30/06/2002

Logfile from Harpers-Tale

Alishath> "It's summer, it's not supposed to rain." Lib announces to her lifemate, walking over to the green and eyeing her wing. "How about you lift that up," and Lib points to said wing, "And then I can keep dry underneath it. It was your idea to come outside anyway." Greenrider then peers a little more closely at the green, before annoucing: "The rain is making you shiny." 

Alishath> Alishath obliges since Lib asked fairly nicely, lifting and extending her wing. A rather pleased rumble is given to the fact that Lib noticed she's shiny. Shiny is good.

Alishath> "You seem rather... smug." The somewhat grouchy greenrider tells 'Lisha, ducking under the wing and leaning against her green's side. "Did you win a lake-race again or something? I know how you like to beat the blue dragons at swimming." Hands moving absently as she talks, Lib turns to look at Alishath's head as she raises an eyebrow at the dragon.

** Lib just set the @party!  Type @party to check it out! **

Alishath> Alishath rumbles with pleasure once more, before Lib mentions blue. Her head snakes round to stare at her lifemate.

(Alishath) I bespoke Lib with << You sense that Alishath sounds fairly indignant. <<Blue's are easy to beat. They're only /males/ after all.>> >>

A rather shiny green Alishath shall soon be taking to the skies from Ista's Main Beach. Would anyone who intends to give chase (PCs and NPCs via 'lizzen welcome) please join the channel 'PixyDust'. :)

  -- entered by Lib on 2002-06-30 13:33 MOO Time. (1 minute and 56 seconds)

Alishath> Sidramuntalath steps precisely down the trail from the plateau.

Alishath> Heliuth goes home.

Alishath> One look at Alishath's eyes, and Lib realises what's sure to be the cause of her green's colouring, and it's /not/ the rain. "Oh, great. Here we go again..." Pushing off, and carefully getting /out/ from under Alishath's wing, Lib rolls her eyes. "For a dragon who claims to so hate males, you don't have choose to rise an awful lot." 

Alishath> Alishath looks at her lifemate for a long moment, before her head swings round, a hiss escaping from her jaws as males start to arrive. Males.

(Alishath) I bespoke Lib with << You sense that Alishath turns sharper <<They're awful.>> is the flat statement. >>

Alishath> Sidramuntalath shuffles. Shuffleshuffle, shuffle -- hop. Deep, dark, starfire-flecked red-brown hops, glaring balefully up at the sky. Evil sky. /Rain/. Water is his enemy -- so why is he turning up on the Beach, of all places? Probably trying to find a place to pop his head where it won't be so... nasty-wet. Then, of course, the /green/ catches his eye, and the 'Reachian brown stops, gazing at Alishath intently.

Alishath> "You do /insist/ on being awkward, don't you? It'd be much easier if you'd just let yourself be caught, instead of always having to turn into warfare. And in the rain too." Seems Sidramuntalath isn't the only one who's not best fond of the water. Huffing, Lib folds her arms across her chest and glares at the green. "And you can stop glowing so, too."

Alishath> From above, Tsulryth thunders boldly across the sky in from the east.

Alishath> Alishath isn't looking at Lib any longer, but looking towards Sidramuntalath. Growl rises in green chest, before she disdainfully turns her head away. Its only a male. It'll go away if you ignore it.

(Alishath) I bespoke Lib with << You sense that Alishath doesn't seem best pleased at the suggestion. <<Why would I want to let one of these inferior males catch me, hmm?>> >>

Alishath> From above, Tsulryth wings down and lands on the beach.

Alishath> Tsulryth lands, scattering sand about with his wings.

Alishath> Sidramuntalath wheedles, looking first from green, then to an abandoned weyr. Sigh. Shelter from the dankness of the day, or flying in the rain? It's a really good question, especially with such a /beeoootiful/ green glowing. Stoic brown ponders this, and low rumble rises in deep throat, eyes whirling slowly. Oh, yes. A challenge, is it?

Alishath> From above, Riyth soars in from above the forest.

Alishath> Lib gives up on glaring and rolls her eyes again. "Everything's always a battle with you..." Greenrider repeats, starting to pace up and down, but keeping her distance from the dragons. "I mean, you'd probably even try to argue that the sky is some obscure shade of purple, given half a chance." Muttering away to herself as she walks, Lib's talking more to herself than her dragon now. "It's just... awkward."

Alishath> From above, Riyth wings down and lands on the beach.

Alishath> Riyth lands, scattering sand about with his wings.

Alishath> Alishath growls more as even more males start to arrive. She isn't going to have it. Wings rustle as glowing green shifts them in irriation. Hiss.

<Local> Alishath senses that she hisses in a tangy lemon.  <<Stop staring.>> is the blunt command . <<Males.>> and the last word is uttered as an insult.

