An Entry for Sabin and Kamiki's Contest.
Hi. I'm Ciori, and I'm a writer.
Heres a sample.. this is a work in Progress for a contest on Gaia online.com:




Characters: Sabin Duvert, Samantha Blaire Duvert, Kamiki Kitsune, Gavin Duvert, Simon, Ambrose Maurelias, Angelina Swanson, Vastelle.
These characters are copyrighted to Sabin Duvert and Kamiki Kitsune.

Original Characters for the story: Maeve (no relation to Purr Purr's journal Maeve), Morrigan, the dark Crow.
INSERT TITLE HERE (Tentatively Titled: Tears of Yesterday)
Tiny stars crowded for space in the dark cloth of the night sky; the moon had not come out, leaving the pinpricks of light to fend for themselves. However, their feeble glow was not enough to cast away the night shadows. Even the ocean appeared to be made of black ichor, deep and impenetrable. Surely one who fell into it’s depths would be lost forever. The sailors were relying on kerosene lamps and experience as they finished the last leg of their long journey. The wooden ship creaked as it moved, disturbing the perfect silence of the night. The captain looked out on the ocean with his spy glass, intent on peering through the thick, white mist that surrounded the harbor. The water trickled along the side of the boat slowly, tinkling sweetly, in an almost eerie fashion. He was hoping to see land, and get rid of his strange passenger. Goosebumps arose on his skin, feeling his excursionist’s eyes on the back of his head. A sense of foreboding swept over him, strong enough to make his spirit quiver. The object of his anxiety sat, quite relaxed, on a bench provided for her by a couple of the sailors. A black silk cloak hid almost all of her features in shadow, except for a couple of strands of curled, mahogany colored tresses. In her lap was a brown, rectangular box, made of a rich dark wood and held closed with an elaborate gold clasp and a silver lock. Sometimes, one could see the glitter of a silver key around her neck; her means of accessing the box’s contents. She had said little on this journey, except to ask where he was headed, and seemed to take no notice of anything about her. 
“LAND HO!” 
The Captain’s thoughts were shattered as the sailors scrambled on to the docks, tying down the boat. Others threw the anchor overboard, fixing the ship into position. In his distraction, the first mate had spotted the harbor first. They could breathe a sigh of relief now. It had been a quiet journey, even with his odd passenger. Safety at last. 
The sounds of gently creaking wood brought his attention back to the wanderer, who had already walked by him, preparing to disembark. As she moved, he caught a glimpse of her clothes. A deep purple, late Victorian style, he thought. Way out of date. He watched her walk off the docks, towards another, taller figure that had, apparently, been waiting for her. 
This time, his distraction was his demise. He never saw it coming. One moment, he was getting ready to disembark, the next, he lay on the deck, in a pool of his own blood. He could here the screams of the men on his crew, and a growling that came from no natural creature he had ever heard. It was over soon enough. The sailors had little weaponry, and that apeared to be their undoing. The slight dip of the boat indicated that his agressor had returned, as if realizing that he wasn't quite dead yet. Weakly, the captain looked up, into the feral, yellow eyes of his assailant. He saw the blood stained muzzle, and the thick brown fur. He even saw the pealy white teeth, stained with mortal's blood. It was a pity he would never be able to tell anyone about it.
* * *
"You took long enough." the taller of the two cloaked figures muttered. Soft laughter exuded from the latter."Morrigan. You should know me by now. I like to make sure I have all my pieces in order before I start playing a game." Slender digits caressed the richly decorated box. "Have you prepared the place?" The taller figure, a more amazon like female, crossed her arms. "I have." A soft flap came from the black silk cloak as it drifted past her. "Good. Let's be off then. It's almost time for the game to begin." Morrigan's cloak made a dramatic "woosh", spreading out like a dark raven's wing as she turned sharply to follow the new arrival. "Aren't you forgetting something?" Ruby lips smiled beneath the shadows of the cowl, a couple of dainty white fingers reaching up to caress the fine material."You mean the sailors? Trust me, Morrigan. I didn't forget at all." The pair disapeared into the mist, only the soft staccato beats of their foot steps lingering behind.

