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Their Last Dance





*Lyric phrases from Stevie Nick’s song, “Ooh my Love,” are italicized.


*“Songfic” style stolen from Tala, backround stolen from my and Jason Barker’s Zelda fanfics and CF, Sentinei is © to Jason Barker.


* ::twitch, twitch::Romance.  Gag.





Where in the world did you come from?





	“It’s wrong for a god to love a mortal…”  Sentinei’s words echoed in Zaria’s mind as the raven-haired Arch Mage returned to her own universe.  She had, against all her beliefs, been reluctant to leave, but she sensed something was Wrong and nothing would come between she and her mission.  So she left.





In this land or in that land 


Well the castles all seem to belong to her 





	Zaria had loved once before—the reason she had promised to never again.  After that, she had lost herself in forcing the fulfillment of prophecies, whether for good or ill. She forsook all love.  As she had been told when being initiated by the Goddess of Light; it is dangerous for someone with her power to have mortal ties.  She could not have both the powers and the ties.  The prophecies became who she was, all she had left.  She, the Disciple of Fate. 





	Suddenly there was a flash of light which nearly blinded the cowled man who hung easily in the expansive air of the castle’s throne room. 





Well he watched from the corridor�Watched from the corner of his eyes


�	"Laerte." a powerful voice projected throughout the echoing chamber.  The man thus named looked with disdain to view her.  Zaria.  He sneered at her, knowing the effect his web spell was having.  She looked haggard at the least, though how she was still able to materialize completely was beyond him. She chanted; her reliance on the power of words another sign of her weakened state.


	Laerte was fairly shaken by the abrupt explosion of fire which singed his clothing, but left his body unharmed.  He hadn’t expected her to have the energy to sustain her life much longer, let alone enough to survive its use in a spell--even if it hadn’t hurt him.  He carefully hid his surprise with rock hard confidence. 


	"That’s it?  Pitiful.” He spat. “I expected better." 


	Zaria maintained her cool demeanor though her eyes had shifted from a speckled, soft purple to a steely blue.  


For Zaria, levitation was more natural than walking and so she had appeared floating in the air. Laerte matched her in dead center of the cavernous room.  He thrived on the power and authority it represented.  The dominance.  Zaria had used that stance, among other things, to keep up her remote demeanor.  She bowed to none but Fate and all but Fate and the gods themselves bowed to her.





And all this talk...about love and hate 


And our separation way on down the line





 	She knew what he was doing here--meddling.  And she took interference with prophecies as a personal insult. He knew this.


	"Laerte," she repeated, anger making her voice unsteady.  "Don’t think that I don’t know what you’re trying to do.  What must be, Must Be." A sudden realization struck her and with silent lightning she caught his eyes.  "The Arch Mage Rydia Lunaris...”  Her voice resumed the usual monotonous nature but with the overtones of a threat.  “She had been deemed Kirka by higher powers than you or I, you know that being marked Kirka means she was never supposed to exist.  That was the last time you shall meddle with That Which Must Be.  It is not your place." 





Well they just can’t wait, can they


No they just can wait





	She sang out another incantation, this time pointing her glowing Staff of Myst directly at him.  The crystal ball crackled with encapsulated energy.  Intense sparks of magic exploded within it until she spoke a single word, thunderous for all its quiet.  A bolt of scorching azure energy entwined with amethyst blazed through the air to strike Laerte.  He staggered back, shakily regaining his position in the air. 


	"Not my place?” He questioned with an incredulous laugh as he wiped a trail of blood from his mouth.  He continued, his voice transforming with the anger of the scorned, “Nor has it ever been yours to correct me." With a single thought, Laerte sent a flare of scalding lightening at her.  It sizzled around Zaria, twisting like the branches of a gnarling tree to incase her in a blinding white cage.  The violently coursing maelstrom whirled around her, embodying all her prisons.  This time, she could not hold back a scream as she writhed in the grip of the crackling energy. 





Well you used to love...to be behind...those walls with her 





	Zaria was caught, trapped completely, in the agonizing embrace of Laerte’s torturous, convoluted energy.  It was over then.  Laerte would triumph, destroy her, destroy everything she had worked for, everything she had given him.  Sentinei would be lost. 


	Tears of pain, never sorrow, trickled from Zaria’s eyes as she tried, failing, to expel the lightening energy.  She couldn’t give in, but she wanted to, desperately she wanted to.


