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Hunted 
 

___Scotland, July 21 
 
 The dragons were completely useless, MacElly decided. They had left the cave in 
the same manner that they had entered, and found themselves standing next to their car, 
abandoned in the middle of the dark Scottish highway. 
 Smith rode next to him staring out the window, the silence between them 
palpable. 

The stars twinkled in the sky and the moonless darkness made the road feel like a 
long black tunnel. 
 What do we think we’re doing? He wondered to himself, there’s no way to win 
this one. The alternative, however, made him shiver with fright. We can’t just give up. 
 “Smith?” he asked. 
 Her only response was a grunt. 
 “What are we going to do?” 
 She sighed heavily and turned to look at him. “I don’t know,” she said, “maybe 
we could try talking to the dragons again. You seem to be really good at making them 
happy.” 
 “Me?” he asked, shocked, “They didn’t promise anything, Smith. I don’t know 
what it is with you but whenever they show up you start falling all over yourself. What 
have they done to you?” 
 “To me?” she asked, turning in her seat, her green eyes narrowed. “What do you 
have against them? They’ve been hunted and killed like dangerous beasts…” 
 “Maybe they are,” he interrupted. 
 The silence suddenly seemed filled with electricity. He glanced sideways at her 
before returning his eyes to the blackness that surrounded the road. Her green eyes 
flamed with anger so virulent that he swallowed fearfully. 
 “Don’t.” She said the word with finality, “you always try to make me think that 
I’m wrong. I’m not, MacElly. I’m not.” 
 They fell silent again. 
 They rolled into Sterling on the last fumes in the gas tank and he pulled into the 
first gas station they came to, wincing at the price displayed on the sign. 
 He pulled his remaining cash from his pocket and counted it. He hoped it would 
be enough to fill the tank, or at least get them back to Edinburgh. He didn’t know what to 
do from there. 
 He leaned against the car door as the pump chugged slowly, the numbers scrolling 
by on the machine. A tap on the window made him turn around. Smith, inside the car 
motioned for him to get inside. He pulled the door open. 
 “What?” he asked. 
 “They’re here,” she hissed. “Get in, we have to go, now.” 
 “I haven’t paid for the gas,” he protested. 
 “She’s inside the store talking to the clerk,” Smith told him. “We need to leave 
now.” 
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 He glanced at the store windows. Two silhouettes conversed at the counter. One 
looked like a young teenager, the other was the shadow of a goddess. As he stared at 
them the woman’s shadow turned her head. He couldn’t tell if she looked out the 
windows at him or deeper into the store but the movement sent a shiver down his spine. 
 Just then the gas pump thumped to a stop and he jumped. He jerked the hose from 
the car and shoved it in the general direction of the hanger on the side of the pump. He 
gave the gas cap a few quick turns and slid into the driver’s seat of the car. 
 “What I want to know,” MacElly said as he started the car, “is how they knew that 
this was the petrol station we were going to stop at, of all the hundreds of stations 
between the middle of nowhere and Edinburgh, Scotland, how did they know we were 
going to pick this one?” 
 “Coincidence,” Smith said. 
 “I think they’re getting information from someone.” 
 “Who?” she asked, “Do you think they can read our minds?” 
 MacElly snorted, “They were here waiting for us, they didn’t follow us here. I 
think some of our enemies are a little closer than we might expect.” 
 She stared at him for a long moment, “You think the dragons are helping them?” 
she asked her voice turning icy again. 
 He didn’t answer her. 

He threw the car into drive and slammed his foot down on the gas. He heard a 
gunshot and the windshield spider-webbed into an opaque shield. Glass dropped onto his 
lap and fell down the back of his neck as the back window fell in. 
 Smith pulled her gun from her pocket and checked the number of bullets in the 
clip while he pulled out onto the road. MacElly leaned sideways, trying to see past the 
shattered windshield. 

