*The character Sentinei and all he is connected to belong to Senti (Jason Barker)


*Any CFs mentioned belong to their respective owners.


*This story is actually a spin-off “what if” that takes place during CF#20:  Darkest Hour (http://members.tripod.com/~Ldy_Zelda/index-20.html).  Zaria is mainly a character of the Zelda fanfiction I wrote, however, due to the nature of her character, it makes sense that she’d be popping up other places as well.  I started an RP called Crystal Fighters (now run here:  http://cf.transversegames.com/forum/ ) in which she sometimes makes an appearance.  Senti did the same with his character, Sentinei.  They don’t play very large roles in CF so this should still be as understandable as any other Zaria-centered writing.


*I hate love stories.





	The portal swirled closed, severing their link like the silent slam of a door.  A short spasm flitted through Zaria’s muscles as her eyes writhed a storm of blues and purples and her heart...her heart...  It swelled painfully in the vacuum’s enclosure.


	“Sentinei..” she whispered the name like a caress, nearly smiling with the inter-mixed pain and joy it brought through her lips.  She knelt on the tiled edge of the Mystic Pool and leaned over the softly churning liquid, raven hair blanketing the air in a cloaking aura drooping down in a waterfall from her bent head.  She stared, unseeing, into the depths, wishing with all the steel of her soul that the portentous liquids would leave her a glimpse of the raging battle between Sentinei and the Ealians.


	If she could reach the plane of their battle....if she was a god like him...if she could watch....if....if.......if......  IF!  She whirled away from the Mystic Pool, radiating anger like a sweltering tropic sun.  She let her night-dark cape fly out behind her, unmindful of the unhooked clasp.  It slid a last farewell from her shoulders and fluttered to land near the Mystic Pool.  A tip of the cloth slid to touch the spiraling colors and slowly darkened with saturation.  


	She had more important things to do than moon around like a love-sick chambermaid---l-love....?  No.  Impossible.  She knew her place, her denial of earthly ties...although...a demigod was not completely an earthy---no...NO!  She knew too well where that path led.  However, it had been years since she had indulged.  Perhaps it was time again to feed her body.  But...he....  She shivered, cold at the thought of treating him like her other lovers.  He...was a partner at times.  In their workings together...had they...really become close?  Close enough to...be friends?


	Zaria bit down hard, drawing blood and a sharp pain from her tongue.  She had work to do.  She had recovered enough of her strength in Justar, she had to face Laerte now.  Perhaps...it would be better if they both perished...  ~It is wrong....~ echoed in her mind, warming her against all her reluctance.  





	After the draining battle with Laerte and a short recovery period in Hyrule, Zaria returned to Justar.  The little cabin Sentinei used as a base and to house the mystic pool was where she materialized.  It was so quiet.  But, not the pleasant quiet where the two had spent...enjoyed?...their time deciphering prophecies.  It was an empty quiet.  Empty and cold.  Normally she wouldn’t notice, or would just ignore it...but not now.  Laerte’s verbal and physical attacks had left her a red, raw, and open wound.  Even the slight chill of the air, normally comfortable, made her entire body sting at every breath of wind.


	Her eyes were drawn inevitably to the Mystic Pool which still glowed..but ever so faintly.  She pushed away all thoughts that it might be connected to Sentinei’s force of existence.  In a flurry, she sprinted to the edge of the pool, immediately dropping to her knees and grasping the side when she reached it.  She pulled her cloud of black curls back over her shoulders and looked intently at the pool.  “Show me...” She ordered of the magic eddies.  “Show me...” She repeated intensely.  Her entire visage tensed with the scene that welled up out of the pool.  “Curse you.” She muttered, barely moving her lips.


	Zaria knew without a doubt that her presence and power could not save Crystalia.  The planet was doomed, as was Sentinei’s quest to wrench the soul of the planet back from the Ealian gods.  His parting words surfaced in her mind, striking her with their cool salve and swallowing her eyes in the blue tint of an avalanche.


	Zaria raised a hand in a mechanical gesture.  The liquid of the Mystic Pool flinched and bounded upwards to form a round portal.  With the trick of levitation, Zaria brought herself gracefully through the portal, but it did not close behind her.


