused smile covering her lip’s. 


	“ So . . . do you like what you see?”


	Rio looked at her - startled. His face went from pinkish red to tomato red in five seconds flat. In a quiet, yet polite and respectful voice he answered.


	“ . . . I very much like what I see, my lady Kallisto.”


	This made her smile. She hadn’t really thought of love in . . . at least a million years of her long, tiresome life. She watched happily as he lightly wrapped bandages over her wounds and began to redo her shirt. 


	“ That pleases me,” she paused, and then smiled and added one last teasing remark, “ My man, Rio.”


	He glanced up and they both smirked. He helped her sit up, most of the pain was already gone. Dragon Master’s could heal quickly. The pain was barely noticeable. 


	“ I won’t call you my lady if you don’t want me too.”


	She allowed him to support her to a chair and watched as he poured two glasses of red wine. A smile widened.


	“ You can address me as you want. Besides, it’s charming,” she then eyes the wine, her eyes retaining some of their blues, “ Are you trying to get me drunk ?”


	Rio blushed again like a school boy. He knew the game Kallisto was playing with him. And quite truthfully, he was falling for it. She was everything he had ever dreamed of. And, as he had said earlier, she was quite sexy. He decided to play along.


      “ . . . Perhaps I am. What shall you do about it ?”


	She pulled him closer to her. So close they were literally touching noses. The moment seemed silent and treasuring. A wicked smirk appeared on the Dragon Master’s lips. 


	“ This.”


	And they leaned forward to kiss each other just as the door to the bedroom burst upon. Kallisto quickly turned away from him and took a long, chug of her drink, while Rio backed away to a comfortable distance. He glared at the intruder. 


	“ Locke.”


	The woman was a waitress at the bar and of Elven descent. She was almost beautiful. Except for one small detail that would prevent any romantic relationship between the two. She was a lesbian. 


	Her hair was a strawberry blonde, and two long bangs curved around her tan face, The rest of it was pulled back in two pins and was hanging rather loosely. It was obvious much time hadn’t been put into putting the hair up. Her eyes were the color of emeralds, and shined even in the dimness of the bar. Her ears were long and pointed, and adorned with several earrings. 


	She was clad in a loose rosy shirt that was far too big for her slender build and hung right by her fingers. Under that a black tube top was visible, but barely. She wore a tan skirt that hung just bellow her knees and that had a long, appealing slit in it. She wore tan boots that were a little bit above her ankles. Nothing to fancy. 


	Rio didn’t know too terribly much about her. She was gay, an Elf of Yore, a great journalist, and an amazing physcic. He knew her age was over twenty-three thousand years and up and that she was abandoned by her tribe of elves for her differences. 


	“ Rio, ya look so unhappy ! What’s wrong ?”


   	Remembering the kiss that had almost happened between him and Kallisto, he scowled further and muttered a quick and solemn, “ Nothing” before casting his gaze on the silent Dragon Master. She was watching Locke with an intense gaze.


	“ So is she ?”


	The silver-haired woman raised an eyebrow.


	“ Am I what ?”


	Rio replied for her, leaving her still confused and annoyed.


	“ She isn’t.”


	Locke looked put down.


	“ Oh.”


	Kallisto, finally letting her irritation seep freely across her expression, crossed her arms and glared at the two. 


	“ Am I what ?!”


	Locke smiled at her teasingly. The Dragon Master shifted feet nervously. She didn’t get nervous very easily. But that waitress was looking at her the way a man would look at a woman he wanted.


	“ Oh, my name is Locke. It’s a pleasure to meet you. I’m a lesbian.”


	Within seconds the silver-haired woman understood immediately what the situation was. She scowled furiously at the two before returning to her glass of wine, which mind you, was her third glass and almost empty. Dragon Masters had a high tolerance for alcohol.


	Rio opened the door for the elf, ever the gentlemen, and helped escort her out. But not quickly enough for her to cast a dirty grin and wink at the annoyed woman sitting at the bar. Kallisto almost reached for her glaive, but then thought better of it.