A man charged onto the road in front of him and he slammed his foot on the 
brake. 
 “He’s one of them,” Smith screamed just as he noticed the flaming eyes, burning 
in the darkness. He switched his foot to the gas and accelerated as fast as the little car 
could manage. 
 Smith leaned out her window aiming her gun with her left hand. The man snarled 
as the car bore down on him and he leaped in the air, landing on the lid of the car with a 
thump that shook the entire vehicle. MacElly swerved. 
 Smith lifted her leg up and kicked out the windshield. It gave after one kick and 
the shattered glass fell onto the man gripping the lid of the car with his fingers. Wind tore 
it away in one piece and MacElly loosened his death grip on the steering wheel to push 
his glasses up his nose, hoping they would be enough to protect his eyes from the little 
knives of glass that the wind threw in his face. 
 The man gripped the lid, near the top where the windshield had been, his eyes 
flaring deep red. MacElly swerved, trying to displace him. Fire, he thought. The dragons 
had told them that their pursuers were possessed by demons that controlled the elements 
of nature. 
 “Stop swerving,” Smith said, “I can hit him if you stop.” 
 MacElly tried to pull the car back into the lane it was supposed to be in, over 
corrected and heard his tires squeal on the rough pavement as the rear fishtailed around. 
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As soon as the car straightened Fire grabbed the dashboard and lunged forward. Smith 
fired and a long crease appeared in the lid where the bullet missed. 
 A dark hand grabbed his throat and pushed him back against the seat. 
 “Where are they?” Fire demanded, his voice roaring with the force of a bonfire. 
His breath burned MacElly’s face. 
 MacElly tried to shake his head in confusion but was unable to move. 
 Fire snarled and his eyes flared suddenly into a bright white. “Reveal the dragons 
to me or you will burn.” 
 MacElly struggled to breathe. His feet no longer reached the pedals of the car and 
his hands grasped frantically at the hand on his throat. He retched painfully at the 
pressure on his neck. The car careened through the night, lights illuminating only a small 
space in front of them. 
 He heard Smith’s gun again and the red eyes jerked back as searing blood 
splattered MacElly’s face. Fire fell over backward and slid from the lid of the car. 
 MacElly grabbed the steering wheel and stomped on the brake, gasping for breath.  
 Is he dead? He wondered. 

Smith still held the gun pointed at the empty windshield. She shook violently. A 
tear ran down her smooth cheek, her eyes wet. 
 “Thanks,” he rasped, “I thought I was dead.” His voice sounded harsh and 
scratchy and distant. His ears rang. 
 She took several deep, shivering breaths and then lowered the gun to her lap. 
“They train you and train you but you’re never quite ready to do it when he’s right there 
in front of you.” She looked at him, her green eyes searching his, “Sorry I waited so 
long.” Her voice was quiet and sad but also clear and strong. He almost couldn’t hear it 
through the ringing in his ear. He looked at her, rubbing his throat. 
 He barked a laugh that scraped his throat painfully and quickly turned into a 
grimace. “You saved my life, Smith, I don’t think I could have done it.” He patted her 
leg, “Are you okay?” 
 “I think so,” she nodded. 
 “He wasn’t really a man anyway,” MacElly continued, “He would have killed us 
both.” 
 She nodded and shoved the gun back into her pocket. “I’d do it again, if I had to,” 
she whispered. 
 Not knowing what to say he started driving again, the wind whipping into his face 
through the absent windshield. They had only driven for a few minutes when the rain 
started. 
 

*** 
 

 The rain stopped nearly as abruptly as it had begun not long after it had started. It 
left them drenched and sitting in puddles in the seats of their car. Smith leaned against 
her door but did not sleep. MacElly could see her staring blankly into the darkness in 
front of them. 
 “We still don’t know what we’re doing, do we?’ she asked. 
 “I don’t know,” he answered her question honestly, “I thought you and the 
dragons had a thing going.” 
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 “I need to talk to one of them,” she answered. 
 She wasn’t talking about the dragons. 

He stared out the broken windshield at the dark country flowing past, the lights of 
Edinburgh approaching slowly. 
 “Do you remember Friar Ives?” she asked. 
 “Yeah.” 
 “Maybe we should talk to him.” 
 They were quiet for several minutes as the outskirts of Edinburgh surrounded 
their car and illuminated them with streetlights. MacElly wondered what they looked like. 
The car had no windshield. Both of them were drenched and shivering. Smith had a 
bloody bandage tied around her shoulder and he had splattered blood on his face. 
 “So,” he muttered, “back to London?” 
 “Yeah.” 
 He slowly steered the car toward the bed and breakfast they were staying at. 
 “They felt so… comfortable...” Smith said. Now we’re talking about the dragons. 
 “I was scared out of my bloody mind,” he told her. “They hate us… or at least 
me.” 
 “It felt beautiful… like…” she sighed, “I just knew that I could trust everything 
they said.” 
 “Ah.” MacElly raised one hand off the steering wheel, “did you even hear some 
of the things they said? ‘The danger is too great’” he quoted. “They’re cowards who are 
looking out for themselves. I don’t know why I don’t trust them, they just sounded like 
really bad car salesmen to me.” 
 “They were nearly wiped out,” she insisted, “you’d be cautious too…” she 
stopped. “Let’s forget about the dragons and figure out what we’re going to do right 
now.” 
 “Right,” MacElly nodded, “My mind is blank.” 
 “Just like always?” she replied, a hint of a smile in her voice. MacElly felt a little 
tension release in his shoulders. She wasn’t going to stay angry with him. “Why am I 
always doing the thinking around here?” 
 “Because you’re one of those military types, you make decision and come up with 
blazingly brilliant plans.” 
 She snorted. 
 “Well,” she said, “how does this sound for a military scheme? We spend the night 
here and hop on the train back to London in the morning. We go to Westminster and talk 
to Friar Ives and see what he has to say.” 
 “Then what?” 
 “I haven’t gotten that far,” she replied. 
 MacElly stopped the car in front of the bed and breakfast and opened his door. It 
was after midnight. “Sounds good.” The street was mostly dark. A faint bit of 
illumination came from the large parking lot for the twenty four hour Wal-mart across the 
street. They quietly let themselves in through the door of the house and snuck down the 
hallway to their room. Smith pulled the key from her pocket and unlocked the door. 
 MacElly stepped inside and flipped on the light switch. A tantalizing figure 
stepped toward him, smiling, black eyes staring at him in triumph. 