	Throbbing with Zaria’s mortal pain, the crystal atop her staff shuddered, glowing in flashes of hurt, larger and brighter until, with a last wrenching pulse, it shattered in an explosion of force.  It dissipated Laerte’s own energy, but left her staff nothing more than an intricately carved piece of wood, charred at the tip and scarred with shards of crystal. She dropped gracelessly from her position in the air, as if she had been hanging by an abruptly severed string.  What was left of her staff skidded across the cold hard stone floor.  She couldn’t have lasted this long, but somehow she had, somehow she would prevail.  The Disciple of Fate had a strong will. 





Seemingly waiting for the time... 


When the castle walls...would all fall down 





	"WHAT?!" Laerte exclaimed in outrage, "It’s not possible!" She shouldn’t have survived that, not with the spell he had cast on her before, the one that drained away her energy to the last drops of her lifeline.  …Or…did she survive it?  She had collapsed across the floor in a rumpled heap, a position foreign to the usually stock straight Arch Mage.  He walked closer, but stopped when he caught a slight moment.  She was alive.  Zaria slowly but steadily got to her knees.  She supported her weight with her hands and dragged her head up to focus on him.  Her eyes were pure ice.  


	As if for the first time, he noticed the tear-drop jewel on a chain at her neck.  The amethyst.  He stared at it, winter sweeping through him like a sudden shiver of chill.  Their eyes met.  He had given that to her so long ago, he was surprised it hadn’t decomposed yet, it had been that long.  She probably had used a spell to protect it, but why bother?  She didn’t still...did she? 


	Unsteadily he spoke, "Y-you still…? After all I’ve done...?"  Zaria fixed her eyes on him, silent for a moment. 





Yes, it was a strain on her, watching her castles fall down


Oh, but there was a time when he called her “angel”





	She spoke softly with a deep sea sadness melting the blue in her eyes.


"No.” 


The word was firm, backed by resigned sadness.  "What you have become, I can only hate... but I loved Laerte...the one I used to know…" For a moment he seemed touched by what she had said, but then he shook his head as if to clear it. 


	"I have more than you could ever give me!  I have grown, learned, I’m glad I’m not the foolish child of a man you knew, though you don’t seem to appreciate how much I’ve gained, how much power I have!"  With injured fury, he summoned his darkly pulsing energy and combined it with the element of fire.  Growling a barbaric shout, he sent it across the short distance between them.  It blasted against her like a volcanic exhalation and continued, blowing forcefully over and across her like an eternal monsoon of fire.





No one can take you away from me no, no one �In the shadow of the castle walls





	Zaria closed her eyes tightly and crossed her arms in front of her, fists balled to skin breaking white facing outwards.  Where her arms crossed a small barrier was formed.  The fiery energy slid around it like water around a stone. But after a few seconds, she could no longer hold it back. The power of it was enough to send her flailing backwards but she reached out a blooded hand to clutch tightly around a fissure in the floor. 


	Zaria winced at the oppressive heat as she felt it painfully searing her flesh.  She had so little life left, she could barely move, let alone deflect the energy or send it back anymore. She had one last trick, but before she could use it, Laerte broke her concentration by cutting off the flow of fire and now combining his energy with the element of earth.  Zaria was no longer able to hold on and was thrown backwards against the floor. 





In the shadow of the castle walls


Wherever those walls were





	Seeing her like that Learte finally realized something.  He slowly stumbled down the air towards her, he had recklessly used so much energy that he could barely walk.  He knelt unsteadily beside Zaria.  Her breathing was very, very shallow, but she was still breathing. 





There was a light that lighted the way to the chamber door where


They seemed to spend all their time





	"Zaria..." Laerte whispered, taking her cold hand in his shaking, burning palm.  He was beginning to realize what he had been doing all these years.  Everything he had done since he had gained power was revenge against her.  She had had that power and took so long to give it to him.  The time he had spent with her.... he had learned her weaknesses and wasted the rest of his life slowly, ever so slowly, killing her. 





Seemingly waiting for the time when 


the castle walls...would all fall down





	Zaria’s words were soft, and halting as she whispered, "I...forgive you.." Then, her eyes rolled back with her last few words, "Fare thee well..Sentinei..."  She fell silent in death and the pendent she wore dropped to the ground, shattering into small slivers--the only tears she had shed for him. Laerte howled in fury at her last words and the potent love he heard behind them.  It had been directed at another.  Then he was also silenced, but this time by a slim silver arrow.  For all his magical power he could not defend against an unknown physical attack. He fell next to Zaria, his spell on her energy finally gone, but all too late. 





Yes, it was a strain on her


watching her castles fall down


Oh, but there was a time when he called her “angel”


Where in the world did you come from?