	And finally the two returned to the bar. They sat in a few moments of a strangely comfortable silence, then Rio looked up at her curiously and almost hopefully.


	“ Shall we finish where we left off, my lady ?”


	A bitter yet sincere smile curved on the Dragon Master’s lips. It was a languid expression that sent an ache through his heart. She looked like she was dying . . . and not from her wounds. Like some force was eating away her heart inside out. 


	“ No, we shall not.”


	He hid his pain underneath a solid, hard expression in his eye’s which now were bright red. They looked horrific yet wonderful all at the same time. Taking a small, nursing sip of his drink, he spoke in soft, solemn tones.


	“ What am I ?”


	Her bitter smile widened. She had thought on first impression that he didn’t care to know or even want to be a Dragon Master of the Ancient Blood. Nonetheless, it was his right to know what he was born from. 


	“ You are a person who must become a shadow to all those around you. If not an Ancient will probably kill you.”


	“ . . .Ancient . . . ?”


	She swiftly refilled her glass for now the tenth time. The effects of the alcohol where finally getting to her brain and making her strain to remember things. But that was just what she wanted.


	“ An Ancient is a person who has dined off of Dragon Master’s blood to gain eternal life and great physical strength. Most of them have died off - killed by their own power and greed. That is how our kind has fallen to the edge of death.”


	She looked up, he was listening intently yet swaying slightly from being drunk. This made her smile. She hadn’t envisioned Rio to really be the drinking type. But after finding out he was one from an ancient species, drunk was sounding more and more welcoming.


	“ Next, there’s the first generation of Dragon Master’s. The Dragon Master’s of Yore. There are few who have seen one. Crescent Silver is the last surviving one, or so most think.”


	“ What do you think ?”


	“ I don’t want to think about it. It’s a feudal fairy tale from hell. They eventually vanished, then our genre arose. We lived happily for many years before the Valley of Dragons was discovered by humans and . . . well, the rest is a legend that everyone knows . . .”


	Rio nodded, obviously content. He understood. Only one question remained. 


	“ And now what ?”


	Kallisto sat on his bed next to him. 


	“ We awaken your powers tomorrow, so pray you have a wonderful night tonight. It will be great strain on you mentally and physically.”


	Together they sat like that for fifteen minutes, both drunk and lost to their own thoughts of a confused and riddling mind. She made the first move swiftly.


	With quick speed she pushed him down on the bed and kissed him. Neither fought back to this thing that they both knew was coming. And together the two Dragon Master’s of Ancient Blood slept, not knowing what was in store for them.


	The window opened and a cold breeze whispered through and over the two slumbering people. Just as quickly it shut.


	The candle flickered out.


~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~


Part Three


Hidden Aspects











	Tellia stared out across the ocean. It was breath-taking . . . It was in the veil of sunrise and the skies were pasted with soft pastels and the clouds were huge and dream-like. The waters changed and mixed colors in the beautiful mixtures of light. It was so . . . pure.


	And at that thought she turned swiftly away and uttered an indelicate snort of disgust. Innocence . . .? Purity . . . ? Righteousness . . . ? They were nothing but a weakness. A fault that had been injected into weak miserable humans. And yes, she was a human . . . but she had surpassed those weaknesses with years of hard training as a pirate at sea. 


	Tellia was a pirate famed for her beauty and deadly slasher. For as far as she could she remember she had been a pirate at sea. Viscous, deadly, cunning, and ruthless. And before that she . . . well, she didn’t prefer to remember. Those had been her year’s of weakness. 


	And as far as looks went, mind you, must had not seen her face long enough to get acute details of her features. Her hair was fiery red with one long bang streaked ebony. It was pulled back in a diadem and hung below her knees. One of her eyes was covered by a black eye patch and the was a burning, sapphire blue that if looked into long enough one could see the infinity of an ocean stretching far and wide.


	Her clothing consisted of white leggings with a small, black band strapped around one thigh. Her boots, also white, went a little above her ankles, almost to her knees. She wore a jet black choker necklace, and her top was black. It buttoned once just at her breasts before reopening and cascaded all the way down to her knees with several ribbons and pendants hanging off the bottoms. 