	The raging battle of energies resembled wars of the Astral Plane in their attacks of soul-energy and the writhing agony of ultimate death which touched anything in nearby existence.  Struggling on the edge was the Demigod of Protection, surrounded on all sides by the whirling, burning slashes of the Ealians as they attempted to hurl him not only out of what they were making their territory, but out of existence as well.


	“W-what the...hell...are you doing here?” Sentinei gasped out, suddenly crumpling after the expenditure of energy needed to send her the message.  His face contorted with effort as he caught the attacks with a weakening sheild which then shrank smaller and smaller.  A convulsive sob twisted Zaria’s heart for release.  His being was as frail and bruised as a dying flower...one she knew would too soon be crushed to decaying pieces.  But it was his blooded eyes which drew agony from the ArchMage.  Eyes of such nobility, purity.....eyes....of sacrifice.


	“No.” She mandated in a cradling voice.  His eyes narrowed, “Don’t.” he said shortly.  He wanted so much to explain, to deny..to hold her and promise that he didn’t mean to abandon her..that it was the only way to save Crystalia.  She didn’t understand.  She had never fully understood the idea of this type of sacrifice.


	“Fool.” Zaria said, fondness nearly breaching her sea eyes.  Abruptly, she tensed as his spirit locked in.  One more blow and he would be gone, but one more blow was not one he would take.  He was pulling up the dregs of his energy, turning his spirit inside out for an explosion which he intended to use to cast away the Ealians.


	In the lightning second it took him to fully set up the process, Zaria had teleported to his side.  She jerked towards him, hit from behind by one of the soul-shattering blasts.  But she was no ordinary mortal.  She, was the most powerful ArchMage in existence.  Her back lit with the fire of her singed spirit, but she cast the pain to the back of her mind and grabbed Sentinei up in her arms.  He was too weak, too slow to stop her, to even fully comprehend her actions.


	Moments later, Crystalia was collapsing as Sentinei toppled to the floor of the wooden cabin.  The life of the planet cried out in helpless anguish and then...silence...  His breathing was shallow, so like that of the woman far away...Jerium Prime..his corrupted student.  Zaria winced at the thump that sounded from him as if it had been the piercing crack of thunder.  He was alive, unconscious, but alive.  Purple tears cascaded relief from her eyes as she tiredly laid a hand on his head, wiping back the sweat-drenched hair.  A pathetically weak cough wracked his body and murmured nothings to still him.  “Crystalia...” he moaned.  “You couldn’t save it.” She said.  She would explain it fully later, when he could comprehend it, in his right mind he would realize that he had not had enough energy left to do enough damage to the Ealians.  His life would have been snuffed along with Crystalia.


	Days later, Sentinei sat up, leaning his weight against the cushions of the couch on which he had been laying.  “I guess I should get a bed.” He said wryly.  Zaria shrugged, “How often do you intend to be nearly killed?  You don’t sleep, it would otherwise be a waste.”  He winced.  “Too often, too often.”  “Fool.” she said in a more open tone than earlier.  He gave her a pondering look.  “Anyone else,” he began, “would asked if I hated you, for not allowing me to save Crystalia.”  “You’re not so moronic that you cannot see the obvious now.”  “Oh?  So otherwise I’m a complete idiot?”  “Often.”  He gave her a mock glare to which she smiled.


	“Fair enough I guess...for my contradictions.”  She gave him a sharp look and he winced.  “I’m sorry.” He finally said into the silence that followed, then turned away as if he couldn’t face her, couldn’t face the truth in his heart.  Zaria frowned at him, then made a decision.  She stood and resolutely walked over to him.  He turned back to her with a curious look of incomprehension.  She smiled slightly and ungracefully plopped herself down next to him.  “We’re wrong together...correct?” She said, snuggling close to the warmth of his body and spirit.  He blinked, eyes wide, and she laughed..so freely.  He had often tried to elicit a laugh from her and only succeded a few times..and those times there had still be a tenseness, a holding back to it...  Her brushed back the raven wave of her hair and she let her eyes half-close.


	“Sentinei.”  She said the name just for the feel of it and the smile that lit upon his face.  Then, she leaned forward and brushed her lips against his.  He encircled her with his arms, responding to the kiss as their energies flared around them.  The blaze of their spirits intermingled into a wondrous invisible sparkle, a connection deeper than any physical touch...the love of near-gods...