96	   HUNTED	  
 

 He cried out and stumbled backward, falling against Smith as he tried to pull the 
door closed. The woman grabbed the door from his hands. The doorknob smashed into 
the sheet rock of the wall. Smith fell down and his foot caught on hers and he fell on top 
of her. She grunted when he landed and shoved at him trying to roll him off. He twisted 
sideways and landed on his hands and knees, scrabbling frantically at the carpet to stand 
up. 
 “Come to me, man,” he heard the woman’s beautiful and terrifying voice echoing 
through the hallway and in his mind. “I will give you pleasure,” her voice sounded 
contemptuous and he wondered if she thought she was being seductive. No doubt that 
promise alone, with the way she looked had worked in the past, no matter the sound of 
her voice. It reminded him of the way the dragons spoke to him, derogatory but 
apparently expecting him to not notice. He lurched to his feet and started to run. He only 
made it a few steps before he heard a low, melodious chuckle behind him. Smith. 
 He stopped in mid stride, and turned around slowly. The silhouette of the woman 
stood in the doorway of their room. Her shining black hair fell in wavy tresses over her 
shoulders. In the darkness he could see Smith kneeling before the woman, face upturned. 
The moonlight shining through the bedroom window illuminated the side of her face.
 “Come back, human,” she whispered to him, her voice a musical siren’s song. 
 He swallowed and squeezed his eyes shut. He felt gripped with indecision. He 
could escape and get help. He could come back for Smith. The profile of the woman’s 
face turned and blue moonlight lit her dark face in a way that accented her smooth skin as 
she turned to look at him. 
 “Come back or she dies,” this time her voice was a hiss, a warning, not unlike the 
sound of a snake before it strikes. 
 What would Smith do? He remembered, vividly, the way Fire’s head jerked when 
Smith’s gun tore through his face. He reached up and touched the dried blood that had 
splattered him. 
 He remembered also the surreal way that this woman seemed to force worship 
from everyone, including Smith. He wondered if Smith even knew what she was doing, 
kneeling there, staring worshipfully up at the dark skinned woman with the hourglass 
figure. 
 He licked his lips, “What do you want with us?” 
 “Come, now,” she hissed. 
 “Tell me what you want,” he yelled back. A dark and insistent defiance welled up 
inside him. He didn’t care what happened to them. He wanted answers. 
 The woman bared her teeth and screamed an utterly inhuman sound. The sound 
bounded down the hallway and struck terror into his gut. He gritted his teeth and stepped 
toward her. “We want you,” she hissed between her teeth, “and… the dragons.” 
 “We don’t have any bloody dragons,” he yelled at her, “they’re gone. They’ve 
abandoned us. Why won’t you do the same?” 
 He saw a glint of moonlight on her teeth as her lips curled up in a carnal, sadistic 
smile, “You don’t need to run any more, little man,” she said. She tilted her head and 
raised an eyebrow. It seemed like an imitation of sensuality, rather than the real thing. 
 MacElly curled his fists in frustration, his face taut with restrained emotion, 
“Leave us out of it, whatever it is.” 
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 “It’s too late for that, human,” she whispered. She motioned with her hand and 
Smith rose to her feet. MacElly squeezed his fists tighter and took another step forward. 
 “What’s going on?’ he heard a stern voice behind him. He turned and saw the 
plump redheaded woman who owned the house. “People are trying to sleep, what’s with 
all the yelling?” 
 She was dressed in a nightgown and carried a long shotgun in both hands. 
 MacElly dug his toes into the carpet and ran down the hallway, straight for the 
dark woman. Surprise flashed across her face and she turned to face him. Her hand 
stabbed out, the heel aiming for his throat. He stooped and threw one arm around Smith’s 
waist and the other under her knees as he ran into her. He straightened as he passed the 
dark-eyed woman, Smith held tightly against his chest. He stumbled and his shoulder 
bounced against the wall. He regained his balance and charged down the hallway toward 
the exit. Smith squirmed against him but he hugged her tightly and kicked at the latched 
screen with his toe. 
 They hurled out the door and onto the street. 
 “Let me go,” Smith said, struggling even more. “I’m okay now.” 
 He set her down just as the loud bang of a shotgun sounded through the still 
swinging screen door. 
 “Do you think she got her?” Smith asked. She looked worried, and scared. 
 He shook his head, “I don’t know.” Three dim silhouettes marched toward them 
down the street. Three identical, man shaped silhouettes. 
 Smith’s eyes flashed suddenly in the light from the parking lot across the street. 
He recognized her temper flaring up. He grabbed her arm and she glared at him. 
 “I’m not running anymore,” she said. 
 “We have to,” he told her, “They’ll kill us.” 
 She stared back at him for several long moments then finally turned away from 
the approaching figures. 
 They took off in a mad sprint toward the welcome lights of the Wal-mart parking 
lot. MacElly ran on reflex alone, adrenaline the only source of energy left in his body. 