	Weapon wise . . . She had a deadly, silver-bladed Slasher - which she had made herself while in her birthplace Malstryx. It was a jagged sword with several open areas so one could hear the slicing of air before her death. And if that failed her, she had small, razor sharp metal starfish used for throwing in a pouch she usually took with her. 


	And now, after many years of being a bounty hunter and thief, she lived on her ship, Dragon’s Wrath, with her crew members. And it had been like that as far as she remembered . . .


	But these days, she found herself wondering exactly what was before that. Her family . . . Her twin brother . . . All she remembered was her twin brother. . . and being torn away from him. And then . . .


	“ Tellia ? We are almost arriving at the Ancient Temple of Chaos.”


	She pivoted and found herself facing one of her crew members. Her face remained expressionless as she looked out. She could see the dying Chaos Temple rising out of the waters. It had an eerie and desolated look clinging to it. But who was she to be afraid ?


	And with that the fire-haired woman began preparing to make a landing by the temple. She hadn’t been there before. There was supposedly a demon lurking in it’s depths that killed all trespassers. That was excellent. She needed a challenge.


~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~


	As the rising sun finally began to peek out between the drifts of heavy and threatening rain clouds - turning the sky a horrifically beautiful bloody red, Crescent began to scale the side of a rather steep cliff with unnatural grace and ease. She skidded to an abrupt stop on the edge of a large boulder that was perched just above a straight downfall and roaring waterfall.


	All out before her the Dragon Master could see the entire Black Pearl forests stretched out before her in an emerald tapestry that appeared desolate and held it’s own mystique that kept out most travelers. Her swirling black eyes could even see the top of the Forbidden Tower in the Hidden Town known as Elki where the Elves lived. And a sight that no one with mortal eyes could see . . . She could vaguely see the snow-capped mountain caps in the silhouette of dawn. Her home . . . The Valley of Dragons.


	But she was not there to admire the great beauty of the surrounding mysterious land. Nor was she there for an early morning walk to enjoy the slightly chill breeze. She was there as a death incarnate.


	The foolish Dragon Master of Ancient Blood had somehow managed to survive her devastating attack and was now quickly recovering in a small tavern just outside the forests with the other Dragon Master supposedly called Riotenou - or just Rio. 


	“ . . . And they will not escape me . . .”


	Her voice was a cold, harsh, inaudible hiss of pure rage that was lost in the icy winds. No one she had set out to kill had ever lived to tell the tale and Kallisto Shira was not about to be the first. She guaranteed slow and painful deaths for the two Dragon Masters of Ancient Blood . . . No one dare defied her. No one. 


	And with that last, and rather aggravated thought she murmured the words of an bygone spell and a flaming raven fire engulfed her entire body. The black fire swirled delicately around her ashen skin and just as quickly vanished. It left a completely transformed woman.


	Her hair cast out a strange glow of all three colors that swirled of a deep cobalt blue, a blazing violet, and mysterious black. Her eyes swirled constantly with a erratic mix of violet to blue to black to all three and all over again. And from just below her shoulder blades stretched out to wings that were a mixture of feathers and the leathery skin that was found in dragon wing’s. They wing’s were frozen in all three of her soul colors and stretched out in the wind ten-feet wide. To say the least, she looked like Hell’s angel, or Heaven’s demon. Either way, she only had one intention and one thought. 


	And with that, the transformed Dragon Master of Yore, which had now evolved into an even higher genre known as a Dragon God, took to the air with one swift motion, leaving only a violet feather behind.


~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~


		She awoke in pain. Pain was a familiar sensation, an occupational hazard for a person in line of her work. However, this pain was different. It was a strange, pervasive, bone-deep ache all over her body. Hell, even her mind felt bruised. So, for over several minutes she lay there, staring blankly at the cream-colored white ceiling and the rasping ceiling fan that flung the smell of cigarette smoke and alcohol into her face. 


