[bookmark: _GoBack]The Nightmare

Isaac tossed and turned, his eyes darting beneath his eye lids.  He turned over, still asleep.
The sky was not a natural blue anymore.  It was bleeding, bleeding blood red particles of light and air.  The sky was warping as Isaac ran.  He didn’t know what he was running from, he never did.  He heard the inhuman laugh of a deranged dragon behind him, taunting him.  Calling his name over and over:
“Isaac,” it said. “Come here, son.”
“I’m not your son!” He would call back only to receive another fit of laughter.
“Come to me boy,” it hissed, he felt something touch his leg.
He fell.  The mysterious object now had a firm hold of his legs.  He flipped over to see the presence grabbing at his feet, a choice he wished he didn’t take.  He saw arms.  The arms were protruding from the ground, scratching at his ankles.  They had dirt beneath their nails, as if they had been trying to claw their way out of their earthen graves.  
They had crusted blood circling their wrists with scars from shackles.  The ground began in an upheaval.  The rest of the arms’ bodies were trying to escape.  The ground broke, releasing the living corpses.  They stared at him with dim eyes.  One body had rope burns around his neck; he had been hung to death.  The other was not so pleasant to see. Near the base of her neck was a long, clean slash.  Dried blood bathed her front as she grasped Isaac’s leg.
Isaac tried to wake up, but couldn’t.  He began to panic, thrashing in an attempt to dislodge the corpses.  They held firm.  He heard the maniacal laugh once more. 
“Poor boy, poor little Dragon King, whatever will he do?” It laughed. “Will you burn them? Or will you allow them to rip you apart?”
The corpses began pulling on his legs.
“Arrrgh!” He yelled.
The voice laughed and began chanting:

“Poor little Dragon King, 
most dangerous of all.  
Taking down the Dragon Lords,
 causing them to fall. 

Poor little Dragon King, 
by himself and all alone.  
Corpses ripping him apart,
 destroy his flesh and bone!”

Isaac screamed in agony.  He couldn’t handle the pain. He felt himself slipping. 
This is a dream, he thought, the only thing keeping him sane.  The corpses began pulling harder.  He could feel himself being pulled apart.
“It’s just a dream!” he whispered loudly, sitting up in bed.  He sat in the rising sunlight, breathing heavily.  Sweat covered his forehead.  He looked around and sighed in relief.  He turned to look at Ryu, who was still sleeping soundly.  It was a good thing he was a heavy sleeper.
Rather than trying to sleep once again, Isaac decided to get dressed and do laundry while waiting for the rest of the house to wake.  He gently pulled on his pants and continued to get dressed for the day.  
It had been weeks of relentless nightmares and they continued to grow worse.  He was beginning to wonder if it was because of the new environment, but he knew that wasn’t the case.  The nightmares began a few days before arriving in Chiostel, a remote city under the control of Dragon Lord Alistair, and he was beginning to get used to them. 
He walked down the stairs after pulling on his brown leather boots and turned to fetch water for laundry.  He had a small wooden bucket I hand when he heard the high pitched chimes from the store.  
He set down his laundry in the bucket and set it by the wall.  He turned back to answer the bell’s call. 
As he entered, he gave a cheery welcome and saw a girl about the same age as Ryu, about twenty.  She wore a dark blue dress that was tight to her torso, similar to a corset.  It had boning through it which forced her to stand straight.  However, every other part of the dress was natural and flowing.  It had sleeves that were likened unto mushrooms.  They were fluffy at the shoulder, but came to a gathering then strips of fabric dangled down her small, but toned arms.
The skirt of her dress was short, and she covered the rest of herself with black, skin-tight, leather pants.  She carried a long sword on her hip, which didn’t fit her face.  She was almost like a porcelain doll.  Her face was pale and flawless with rosy cheeks.  Her lips were spread into a smile as she turned to Isaac as he entered.
“How may I help you?”  Isaac asked walking up to the counter.
She glided over to the opposite side and stared at him.  He felt slightly uncomfortable as she connected her line of sight with his.  Her eyes were a deep shade of ocean blue that faded to a soft teal by the pupil.  If he wasn’t careful, Isaac could easily get lost in them.
She was shorter than Isaac initially thought, possibly five feet tall, slightly taller if he was generous, but she had a distinct aura.  He was certain he had felt this aura before, but he wasn’t quite sure where in his early morning daze.
“Miss?” Isaac asked, and the girl became serious.
“Have you seen a man who is about four inches taller than you, muscular with dark brown, wavy hair?”  She asked suddenly.
Isaac took a moment to process the information and shook his head “no.”
“Sorry, I haven’t, I can keep an eye out for him for you if you would like,” he offered.
The woman smiled again and thanked him.
“Is there anything else I can help you with?”  Isaac continued.
“Oh! Right,” she had completely forgotten why she had entered the store in the first place.  She reached to her hip and produced a gorgeous dagger.  It was about six inches long and it was adorned for beauty.
She handed the weapon to Isaac, who felt uneasy as soon as he touched it.  It was not a normal blade.  He pulled the weapon out of its hand-carved home and analyzed the damage.  It had a threatening crack on the left side which originated from what looked to be an arrow collision.
“Did you have a conflict with an archer?”  Isaac inquired.
She seemed slightly shocked by the question.  “How did you-?”
“I’ve seen my fair share of arrows in my short lifetime,” Isaac chuckled remembering the many occasions in which he had angered the centaurs, masters of archery.  “This little nick in the blade here,” he said pointing to the blade.  “It’s the exact shape of an arrow head.”
The girl chuckled and looked back up at Isaac.  “Can you repair it?”
“I should be able to,” Isaac answered, placing the dagger back in its sheath.  “I shouldn’t even have to trouble my Master for guidance.  Under what name should I place this?”
“Illiana,” she answered.  
Isaac pulled out the log Leroy had shown him how to use a few weeks ago before teaching him techniques of the workshop.  
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He wrote down the three requirements very plainly and set the book aside.
“Your penmanship is too good to be male,” Illiana blinked.
Isaac was confused for a moment, then chuckled as he understood, Ryu’s handwriting was terrible.  
“My parents made sure it was legible before I could move on,” he explained.
Illiana nodded and turned to leave.  She stopped suddenly and turned back on her heels.
“My friend’s name in Niandor,” she added and resumed her course.
“Your dagger should be ready for you by sunset.”
“I’ll be back then,” she smiled, and as quickly as she arrived, she was gone.
Isaac closed the log book and brought the dagger to his work station.  He set it down and returned to his original task, laundry.