He imagined he could hear footprints, growing louder, and louder behind him but 
he was too scared to turn around and look. Finally the automatic doors of the store slid 
open and they ran through and into the lighted interior. Only one bored cashier stood at a 
register. The rest of the store was silent. 
 “I called Red,” Smith said. “He should be here soon.” 
 “Split up,” he told her, “try and find some place to hide.” He turned to the cashier, 
“Call the police,” he shouted. He glanced over his shoulder. The woman, who looked like 
half her face had been scraped off, had joined the three men. They were maybe fifteen 
feet from the doors. He swore under his breath. 
 “He’s still about ten minutes away,” Smith said. 
 “Just run,” he said and gave her a slight push as he took off down the empty aisle 
in front of the cash registers. 
 He heard the short double bang of pistols being fired and a bullet smashed one of 
the registers as he ran past. 
 He dodged to his right and sprinted down one of the aisles. As he neared the end 
he heard a shaky voice over the intercom calling for an evacuation. 
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 He turned left and then paused. In front of him hunched a large glass display of 
hunting knives, in front of a row of fishing poles and cricket bats and balls. Weapons. 
 He couldn’t think of any way to get the knives out of the display case so he 
circled around it and headed toward the cricket bats hanging down the aisle behind. 
 He barely had time to grab one before he heard a shoe on the tile behind him. He 
spun round, swinging the bat, edge out.  The bat smashed into the ribs of the man, his 
face a perfect twin of Fire’s, his eyes covered by sunglasses. 
 The man staggered sideways, knocking merchandise from the shelves, the 
sunglasses falling from his face. A wind suddenly hissed down the aisle and an invisible 
fist hit MacElly in his chest so hard that his feet left the ground. He landed on his back, 
knocking the air from his lungs. Before he could move he saw another of the men leaping 
toward him. The man, his eyes a deep, dark brown, landed with both feet next to MacElly 
and jabbed his fist down on MacElly’s shoulder. 
 MacElly screamed in pain. Something tore through the muscle and tendons of his 
shoulder, pinning him to the ground. 
 “You were not hard to catch,” the brown-eyed man sounded almost disappointed, 
“Fire said you were tougher than you look.” 
 MacElly looked at his shoulder, the man pulled his hand away. A six-inch spike 
of stone protruded from his flesh. Apparently it had risen right up out of the floor. 
 “I was sort of softened up a little,” MacElly grunted through gritted teeth. “Just 
tell me what you want. I’m a pretty helpful guy.” 
 The man chuckled, his voice sounding like rocks grinding together. 

“You must be… questioned,” a softer voice said. This one sounded like the 
whisper of wind. The man he had struck with the bat kicked the bottom of MacElly’s 
boot. MacElly cried out in pain as his body jarred against the stone spike jutting from his 
shoulder. The second man held his sunglasses in one hand, the other folded tightly across 
his chest. His eyes were a solid, pupil-less white. Earth and Air. 
 “By who?” MacElly asked, his breathing ragged. 
 Earth’s face split in a grin, “One of your kind. It does not matter.” 

Four shots sounded on the other side of the store. A moment of silence followed, 
and then a series of shots coming so fast they couldn’t possibly have all been from the 
same gun. Earth looked to his right to stare in the direction of the sound. 
 MacElly flicked his gaze between the two of them, hoping that the gunshots 
would be enough distraction for him to do something. Earth sneered. “She’s supposed to 
be talking,” he said, his voice grinding out of his throat. 