	It took that long for her comatose self to finally take notice of several disturbing facts. First off, she did not recognize that ceiling at all. Second, she was not alone. Third, this unknown person was snuggled up right next to her in a decidedly possessive fashion - one arm flung over her small waist. Fourth, probably the most worst by far next to number three, she was completely nude with no sheet’s covering her whatsoever. 


	And even as she oh so desperately clawed her way back to something of vigilance, the warm body next to her began to move a strong hand toward’s her rather uncovered self in area’s she really did not prefer. And before her senses completely regained, that hand slid roughly over her breast. And if she hadn’t been awake before, she most certainly was now. And that could be most unfortunate for the unidentified person beside her. She reached for her glaive . . . only to find an even more disturbing fact than anything in the above categories. 


	She could not move. 


	Taking a long breath to prevent herself from panicking or worse, she rubbed her wrists against the material binding her down. She was met with the scratchy texture of old, worn rope. She cursed the fact that her dagger had been in her boot.


	Kallisto’s blazing sapphire eyes glared at the person now standing by her with such rage that he uncontrollably took an awkward step back. A dangerous smile curved over her own lip’s, but it was obstinate. A smile of bitter anger. 


	“ I do apologize, my lady.”


	Rio gave her a heartbreaking smile that was mixed with sorrow and lament. He hadn’t wanted to do this. But he had too. It was his only hope of returning to his higher celestial form and being able to locate his celestial Bond.  


	“ Why?”


	Kallisto hissed the word. She was probably going to die here. That much she understood from the look that haunted his eyes imprisoned. And she hadn’t expected an answer. But he slowly sat down and began to sharpen a rather viscous looking dagger that was hooked at the end. Rip and tear, she thought solemnly.


	“ There is a story, my lady. It is far older than the unpretentious tale of the Dragon Master’s requiem. This ballad was spawned before the Old Chronicles had even begun. There were two entities  created by the Ancients. The Perfect Soldier and the Perfect Weapon. . .”


	“ The Soldier was made to wield the unholy weapon, who had no will and no thoughts of rebellion against it’s Master. The Soldier was made ruthless and to rid Terra of all unholy for a blessing . . .”


	“ The Soldier had no will, even though he thought he did. Because for a while the Soldier tried to ignore this predestined Fate handed to him. But he could not help but to be drawn to the Weapon to follow out the well-made plan of the Ancients . . .”


	“ Yes. The Soldier and the Weapon were both bound and tangled in the blood red thread’s that had been woven before the beginning of time itself. They became desperate . . .”


	“ And began to struggle against the threads. They snapped away many threads and many lives in their attempt to reach the highest heaven, Atziluth, and the lowest Hell, Jigoku, and destroy those who made them.”


	“ . . . But instead, they were defeated and for their rebellious acts, they were reincarnated into two separate form’s and placed on Terra. And even then, neither had no will. Only to locate it’s Celestial Bond.”


	Rio crossed his arm’s and smiled, despite himself, that she had been able to finish the tale. He was surprised that a mere Dragon Master of the Ancient Blood knew the Ancient Tale of Celestial Bonds. 


	Kallisto merely watched his surprised expression transform into one of a smug content and appreciation. Nonetheless, he was still sharpening the deadly knife that would soon tear through her skin. She tried not to think about it too hard.


	“ And which one are you?”


	He smiled and stood up, swiftly and gracefully tracing the point along her bare, flat stomach. A thin line of blood arose against her pale skin and she flinched unnoticeably at the diminutive sting. It was unlike her to react to such a small torment.


	“ Why my lady, I am the Perfect Soldier. And it’s a pleasure to make your acquaintance.”


	“ The pleasure’s all mine, I’m sure.”


	Her last statement was a murmur of sarcastic distaste that made him frown pitifully at her - eyes a horrid jet black with no white’s at all anywhere. A shudder coursed through her and she turned her head away - disgusted with her weakness but unable to stand looking into those black, bottomless depths that were void of any human emotion.


	“ My lady . . . You’re like barbed wire and roses. But even so, you cannot look into the face of death without cringing.”


	She had no scathing retort or cunning glower. Kallisto finally realized he was playing nothing but a mere child’s game with her. If she answered right she could live in torment a bit longer or she could die. The Dragon Master stared at him as he stepped up to her side, gently brushing a hand through her now platinum silver hair.