Alishath> Sidramuntalath eyes the green's rider for a long time, rumbling out at the green once more. Mm. Green. /Glowing/ green. Even better. Shadowed brown settles into somewhat of a crouch, wings steepling over his head, spars touching, creating a mini-umbrella. He stares. Yes -- he stares.

Alishath> Riyth spirals in a lazy fashion towards the ground, his wings fanning out as he lands on the ground gracefully. The male blue tucks his wings along his hide-quarters as he turns his neck to give a glance at his lifemate who is perched on the male's 'ridges. Jozzie unbuckets and dismounts swiftly, glad to take a moment away from the weyr to enjoy the sun and the glimmering waters of the ocean. Riyth also seems to be excited but completely for some otehr reason. A call rises in his throat as he blinks his facet eyelids at the glowing green. Eh?

Alishath> Jozzie slides from Riyth's neck and lands gently on the ground.

<Local> Alishath senses that Sidramuntalath rumbles out heat, all lava and warped metal, desert's heat encompassing his words. << You're lovely, >> he replies, the ever-dark cloak of midnight's hues doing a strafing-run on the warping metal. Smoke rises; << Oh, I most definately am male, however, >> is stated with an overabundance of amusement.

<Local> Alishath senses that Riyth clears his throat as a light string of guitars strums in the background. << I am not staring, miss.>> he answers polietly. << May I admire such beauty? >>

Alishath> Jozzie runs her hand through her tresses as she blinks at the summer's sunlight. She can sence something is up with Riyth, but she chooses to ignore it in the meantime. The Wingleader of Firestorm hasn't had the chance to leasure in the sun lately. Between herding a group of roudy wingriders and a todler son, who would be? As she spots the greenrider in the corner of her eye, she raises her hand to give a fond wave down the beach towards her. 

Alishath> Alishath hisses again with irritation. All these males, all looking at her like they've never seen a green before. No matter how polite they are, she still doesn't like it. And so, her wings snap out, and hindquarters push her aloft. They can't catch up with her now!

Alishath> You take off, scattering sand behind you.

Alishath> Sky Above Weyr Beach

Alishath>   You soar above the Weyr's black sandy beach.  The volcanic beach sand glitters below you, and looks tempting - perfect for a good wallow and a long day of lazing around by the water.  The Weyr looms to the east, while endless ocean stretches off to the horizon to the south and west.

Alishath>   It is a summer midmorning.  The southeastern horizon is inky.  Rain begins to fall, whipped by the strong winds.

Alishath> Below, you see three dragons and two people.

Alishath> Obvious exits:

Alishath> Up     Beach     Forest     Plateau     West

Alishath> Sidramuntalath takes off from the main beach.

Alishath> Riyth takes off from the main beach.

Alishath> Alishath beats her wings firmly, determined to create the largest gap possible between herself, and the males that she has left behind on the beach. But as head snakes round to check, she hisses in irriation. Can they not take a hint.

Alishath> Sidramuntalath glides on wings gilded with pure darkness; wings slash the air. Upbeat -- downbeat -- upbeat again, every motion fueled with the hot breath of lust-filled veins. Eyes lock on his Prize: she will be his, in the end. Large brown situates himself off to the side of the pack, imitating his Sire by utilizing the thermals as well as he can. Oh, yes -- yes. He can take a hint; all the hint he needs is just the glow on the green's hide.

Alishath> Riyth never takes a hint. For one, most of the time he can be pretty thickheaded. He rolls across the sky in a light aerobic fashion towards the shiny green-pea female. The male has had the sort of traning and experience to ride the skies with or without the help or the wind currents or thermals. Taking the best of both worlds, he spins and does stunts in the air while he chases the female but also impresses her with his flying style.

Alishath> Alishath alters her direction of travel, tilting her wings to take her higher and higher in an attempt to shake off those who are persuing her. <<You'd better watch where you're flying, brown, rather than stare at me. You might run in to something.>> she comments acidly, lemon rasping sharply. Well, you can but hope. But attention turns to Riyth now. <<Can't you fly in straight lines?>>

Alishath> Sidramuntalath hisses lightly; dark cloak hovers, repelling the light from about the brown. A section of his mind, running concurrently in the back of his head, plots the movements of the other dragons -- his competition -- and allows him to glide past a few fast-tiring blues. Speed doesn't pay, really. It's allllllll about the endurance. Lava flows deep and dark, along with rivers of blood, rivulets splattering about the mindlink. << The only thing I'm running into will be you, my shiny love, >> is rumbled in reply, wings vying upwards. He's young, he's energetic -- and he's dang attractive. Yeah.