Air shrugged with one shoulder and smirked at MacElly. “She’s feeling 
frustrated. It will do her some good to kill something.” He kicked MacElly’s shoe again 
and MacElly yelled as his vision blackened momentarily. 
 “Pray, human,” Air said, smiling at him. He seemed genuinely cheerful, “pray 
your little sister escapes. If we catch her I get to kill you.” 
 They each grabbed one of his arms and lifted him off the ground, tearing him free 
of the spike of stone. He screamed and his vision went black, his mind numbed. 
 Earth chuckled, his voice so deep MacElly felt it in his toes that still drug along 
the ground. He pulled on MacElly’s wounded arm viciously and MacElly screamed 
again. He closed his eyes, and breathed a deep sigh. With that breath his last piece of 
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hope seemed to seep out of him. I though Smith said that dragon was coming. Damn 
dragon. 
 

*** 
 

 Smith ran in the direction MacElly shoved her, toward the produce section of the 
store. She looked back over her shoulder. The woman, and another man with blue eyes, 
ran toward her. 
 Water and Darkness? 
 “Yes,” the dragon told her. “She is powerful.” 
 How? 
 “She wants to hold your mind. I am hindering her.” 
 She swung behind the tall freezers behind the produce, her feet slipping on the 
slick tile. She pulled the gun from her pocket and checked the clip. Five shots left, plus 
one in the chamber. 
 She crouched down and peeked around the edge of the aisle, holding her gun up 
next to her face. A bullet tore through the freezer case from the other side. The glass 
shattered and two packages of frozen fish sticks fell out sliding across the floor tiles. 

She jumped to her feet and began running down the freezer aisle. Gun blasts filled 
the air and shattered glass and displaced merchandise leaped through the air behind her. 
How do they know where I am? Can they read our minds too? Is that one of the things 
the elements can do? 
 “Only her,” Red told her. “She is the dark Element of Soul.” 
 She skidded to the end and pulled herself around another aisle. She leaned up 
against the freezer on her side craning her head slowly around the corner to look. The 
aisle she had been on was littered with broken glass and boxes of frozen food. Clouds of 
mist and coolant gases sprayed out into the air in wisps of white. She saw movement at 
the end and fired two shots. 
 Several answering shots whizzed past her out of the mist, whistling and thunking 
into things behind her. There was a shout and the bullets stopped. 
 They’re trying to keep me alive. That makes things easier. A little. She pulled 
back and leaned up against the cold glass of the freezer. The store was silent. The 
overhead lights buzzed quietly accentuated by the hissing of a broken freezer tube where 
a bullet had punctured it. She heard the crunch of broken glass beneath booted feet in the 
aisle behind her. She glanced around the corner again but couldn’t see anything through 
the haze of leaking freezer coolant. She didn’t want to waste the last of her bullets. As 
she swung back around she saw the rubber swinging doors that led to the stockroom just 
across from her, maybe ten feet way. 
 She sprinted across the short open space toward the plastic swinging doors her 
gun held in both hands, the barrel at eye level. 
 The doors burst open toward her and Darkness stepped out, black eyes reflecting 
the fluorescent lighting. Her gun pointed directly at Smith’s nose. Smith snapped her own 
gun up to point at the woman’s forehead. She stopped. 
 “You think the dragon will save you?” the woman’s soft voice hissed in glee. Her 
voice was so beautiful. 
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 Smith didn’t answer. She didn’t know what to say. Darkness began to circle her 
slowly. Smith kept her gun pointing at her forehead and the other woman kept an 
unwavering line on Smith’s nose. 
 If I pull the trigger now, I might get away. They want us alive. They want one of 
us alive, what if they already caught MacElly? 
 “Do you know why the dragons were banished?” the woman asked, her voice 
caressing the words smoothly. 
 Smith still didn’t answer, her brain too full to think. The question sent a flurry of 
images through her mind, images that she didn’t understand. A picture of Stonehenge 
flashed in front of her eyes, shrouded in mist and darkness, then another picture of houses 
burning, people screaming, then Stonehenge again.  The pictures came so fast she didn’t 
even have time to react before they were gone. 
 “They were banished because they tried to destroy you.” Darkness smiled, her lips 
curving into a crescent of genuine glee. “Yes, dragons are the real evil. We tried to stop 
them and they used their mind trick to force humans to lock us away. Some humans 
understood and sent the dragons away.” Smith could see Water coming down the aisle 
behind the other woman, walking slowly. One eye was swollen shut and blood dripped 
from his chin. A long gash of skin flapped along the side of his temple where one of her 
bullets had scraped along the side of his skull. 