	“ Well, my lady?”


	She attempted once more to struggle against the ropes, which were now making a gently, glowing rosy ring around her wrists and ankles where they had been rubbing against abusively.


	“ I know your chronicle, but you have yet to tell me why?”


	His eyes returned to the swirling cobalt blue, crimson, and empty black as he once again returned to sharpening the weapon - although it had no need for it. 


	“ If you must know . . . I suppose I must tell. It’s simple, yet unbelievably complicated. I need your blood to open the Seal of Oblivion.”


	Her twining light blue gaze - which was now blanketed with unorganized specks of a misty gray - narrowed slightly and she stiffened - but he didn’t appear to notice, or care. 


	“ Oblivion . . . Is that your Weapon?”


	He scowled solemnly and slit the point of the blade across her thigh. She bluntly ignored it and the small beads of blood that had begun to arise. It was, after all, probably just a scratch compared to whatever horrific way he planned to get her blood. 


	“ . . . Perhaps, I can only hope.”


	Kallisto’s face slowly transformed into one of understanding. Her eyes, swirling to a callous gray, watched in morbid fascination as he slit a small star shape just below her collar bone. He had cut deep, digging the blade into her skin, and it hurt. But ever since the whole game had started, in the sheer reckless shock of the moment, she had forgotten one of her best weapons. 


	“ . . . Dragon Lance . . . !”


	She watched as her glaive materialized from it’s small, compact orb and thrust itself at the startled Perfect Soldier. Too shocked to react quick, Rio could only watch in dumb fascination as it embedded it’s silver metal into his side. The pain was a dull roar to him, but nonetheless, it was quite irritating.


	“ Damn it !”


	He pulled it out and thrust it to the side of the room. It hit the wall and bounced to the floor with a loud clatter. Rio - enraged by the fact a mere mortal Dragon Master could manage such a trick - shoved his blade into her shoulder. 


	The silver-haired woman bit her lip until blood trickled down her chin in an effort not to scream. She would suffer a thousand times before she would show that man her weakness. But, the pain of it being impressed into her was nothing compared to the pain of it being pulled out.


	With a sudden jerk, the dagger left her shoulder. But the hook took quite a nice big piece of her flesh with it. And that hurt like the seven hells. A shrill, yelp escaped her ruby red lip’s, soon followed by a string of obscenities for showing her agony.


	Rio merely laughed - light and horrific at her torture. It amused him yes, but he hated to admit the human part of him still loved her. But, he couldn’t love what was dead, now could he? It was insane logic.


	“ So, my barbed wire and roses. . . Shall I kill you slowly and painfully so you can feel my love for you? Or . . . shall I end your unholy life quickly to show my mercy and care . . . ?”


	The Dragon Master of Ancient Blood would have spit on him, had she been sitting up. Her nervous, clear blue gaze flickered ambivalently to her glaive, but as if reading her mind, Rio stepped on it.


	“ My lady, try that one again and you’ll have matching shoulder’s.”


	But Kallisto ignored him. His word’s were nothing but an ignorant, foolish blur in her mind. Every fiber of her being was focused completely and utterly on her weapon. And as it shuddered once - unbeknownst to the man, whose eyes had returned to the solid black - a slow, smug grin curved over her lip’s. 


	The glaive lifted up and danced in the air a moment, before promptly slicing through the rope across her left wrist. And the same action was repeated as it freed her other wrist and two ankles. She stood up, hand curved firmly around her gently glowing weapon. 


	There is one thing in the world that no one would ever want a Dragon Master to activate. The Dragon’s Rage. Dragon’s Rage - if harnessed right could transform the user into the highest form - the Dragon God. Or it could revolutionize them into a Dragon itself. Either way, Kallisto was pissed off. And the world became a blur as Dragon’s Rage swept up around her in a blue and gray wave. There was an enormous sensation of power and then it was done.


