
        
            
                
            
        

    
	MIDNIGHT CHRONICLES

	SHADOWS OF THE DRAGON

	INTRODUCTION

	 

	A single bell echoed throughout the starless night, signaling the first hour of the new day. The fragmented moon casted its light over the smoke-filled roofs of Sheffield, unveiling a hooded figure in black. Standing over the ash covered snow, he held a letter bearing the royal insignia, and sighed as it faded from the national blue and white colors to a callous black. 

	 

	“… They have made their choice.” He removed one of his gloves and his mask to bite at his thumb, and mark his bloody print on the letter. It glowed brightly before the ink on the paper flowed like water into the print, leaving a blank canvas and a clear message from the Queen to Lot; ‘Kill the traitors!’

	 

	Refitting the glove and mask, he bolted and leaped through the rooftops, reveling in the hidden thrill it had brought. Despite the snow, smoke and the moves he was carrying out during his maneuvering, he never once lost momentum. Nor did he give any of the citizens and departing workers below a hint of a being’s existence above their heads. Even the birds – shelter in spots for warmth – were undisturbed or aware of this moving presence.

	 

	His glowing silver eyes never lost focus in his direction nor was it impeded by the environment. His mind was honed onto the mission, and the reoccurring thought of wishing this kind of night never transpired again. Conversely, he was not aware of the convos the residents below exchanged among themselves.

	 

	- - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - 

	“So, is it really true?” A worker covered in sweat and stains, rested on a street light, gazing at his fellow mates leaving one of many factories with a freshly lit cigar in hand. Some were boarding the final train of the night while others walked towards their residents. “A Public address by the Majesties is in three days?”

	 

	“Aye!” Mumbled a man resting next to him, packing away a lighter he held in his rugged pants. “Been so long since something like this happened. The rumors say it’s related to the Caesar’s revelation a long time ago, then the supposed revival of the empire ‘God’ last month.” He exhaled a decent portion of smoke before resuming. “Makes sense to be honest. The fact that we haven’t celebrative like those in Octavia up to now, means they never shared the sentiment. And are finally going to share their thoughts.”

	 

	“*Sigh* That’s true. I bet the liquor is as drowning as those lights *Chuckles*.”

	 

	“Right. I ever hear they got women from across the globe, save for ours. They may enjoy their rainbows. But they really missing out on the ‘Royal Jewels’ we hoarding *Chuckles*”

	 

	“HUSH YOU TWO!!!” An approaching female worker hissed at the two men, carrying a vexed expression reflecting her tone. Effective enough to halt their joyful laughter “Her majesty could be hearing your convo… And it’s best for US not to be sudden target of the Shadow.”

	 

	The worker gazed at his buddy before both burst back into laughter, annoying her even more. “… You still believing those geezers’ faerie tales, big Sis? Maybe if I heard from the Royal Courtesan herself, then I’ll grow myself some grey hair and pen myself a whole saga *Hysterical Laughter*.”

	 

	“…” A silence that was coupled with a resigned, almost defeated look. That once petrifying tone regressed to nothing.

	 

	“Oh, speaking of her… I finally scored us an afternoon appointment with her late morning. Even got a discount because of our customer loyalty and the King helping out with the queues when he showed up.”

	 

	“*CLAP!!* THANK YOU MATE!!!” The worker was overjoyed with this piece of news. His once sluggish and worn body revived with a new spring of life. “Truly, YOU are the GOAT!!!!”

	 

	“… *Sighs* How are we related?”

	- - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - 

	 

	Lot soon reached at the location of the traitors; A stone mansion remotely sited close to the borders of the city and away from the other houses. A rather convenient spot for such a mission he was carrying. It bore the typical stone fountain, silver decorations and greenery one would associate with nobility, & was circumscribed by silver fences. Trees aligned and arranged in an orderly fashion though were evidently in need of trimming.

	 

	He soon noticed a number of people – in the standard servant attires of the nation – loading boxes upon boxes of wealthy items into the horse mounted wagons just outside the entrance. Carrying out hasty commands from those in higher and more expensive clothing, coupled with small chatter he paid no attention to.

	 

	‘… So even them have to die. *Sighs* And it’s always because of those lights…” 

	 

	His eyes briefed turned to his south. He witnessed a glow of varying colors dancing in the distant sky. One could be fooled to believe a mesmerizing dawn was in its first minutes of breaking.

	 

	Many who look at that spectacle, envy the night-less phenomenon the empire displayed to the world it gripped for so long. The traitors were no exceptions.

	 

	For Lot however… He was not blind to that illusion. No longer did he live in the drowning pits birthed from the crown of the world. He had grown to hate those lights… And the Queen shared this feeling of disdain.

	 

	 ‘Hmm…’ Lot’s focus returned to the site when hearing a new set of sounds. 

	 

	He then noticed another set of people – in the Octavian colors of Red and Black – holding guns. They carried out reconnaissance; making use of their mutated, draconic features.

	 

	Despite not been scouted – courtesy of his outfit – he was rather surprised of their presence here. Though out of this unwelcomed group, he was mostly fixated on one particular individual… 

	 

	“HURRY UP!!” Rushing from the doors of the mansion were the main traitors; a couple dressed in nothing but the most extravagant suit and corset dress. Despite the prominent grey hair and visible wrinkling commonly associated with the elderly, they were rather youthful. In both face and body. “It won’t be long until her Shadow arrives. And you Octavians better deliver us to Sunderland in one piece as promise.”

	 

	“Of course, of course Mr. Smith…” A towering figure stepped forwards, welcoming the couple. Unlike his comrades, he boldly dawned gold accessories on his outfit, making him stand even more than the couple. His brown eyes were fixated on the woman, burning with a lust he attempted not to hide. “After all, our great and powerful Caesar is eagerly waiting for his newest consort. It took a lot of careful words to convince him and the Islands’ Overseer that your wife is still capable of satisfactory services… Regardless of what time has done to that body of yours…”

	 

	‘… It really is him…’ Lot’s suspicions were confirmed from the tone and mannerism of the individual. He knew them all too well. He knew the particular anger he felt could only manifest by that man… And he knew he had to calm to ensure the Shadow carried out the mission.

	 

	“… Is this what Argusan scam have fallen to? No wonder your Queen’s ever mourning for her people.” An ill intent remark from the noblewoman, that was swiftly rewarded with a strike on her cheek, bringing her to the ground. Mr. Smith attempted a retaliation only to halt by the sight of the guns pointed at him.

	 

	“Now you listen here!!” The man grabbed Mr. Smith by the hair with his free hand. “You too chose to serve our emperor over the crazy bitch you call a queen. And oh, what a liberating feeling it is, escaping women like her. Same for that so called mourning hag you dare spat before me.” He holstered his gun to his waist, giving him the freedom to run his finger around the noblewoman after delivering another smack. “You chose this freedom by forfeiting your loyalty to our Emperor. And as your new senior… Your new service and life… Also belongs to me…”
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