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# Mini Dragons: Return of the Ancient's
**By Sean Michael Hare**
***
## Introduction
The galaxy of Draconis had known peace, but it was a fragile thing, built on the backs of those who remembered the cost of war. In the wake of the Ancients’ first awakening, the mini dragons had stood firm, guarding the Galactic Water Crystals that pulsed with the rhythm of life itself. But peace is often just the breath before the scream.
Now, the stars shimmer like scattered sapphires, but beneath their beauty lies a growing darkness. The Ancients have returned, not as mere conquerors, but as erasers of existence. And from the shadows of the void, new threats emerge—pirates who prey on the weak, and a silence that seeks to unmake reality itself.
This is the story of Zip, a small red dragon with a heart larger than the cosmos, and his crew aboard the intergalactic starship *Starfire*. It is a story of loss, of redemption, and of the unbreakable bonds that form when hope is the only weapon left.
Welcome back to Draconis. The storm is coming.
***
# Chapter 1
## The Weight of Starlight
The silence aboard the *Starfire* was not empty; it was heavy, thick with the memory of smoke and the echo of screams that had long since faded into the vacuum of space. For three cycles, the intergalactic starship had drifted through the quiet sectors of the Draconis Galaxy, a sanctuary for those who had survived the cataclysm. But silence, Zip knew, was merely the breath before the scream.
Zip stood on the bridge, his small crimson claws gripping the railing of the command platform. He was the Commander and Chief, the leader of the mini dragons, but in moments like this, he felt less like a commander and more than just a boy holding back a tide with bare hands. Below him, the crew moved with practiced efficiency, yet there was a tension in their movements, a coiled spring ready to snap.
To his left, Molgrath rested. The reformed villain was a landscape unto himself. His white scales, each the size of a shuttlecraft, shimmered with an inner gold light that pulsed in rhythm with his slow, deep breathing. He was no longer the shadow of Dragozar’s second-in-command; he was a beacon. Yet, even in his redemption, his size was a constant reminder of the power that had once been used for destruction. Now, that same power was the only thing keeping the *Starfire*’s shields stable during their long drift. Molgrath’s eyes, large as viewing ports, were closed, but Zip knew he was listening. He was always listening.
“Commander,” Kaelen’s voice cut through the hum of the engines. The young tactical dragon adjusted his visor, his blue scales reflecting the data streams cascading around him. “We are approaching the edge of the Crystal Nebula. Sensors are picking up... anomalies.”
“Anomalies?” Ember asked, her tail flicking with sparks of orange fire. She sat perched on a console, her heat radiating warmth in the chill of the bridge. “Like what? Asteroids? Debris?”
“Like distress signals,” Kaelen replied, his tone grim. “Thousands of them. Faint. Dying.”
A hush fell over the bridge. Fang turned slowly. His sharp teeth were bared, not in aggression, but in a grimace of pain. “The Ancients,” he growled low in his throat. “They’ve started early.”
Zip felt a cold knot form in his stomach. The Ancients were not just enemies; they were a force of nature, a cosmic hunger that consumed worlds not for resources, but for the sheer joy of extinguishing life. They were the void given form. And if they were here, at the edge of the Crystal Nebula, then the war everyone had hoped to avoid had already begun.
“Plot a course,” Zip ordered, his voice steady despite the tremor in his heart. “Full speed. We don’t leave anyone behind.”
“But Commander,” Ashling intervened, her silver-blue scales shimmering with concern. “The Nebula is unstable. If we go in blind, we risk the *Starfire*. And if the Ancients are there...”
“If we don’t go in,” Zip said, turning to face her, “then who will? We are the Guardians of the Galactic Water Crystals. We are the survivors. If we turn away now, we become no better than those who let the first worlds fall. We go in. Together.”
Molgrath opened one eye, the gold light flaring briefly. “The young one speaks truth,” he rumbled, his voice vibrating through the floor plates. “Fear is a companion, not a master. I have walked with fear for centuries. It does not disappear. But you can choose to walk forward anyway.”
***
The journey into the Crystal Nebula was a descent into a nightmare painted in beautiful colors. The nebula itself was a swirling mass of purple and pink gas, dotted with crystalline asteroids that sang in the solar wind. But beneath the beauty lay devastation.
As the *Starfire* broke through the outer layer of the nebula, the viewports revealed a scene of horror. The planet of Lumina, home to the Crystal Weavers, was cracking. Massive fissures ran across its surface, glowing with an eerie green light—the signature of the Ancients’ corruption. Ships, both civilian and military, floated dead in space, their hulls twisted like broken toys.
“Scan for life signs,” Zip commanded, his eyes scanning the chaos.
“Minimal,” Spark reported from the sensor station, his electricity crackling anxiously. “But I’m picking up a concentrated signal from the northern hemisphere. A bunker. Deep underground.”
“Take us down,” Zip said. “Molgrath, prepare for atmospheric entry. We’ll need your bulk to shield us from the debris field.”
Molgrath shifted, his massive form unfolding to cover the front of the *Starfire*. “Hold on,” he warned. “This will be rough.”
The descent was a battering ram of turbulence. Shards of crystal, some as large as mountains, slammed against Molgrath’s scales, shattering into dust. The gold light between his scales flared brighter, absorbing the impact, protecting the smaller ship tucked behind him. Inside, the mini dragons held on tight, their faces pale.
“They’re destroying everything,” Bubbles whispered, tears forming in her eyes. “Why? What did Lumina ever do to them?”
“Nothing,” Lyrra said softly, her hand resting on Bubbles’ shoulder. “That is the point. To the Ancients, existence is an insult. Order is an enemy. They destroy because they cannot create. They hate because they cannot love.”