~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~


Part Four


The Shadow of Ghosts To Come





	Alexander sighed irately and walked out to one of the pavilions in the Chaos Temple - his footsteps as soft as a gentle, spring breeze - not making a sound. He swiftly sat down on the old, cracked marble and began twirling his finger’s through the thick, snake-like vines that covered most of the Chaos Temple with a bored frown.


	“ . . . To make . . .”


	He gently passed his hand over a section of the vine and a soft, silvery light radiated from his palm. A small, delicate rose appeared on the vine - it’s petal’s as white as fresh-fallen snow flakes. 


	“ Or . . . To destroy . . .”


	He repeated the process and the petals wilted, withered, and were carried away into the mists by the breath of an unnatural wind. His eyes followed them until even the last one landed on the black waters and sank to the bottom. 


	“ And . . . How long do you plan on standing there, miss ?”


	Tellia narrowed her eyes  - shocked that the mysterious man she had been following had noted her presence the entire time. She could only wonder why he hadn’t reacted and continued to walk about with such an uncanny calm indifference amongst the ghosts of the past that lived here. How . . . mysterious, and almost . . . dare she think alluring?


	“ How amusing . . . What are you, though ?”


	He smiled ever so gently and the pirate could have melted at such a charming and innocent look. Like . . . Like an Angel . . . Although he had finally acknowledged her, now he still looked indifferent - his strong hands still interlacing in between the vines. 


	“ I am nothing but a mere shadow. . .”


	She laughed lightly - something she rarely did - and walked closer to the mysterious shadow to get a better glimpse of him. He looked . . . young and healthy. But, his eyes told a completely different story. He was as far older than his appearance gave way to. This man, she decided, interested her. 


	“ So, miss, what are you doing here all alone ? It’s quite a dangerous place . . .”


	Tellia smiled and took in a deep breath, her eyes briefly gazing out over the beautiful mist-covered waters. Ethereal . . . Almost as divine as the oceans she had spent most of her life sailing across. 


	“ I’m looking for a demon. . . But, it appears I’ve only found a shadow of a demon . . .”


	He chuckled and offered her a seat. How . . . attractive this woman was. She was not afraid of him, nor did she raise the Slasher at her side toward’s him. 


	“ And, may I ask, are you disappointed ?”


	The fiery-haired woman sat down across from him, allowing her guard down for the first time in a long time. This stranger made her feel at ease for some odd reason. He made her feel . . . safe. And that was a feeling she had not felt in a long time. So long, she was shocked she remembered how to identify it.


	“ No, I’m not. . . I wasn’t much in the mood for a fight anyway.”


	He nodded attentively. That woman’s soul - she had the appearance of a pirate - was wrapped in iron thorns.  Much like his own . . . 


	“ My name . . . Well, I call myself Alexander. I’m an Ancient.”


	She smiled wistfully. That explained a lot. But why would an Ancient stay cooped up with Oblivion ? And Alexander most certainly did not seem the type to kill for his own life or selfish reasons.


	“ My name is Tellia. I’m a pirate.”


	And so the two began to talk deep into the day - which was obscured by vines and trees filtering over the temple. Two stranger’s who had just met. Two souls wrapped in thorns. 


~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~


	Rio stumbled backward’s in shock as a blinding light engulfed the woman before him. The air seemed to dance on the sparks of blue-white rays that drifted like rose petal’s from the main tornado of fire and cackling light. 


	“ It . . . It cannot be ?!”


	His word was a hiss, inaudible through the whirling wind’s that had enveloped the silver-haired woman. It took a great deal of effort for him to now put on a mask and make his expression remain one of cool indifference. 


	He had heard of this before . . . The Dragon’s Rage. . . But most of the Ancient Blood couldn’t manage the highest evolved form of Dragon God for it took a great strain both mentally and physically. So that meant they would go to the second highest form . . . A Dragon itself. . . 


	His swirling red and blue eyes narrowed immediately as the idea of her turning into a giant Dragon drifted through his mind. That would make her very strong. Unbelievably strong, indeed. Perhaps . . . Even stronger than him. And that was a risk he was not about to take.