Alishath> Riyth apears to be lightly taken aback by the female's comment. << Don't you know of fine flying when you see it, ma'am? >> the blue asks. << Perhaps you don't know of my titles... >> He's comments are cut off as he gives a few light wisps of his wings to catch up to the glowing beauty queen. << You are a lovely thing, you know. Wouldn't you want to join my dance? >> He isn't the /king/ for nothing, even with those pivoting hips of his. Come on, give in a little. He knows how to shake his thang.

Alishath> Alishath claps her wings together and dives donwards from the heights she's achieved, before doing an abrupt reversal of her forward course. Hopefully that will shake them off. <<I may be shiny, but I'm not your love.>> she states to Sidramuntalath <<And you have to catch up with me first.>> And that's not possible. After all, no one is a good as a green. <<Dance with a blue? Why?>>

Alishath> Sidramuntalath exhults in the thermals; the rain whirls about him, dark figure a virtual maelstrom in the storm; wings continue to pump upwards. In this case, what goes down must come back up again -- and when Alishath goes up, he'll be waiting. Meanwhile, he strains to level off; if she doesn't come up, he'll go down, but his aim must be perfect. << You will be, >> he vows to the green with a rumble of blood and sulphur. << You will be. >>

Alishath> Riyth does a flip like one would notice most swimmers do when they complete a flip-turn. A light creen rises to his throat as it is emited in the thin layer of rain that comes down from the sky. His hide seems to blend in with the deary skies. He is like a wisp on the wind as his slick-aero body makes him slide through the skies with the simpliest wing flick. His hips shift, as he has the image of dancing with the green in his facet eyes. His voice is like a guitar has it rumbles with the light thunder, << I can be sneaky, fast as a snake. I strike like a cobra, make no mistake. And baby you'll be trapped, quick as a wink. >>

Alishath> Alishath is having none of it. Wings carry her forward, though their beats are slowing slightly as her energy wanes. But she is still determined that none of the males that persue her are going to get her, no matter what /they/ think on the matter. She does not bother with words to any of them, but a disdainful gust of ivory and buttermilk conveys her disgust with them.

Alishath> Sidramuntalath ripples with water; sheen on dark hide only increases. The blue's antics are ignored -- he can try his seducing words and taunts; Sidramuntalath is all about physical strength and the height of passion. How he'll pursue and capture his Prize is up to the green -- he'll play to her tune... For now. He dips his wings down, angling sharply. His dive is breathtaking, if only by the vermillion pools that are fast-whirling multifaceted eyes - and then, abruptly, 'Reachian brown levels out, in the front layers of the pack. << Oh, do disgust us, my love, >> he verbally caresses; << You'll be more distracted, and more easily.. persuaded to turn to me. >> To turn to the Dark Side. Say that you /don't/ want a piece of that fine eidolan-graced tail...

Alishath> Riyth rolls across the sky as he creeps closer to the green like a tiger on the prowl. << Don't think that I won't pin you down. No matter how you plead it. I'm like a lion who's been caged. And you are gonna meet it. Yeah, my dear. There is no stoppin' it. >> His voice hints a melody like a song as his voice is echoed by a string of guitars of an upbeat rock song. A tail of sapphire blue flickers as he seeps across the sky and using his well-known aerobatics to persuade the female to his animal instint qualities. As the female becomes more frustrated, his voice responds to her. << Watch out I'll warn ya', sharp as a hawk. I'm wild as a tiger, I prowl and I stalk 'cause when a man feels thirst, he takes a drink. Come on, baby. You must give up and give in. >> Let sleeping dogs lie and fall into the blue's loving grasp.

[Alisha'sAttic] Farran: Alishath is tiring now, but continues on. But like a tongue drawn to a sore tooth, her head snakes around to look at the pursuers. But wait a moment, don't they seem closer than before, and hasn't one vanished?But before she can start rejoicing, she realises her mistake. It seems like Sidramuntalath could fly after all, and now she thinks about it, he isn't all that bad.

Alishath> Alishath is tiring now, but continues on. But like a tongue drawn to a sore tooth, her head snakes around to look at the pursuers. But wait a moment, don't they seem closer than before, and hasn't one vanished? But before she can start rejoicing, she realises her mistake. It seems like Sidramuntalath could fly after all, and now she thinks about it, he isn't all that bad. The allure of the Dark Side has caught her in its web.

Alishath> Sidramuntalath swoops down with all the lustfilled vengance of a scorned lover. His wings tangle with his beautiful Alishath's, his neck twines with hers, and thrum reaches a deep rumble; the Dark Side has prevailed... and now, he'll teach her just /why/ they say the Dark Side is so... seductive.

Alishath> Riyth looses the flight and simply wings off into the deary skies.

Alishath> Riyth goes home.