She continued turning, her body following Darkness 
 “Dragons control your thoughts. You are weak of will and easy to enslave. The 
entire world is just a toy to them,” the woman was saying. 
 “No!” Red’s voice nearly screamed in her head, “Deceit and lies. They are ever 
the ways of the Queen of Darkness.” 
 “Lies?” the woman hissed. “You would accuse us of lies?” This time her voice 
echoed in Smith’s mind as well as her ears. “There is much looking inward you should be 
doing, dragon.” 
 Smith furrowed her brow, “If the dragons control our thoughts then how were 
they banished?’ 
 The woman snarled suddenly, baring her teeth, “We are trying to free you.” Her 
snarl broadened into a grin, “Some humans are not so easy to control. You know this is 
true, I see it.” 
 Smith was silent. MacElly certainly didn’t feel the same trust of the dragons that 
she did, he didn’t seem to be able to hear everything they said either. Could she be telling 
the truth? She remembered the uncontrollable feeling of peace and overbearing trust that 
she felt in the dragon’s presence. A cold sickness settled into her stomach. Why does 
good always have to be light and bad dark? What if the world is really opposite of that? 
 “No!” Red screamed in her thoughts again, “She lies,” Smith could almost hear 
his frantic breath. 
 Another memory flashed through her mind. Both times previously that she had 
encountered this woman she had been overcome by fanatic devotion. Even now she could 
feel the tug on her emotions, pulling on her to fall to her knees trembling for forgiveness. 
But it felt disconnected, like it was being blocked. 
 The woman with the black eyes only smiled as they continued to circle each 
other. 
 “She lies.” 
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 “Shut up,” Smith yelled. Water was standing to one side his arms folded across 
his chest. Blood dripped from his chin. 
 Darkness let out a frustrated hiss. “I tire of this speech, human, send the dragon 
away or die now.” She twisted her gun for emphasis. 
 Smith sucked in a few gasping breaths of air. Can I trust anybody? She looked at 
the dark woman, staring into her solid black eyes. She swallowed. 

What do I do? She prayed. 
 The dragon wasn’t going to kill her, yet. 
 Darkness began to tighten her finger on the trigger of her gun. Smith’s finger 
spasmed on the trigger of her gun and her arm jolted with the shock. Even before the 
recoil had ended she lunged sideways for the doors to the back room. Darkness jerked 
backward and snarled, Smith’s bullet showering frozen sausages out of their display case. 
Darkness had moved at the instant that Smith fired. 

Smith hit the doors and ran. 
 She turned to the left, her boots slipping momentarily on the polished cement 
floor and charged through another set of rubber doors. 

The stockroom had obviously been emptied of people in a hurry. Crowded in the 
center were pallets of soda stacked higher than her head and lopsided piles of dog food 
with shrink-wrap pulled tightly around them. One pallet stacked with crates full of milk 
jugs rested in the middle of the floor where it had been left when the workers ran out. She 
looked over her shoulder. She needed a place to hide. 
 She sprinted to the closest pallet she could find and jumped behind it. Her ankle 
twinged painfully to remind her that it was not fully recovered from the twist she had 
given it earlier. She pressed herself up against the pallet, stacked high with boxes of soda, 
and held the gun parallel to her face. Somebody had left an indoor forklift with its blades 
just barely under the edge of the pallet. 
 “There you are,” a deep voice said, “Fire said you would be annoying. To be 
honest I didn’t believe him.” An icy shiver went up her spine. She turned slowly to look 
to her left. Water stood only two feet from her. His mangled face twisted into the 
roughest facsimile of a smile. His blue-water eyes, one squinting through a swollen 
bruise, stared at her. She gasped and jumped back in shock, losing her grip on her gun as 
she found herself scrabbling to keep from falling to the floor. Water chuckled as he 
watched her reaction. “Have you been waiting long?” he asked. 