	In a swift and single motion, he pulled out his long sword and allowed some of his own power - yes, he did have a bit of the Dragon Master’s Ancient Blood in him - surge around him in a cool, black wave. 


	He couldn’t call forth his celestial power’s in this form, but he had a form that would do quite well. He crossed his arm’s against his chest in a mummy-like style position and began to concentrate his magic and the point where his arm’s met. He thrust both arm’s out and shouted the spell of Yore with such intensity that his voice could be heard over the winds and sparking flames. 


	“ Black Hades ! ! !”


	A small, ebony orb appeared and floated between his hand’s. It pulsed with the rhythm of his heart, small violet veins pulsing on the orb as if it indeed had a life all of it’s own. And in the blink of an eye, the black engulfed him, growing up his body like eccentric vines until no more of him was visible. Then it exploded, sending sparks flying and mixing in the room, and it revealed a new Rio.


	Jagged black armor - with a slight tint of blue and red - had materialized on his body. The magnificent armor of a Dragon God . . .  A thick, curved breastplate, the black, violet-veined orb pulsing ever so gently in the middle, jagged elbow pads with deadly blades extending from the sides, and matching knee pads. Metal gloves and boots and large leathery wings extending with at least a ten foot span from his back. 


	He unsheathed his long sword and pointed it at the large, glowing ball of light with deadly intention. The magic spell was already hovering on his lip’s just as the he was shoved aside. 


	“ That woman is my prey, as are you !”


	He snarled openly at Crescent Silver and swung his blade toward’s her. She flew backward’s with amazing grace and speed - for a mere Dragon Master of Yore anyway. Not quick enough to avoid a small gash just below her eye. 


	“ Unholy one . . . Do you know who I am?!”


	She smiled haughtily and flew up in the air, her wing’s touching the roof of the small room. 


	“ The Perfect Soldier. . . But, nothing is perfect, now is it?”


	Before Rio manage to think of a scathing retort, the whole room exploded in a brilliant white light. His eyes widened in confusion, then narrowed in understanding. She was finally emerging from her cocoon as the Gray and Silver Dragon.


	“ Damn you, woman ! Move !”


	He grabbed the startled Dragon Master of Yore by the arm and flung her out the room with all the strength he could merge in his mortal form. She rolled away from the bar, hit a large oak tree head first, and landed limply on the grass. 


	The Dragon God struggled to escape for a few frantic moments, then realized it futile. He would . . . Would he . . . die? It was . . . unthinkable. . .  But in this mortal form . . . ? He looked straight into the white light - as unbearable as it was to see all the pain, rage, and sorrow that swirled with the light. And then he finally saw the heart underneath all the pain. So mortal . . . So weak and fragile . . . But so beautiful . . .


	A light engulfed him and for a few moments he felt like he was floating in a sea of nothingness. And it was a wonderful feeling. And then . . there was a reflection of himself. He saw . . . Love. Hate. Fear. . . All of those mortal emotions . . . That which lingers . . . He saw himself . He saw a mortal. And then he only saw blackness.


~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~


	“ Dragon’s . . . Rage . . . ?!”


	Patrick stopped, frozen in his footstep’s, his heart up in his throat. It felt indeed, as if every fiber of his being had frozen in time. He could sense Dragon’s Rage . . . But, he hadn’t thought any of his kind existed still. But what else could have cast out such a great force of power ?


	The Dragon Master of Yore began to shake uncontrollably. The Dragon’s Rage . . . He hadn’t felt such a powerful entity since the great tragedy in the Valley of Dragon’s. And then came the roar. The bone-shuddering roar that seemed to shake the earth itself. He collapsed to his knees, pale and confused. He caught a glimpse of his ashen face in a small, pool of water. 


	Long hazel and ash blonde bangs framed his face, the rest of his hair was short and stopped hung maybe a few strands below his neck - giving it a careless look. His eyes were swirls of emerald green, leaf green, and even specks of hazel could be seen emerging and vanishing here and there. He was tall, masculine, and had the look of a rebel without a cause.