He grabbed her shirt by the collar and pulled her upright. Her feet left the ground 
as he pulled her face up next to his good eye and looked at her. He slammed her down on 
the ground and her knees buckled in surprise. He let go of her shirt his eyes coruscating 
like small glass balls of ocean water. He looked her up and down. 
 “You’re definitely a beautiful one. Most humans are not so appealing as you, are 
they?” he cocked his head as if expecting an answer. Blood dripped from his chin when 
he talked and the torn skin along his temple flapped around when he moved his head. 
When she remained silent he shrugged, “You cause more trouble than you’re worth. 
You’ve gotten much harder to kill, than you used to be.” He stepped back from her and 
glanced at the gun lying on the floor where she had dropped it. “But you also have nicer 
weapons.” 
 Water seemed much more sociable than the others had been. “Where’s the 
woman?” she asked, her mouth dry. 
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 He looked at her blankly for a moment, “Oh, yes, you mean Darkness. I think of 
her more as a… young girl. She is angry with you. She’s kind of hotheaded sometimes. A 
lot like you, really.” He looked thoughtful, “You’d make a very good Darkness,” he said 
nodding to her, “or Fire.” Smith clenched her fists; she had no idea what he was talking 
about. “We’re supposed to bring you alive, Darkness didn’t think she could restrain 
herself.” He shrugged, “So I came to get you, there’s somebody you need to meet.” 
 He reached out again and grabbed her shirt between her breasts. She heard the 
fabric tear as he pulled her close to him, jerking her off her feet. 

She kicked as hard as she could, driving her boots into his short ribs. He gasped 
and let her go. She landed on her feet and lost her balance, falling to the ground. She tried 
to crawl away, struggling to get to her feet but his hand closed around the back of her 
neck. She tried to tear free from his grasp by twisting around but his fingers slid nimbly 
to her shoulder and pinched the nerve at the base of her neck in an iron grip. She gasped 
and stopped moving, pain making her shoulder and neck spasm. 
 His grip loosened slightly. “You should not even try to get away,” his voice 
tumbled like the distant roar of a waterfall. 
 She grimaced in response and lashed out with her curled legs. Both of her booted 
feet struck the side of his knee at once. There was a loud popping sound and his kneecap 
moved under the force of the blow. 
 She screamed as his grip jerked on her shoulder and then let go. She scooted away 
backward, her neck twitching and her shoulder shooting waves of pain down her arm and 
across her chest. 

Water fell to the ground, his injured leg straight. She made it around to the other 
side of the pallet of soda before he stood upright again. Even with only one leg he was 
fast. His hand clamped around her throat before she could rise to her feet and lifted her 
off the ground. He slammed her into the pallet of soda cases. The back of her head 
cracked against the cans. 
 “Now I too am angry, little woman,” he hissed at her, “little minds, that’s what 
you have, little minds, you cannot see. That is why the dragons force your thoughts, and 
that is why we… always… win.” He spat on her face, his spittle mixed with blood 
running down from his torn temple. “Even I will kill you, as beautiful as you are, if I am 
pressed.” 
 She gasped at the pressure on her throat. She could suck in air, slowly and 
painfully, but she couldn’t talk. Her weight rested on his hand, gripping her neck, his 
long fingers digging into her jaw until she feared that it would snap. She grabbed his 
fingers with both hands, trying to pry them apart. They might as well have been iron. 
 “No,” he said, “you’re going to die. I have no mercy for you. Mercy is for the 
weak. I have had more patience than you deserve.” 
 “No,” she heard Red scream in her mind, “I’m coming.” Only one or two minutes 
left. 