	His clothing consisted of faded, denim blue jeans that were far to big and slid down - making it a frequent habit for him to pull them back up. He wore a black t-shirt, the sleeves rolled up just below his shoulder’s. Over that was a white, long shirt that had the sleeves ripped off and hung barely over his black shirt. And although he was never really the religious type, there was a thick-chained cross hanging off his neck. 


	He gently stood up and began talking to himself - seeing no need to worry about being heard - either that or he didn’t care if any passer by saw him mumbling to himself. No one usually payed much mind to him anyhow so why start now ?


	“ Come on Patrick . . . Get up and fly over there to find some of your kind . . .”


	He allowed himself to quickly spawn wing’s, after scanning the area with his mind to make sure no one was there, and prepared to take off. A quick afterthought. 


	“ Damn straight I’m going !”


	And with that rather nervous and trivial statement, he took to the air. The lonely and fierce roar of a Dragon haunting his ear’s the entire time. 


~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~


	Oh God her head hurt.


	With a disgruntled moan, she lifted to slender fingers through her shifting sapphire blue and raven hair to find her fingers tainted with a bit of blood. She almost scoffed in disgust. 


	She had known Rio had managed to catch off guard and thrown her but she hadn’t though he could throw her that hard. 


	And to a second question. . . She most certainly wanted him dead. So why in the bloody hells did he toss her out of the way of destruction anyway? It was a mind-wracking question that irritated her to no extent for her inability to gouge an answer from the deep corners of her mind.


	With an inner loathing, Crescent finally glared up through black eyes to see what once was the bar. It was now ruins of wood on the grass and with her acute hearing she could still manage to sense more then one person trapped and dying inside that rubble.


	It didn’t matter to her anyway. Pathetic miserable Humans. Let them rot.


	And finally her eyes landed on the Dragon. It was horrific yet amazing all at once. In all honesty, she had yet to see a Dragon since almost the tragic incident at the Valley all those years ago. And the site took away her breath.


	Kallisto had managed to transform into quite the Dragon. Scales of silver and a deep yet soft blue. A gaze as fierce and cunning as looking into the eye of an Angel of Death or a Demon of Mercy. Long batting wings and a vicious tail that knocked over trees as it swung behind her.


	The Dragon Master of Yore made it to her feet, already reaching for her silver daggers - running the names and effects of various spells through her mind. 


	And then she heard footsteps behind her.


~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~


	Patrick stopped, staring in a startled awe at the woman who had turned on heel to face him. For minutes, it seemed, they stood there. Face to face - each others swirling eyes not wavering from the other once. Patrick surveyed her silently.


	Truthfully, she was quite an attractive woman. . . and a Dragon Master of Yore at that ! He had thought them all dead with him being an exception. He allowed a silly, charming grin to adorn his face - forgetting the Dragon.


	“Heya! Nice to meet ya!” He held out a hand. “My name’s Patrick!”


	Crescent growled irately, staring at the one like her much akin to the way one stared at a bug they were preparing to crush. She stared at his hand and dismissed it with a cold glare.


	Didn’t the fool take note there was a Dragon behind them?


	Patrick shrugged blithely as the woman turned away from him with a cold, irate glare. Oh well. So be it. They could chat later. . . His eyes - all the colors of the forest - stared up at the Dragon. It did seem they had a problem. 


	He unsheathed his spear and stared up at the towering beast.


	"I didn't think Dragons still existed. . ."


	The woman turned her head, surveying Patrick with sharp eyes.


	"They don't. That's a Dragon Master, fool."


	He frowned and gave an angry look at her.


	"Fool? At least I introduced myself, unlike a certain somebody with no people skills at all."


	He stuck out a tongue, rather childish, maybe, but he certainly preferred acting like a happy kid to a cold-hearted woman. Crescent gave a dark smirk.


	"Crescent Silver." A pause and she held up a gleaming dagger. "Put that tongue back in your mouth or find it to be missing."


	Patrick did so, and rather quickly as he caught site of the wicked looking dagger. He took in a deep breath of air, forcing himself to think seriously.


	"Well. . ." A glance at the Dragon. "Seems we had better do something, huh."


~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~