She could die in one or two minutes. 
 She drove a foot viciously into the man’s crotch, his free hand snapped down to 
catch her ankle. He snarled again, “Small minds,” he hissed. 
 She aimed another kick at his good leg. He jumped back and she dropped to the 
ground, landing painfully on her tailbone. His hand loosened around her jaw as she fell 
and she bit down between his thumb and pointer finger. She tasted sweet metallic blood 
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and resisted the urge to spit it out and wipe her mouth. Instead she fell to the side and 
pulled herself up on one foot in a crouch. She swept her leg out, hooked her foot behind 
his heel, and jerked his foot out from under him. He fell backward his head bouncing 
once off of the waxed and polished cement floor. 
 She surged to her feet and jumped for the up lever on the forklift. The forks lifted 
only one side of the stack of soda cans and the entire thing toppled over on top of the man 
lying on the floor in front of it. 
 There was no movement from the pile of broken cases. Burst soda cans hissed and 
sprayed sweet smelling foam around the room. Her gun was buried under there 
somewhere. She saw an arm sticking out from under the pile, not moving. She sprinted 
for the other door at the back of the stockroom. 
 This door opened onto a hallway that had a series of small rooms, offices and 
what appeared to be a break room. The hallway was long, stretching from where she 
stood all the way to the other side of the store and another stockroom at the other end. 
 “Go up,” the dragon told her, “the roof, I will help you from the roof.” 
 “How,” she muttered. What if the woman heard me in there and is coming after 
me? 
 She started down the hallway at a trot, trying to be quiet as she walked between 
the closed doors along the hall. She could be hiding in any one of these. She looked over 
her shoulder frequently and peered into the windows of the few doors that had them. 
Halfway there the offices ended and there was a long row of steel bins stacked with 
brown boxes of various sizes. 
 She had almost reached the end of the row of bins when she heard a noise behind 
her. She turned to look. Darkness charged toward her from the other end of the hallway 
her perfect face twisted in anger. The woman raised her gun and fired as she ran. Smith 
dove to her side in between one of the bin and the wall at the end of the hall. Right in 
front of her was the roof access ladder. Her heart skipped a beat. 
 I made it, she thought, Red’s on his way. She could see him in her mind, only a 
couple of seconds away from her now. She prayed fervently that trusting the dragon was 
the right choice. 
 She threw herself at the ladder and pulled herself up, wishing she could move two 
rungs at a time. At the top her heart sank in despair. The access door was locked firmly 
with a heavy padlock. She crouched down on the ladder and looked around. Darkness 
skidded around the corner and looked up at her with her dark eyes. She looked untouched 
except for an inch long graze mark along the side of her forehead. 
 She straightened and desperately gave a twist to the padlock. It turned in her hand 
and her heart began beating again. It was only dummy-locked, turned so that it looked 
locked but hadn’t been squeezed shut yet. And like a dummy I fell for it, she thought. 
 She pulled the lock off with shaking hands and dropped it to the ground just as 
she heard a shot from the dark woman below her. A bullet spanged off the metal rung 
next to her hand and she pulled the release lever on the hatch and shoved it open. She 
reached up onto the roof and leaped upward pulling herself out. She heard another gun 
shot and felt a bullet smack into the heel of her boot. Her leg jarred hard by the impact 
and banged her knee against the metal lip of the access hatch. She expected to feel the 
pain of the bullet driving into her foot and up her leg, but no pain came. She fell onto the 
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gravel-covered roof. Her shoe must have stopped the bullet. She rolled to her feet and 
took off at a sprint across the roof. 
 I’m here, she shouted to the dragon, I’m on the roof, come and get me. 
 The roof, surrounded by a waist-high block wall, was littered with pipes and air 
conditioning units set up every fifty feet. She risked a glance behind her. The woman was 
pulling herself onto the roof already. Smith put on a burst of speed, leaping recklessly 
over the pipes in her path. She dodged sideways as she heard a gun shot behind her and 
felt the bullet whiz past her ear. 
 They don’t need me alive any more. 
 “Hurry,” she shouted out loud to the dragon, “hurry!” 
 “I am almost there,” came the reply and then a picture flashed through her mind 
of what he wanted her to do. She jumped sideways again as another bullet threw sparks 
off of a nearby air conditioning unit. She could feel her lungs heaving for air, her legs 
aching with the effort of running. Now was the time to decide. If she trusted the dragon, 
she would do what he said, if not she would die. If she trusted him and he was deceptive, 
she would die. 
 I can’t win, she thought. She didn’t have a choice, I’m trusting you dragon, she 
hurled at him, don’t let me down. 
 She darted behind the last air conditioner before the edge of the roof. She paused 
for a nervous second and then hurled herself forward. As she reached the edge she surged 
the last of her strength into her legs and jumped on top of the wall. Then with a yell of 
fear she pushed off into space. 
 She heard a shot and a bullet hit her in the right thigh as she leapt, sending her 
body into a twisting spin in midair. Her stomach lunged toward her throat as she began to 
fall toward the ground. She saw the tightly stretched nets over the garden center below 
her and wondered briefly if they were strong enough to catch her fall. She saw two men 
dragging MacElly across the parking lot, each of them holding one of his arms. 
 Then something grabbed her own arms just below the shoulder and she found 
herself being launched upward at a dizzying pace. 
 The dragon had come after all. 
 “Go back,” she shouted at him, “They got MacElly. We have to go back.” 
 She looked down at the parking lot quickly receding below her. She could see the 
lights of approaching police cars bouncing along the street. 
 “It is too late for him.” 
 “No,” she screamed, “Go back.” 
 The dragon darted to the side jerking her body so fast she almost lost 
consciousness. A bolt of blazing lightning slashed through the spot they had been. Out of 
a clear sky. 
 “They are too many for me,” the dragon said, “I am only part of two Elements, 
they are four.” 
 “Go,” she screamed again. An intense anger filled her. Coward dragon. They’ll 
kill him. 
 She felt a sudden calm come upon her and her head sagged forward from 
weariness. 
 “Stop that,” she muttered weakly, “let me have my emotions. Just take me 
somewhere safe and put me down.” 
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 The dragon turned south, the chilly night air flowing past them and she hung her 
head and felt the hot tears streak down her face. 
 MacElly, she said mentally, hold on. I’ll come for you somehow. 