When they finally landed in the crater of what used to be a city, the air was thick with ash and the smell of ozone. The hatch opened, and the mini dragons stepped out onto the cracked earth. The sky above was choked with smoke, blocking out the stars.
“Stay close,” Zip ordered. “Fang, Sizzle, flank me. Aurora, keep the light up. We don’t know what’s waiting for us.”
They moved through the ruins, stepping over rubble that had once been homes. The silence here was different—it was the silence of a grave. Every step crunched on glass and bone. Dew created a mist to mask their scent, while Kia stayed close to Zip, his eyes wide with terror.
“Look,” Ashling pointed to a wall that had partially collapsed. Etched into the stone were symbols of the Crystal Weavers. But they were defaced, scratched out with violent fury. “They didn’t just kill them. They tried to erase them.”
A sudden tremor shook the ground. From the shadows of a ruined tower, a figure emerged. It was a dragon, but unlike any they had seen. Its scales were made of shifting crystal, reflecting the dim light in fractured patterns. It was wounded, bleeding a luminous blue fluid.
“Who goes there?” the crystal dragon rasped, its voice like grinding stones.
“We are friends,” Zip said, raising his claws in peace. “We are from the *Starfire*. We heard your call.”
The crystal dragon laughed, a bitter, jagged sound. “Friends? There are no friends in the end times. Only survivors and corpses. Which are you?”
“We are neither,” Zip said firmly. “We are protectors. And we are here to help.”
The crystal dragon stared at them, its eyes narrowing. Then it collapsed. Behind it, more figures emerged from the shadows—dozens of them, all wounded, all terrified. They were the Crystal Weavers of Lumina, the last of their kind.
Molgrath lowered his massive head, his gold light illuminating the dark ruins. “You are not alone,” he rumbled. “Not anymore.”
As the mini dragons began to tend to the wounded, Zip looked up at the sky. Through a break in the smoke, he saw something moving. A shadow, vast and shapeless, blotting out the stars. The Ancient was watching. And it was hungry.
*In the face of despair, hope is not a feeling. It is a choice. A choice to stand when others fall. To speak when others are silent. To love when the world demands hate.*
Aurora spread her iridescent wings, casting a soft glow over the weary survivors. She whispered a poem that seemed to capture the moment's essence:
> The crystal breaks, the light fades low,  
> Where once the songs of creation flow.  
> But in the dust, a spark remains,  
> Through loss and grief, through blood and pains.  
> For every tear that falls to ground,  
> A seed of courage can be found.  
> We rise not for ourselves alone,  
> But for the seeds that we have sown.
***
# Mini Dragons: Return of the Ancient's
## Chapter 2 The Fury and the Price of Survival ##
The air in the ruins of Lumina did not just smell of ash; it smelled of ended histories. It was a thick, cloying scent that coated the back of Zip’s throat, tasting of copper, ozone, and the distinct, metallic tang of crystallized blood. Every breath felt like an intrusion into a sacred tomb. The silence here was not peaceful; it was predatory. It waited for a sound, a movement, a heartbeat, so it could snap shut again with violent finality.
Zip stood amidst the rubble of what had once been the Grand Plaza of Lumina. His small crimson claws dug into the cracked pavement, grounding him against the tremors that still rippled through the planet’s crust. He was the Commander and Chief, the leader of the mini dragons, but standing here, surrounded by the shattered remnants of a civilization that had sung songs to shape reality, he felt infinitesimally small. He was a boy, yes, but he was a boy carrying the weight of a galaxy on his shoulders.
To his left, Molgrath rested. The reformed villain was a landscape unto himself, a mountain of white scales and gold light that seemed to defy the gloom of the dying world. His breathing was slow, tectonic, each exhale sending a warm gust of air that stirred the ash around them. The gold light pulsing between his scales was dimmer now, strained from shielding the *Starfire* during their descent, but it remained steady. It was a promise. A promise that even in the darkest void, light could endure. Molgrath’s eyes, large as viewing ports and glowing with ancient wisdom, were fixed on the horizon where the sky bled green.
"Commander," Kaelen’s voice cut through the heavy silence, sharp and urgent. The young tactical dragon adjusted his visor, his blue scales reflecting the chaotic data streams cascading around him. "Sensors are picking up massive energy spikes from orbit. The Ancients are not just watching anymore. They are descending."
Zip’s heart hammered against his ribs, a frantic drumbeat in the quiet. "How long?"
"Minutes," Kaelen replied, his voice dropping to a whisper. "Maybe seconds. The energy signature is unlike anything we’ve seen before. It’s... hungry."
A hush fell over the bridge crew who had joined them on the surface. Fang turned slowly, his sharp teeth bared in a grimace that was half-snarl, half-prayer. "The Ancients," he growled low in his throat. "They’ve started early. They know we’re here."
Zip felt a cold knot form in his stomach, tightening until it was hard to breathe. The Ancients were not just enemies; they were a force of nature, a cosmic hunger that consumed worlds not for resources, but for the sheer joy of extinguishing life. They were the void given form, the anti-thesis of creation. And if they were here, at the edge of the Crystal Nebula, then the war everyone had hoped to avoid had already begun. And it was going to be worse than anyone imagined.
"Plot a course for evacuation," Zip ordered, his voice steady despite the tremor in his hands. "Full speed. We don’t leave anyone behind. Not one soul."
"But Commander," Ashling intervened, her silver-blue scales shimmering with concern as she knelt beside a wounded Crystal Weaver. "The Nebula is unstable. If we go in blind, we risk the *Starfire*. And if the Ancients are there..."
"If we don’t go in," Zip said, turning to face her, his eyes burning with a fierce determination, "then who will? We are the Guardians of the Galactic Water Crystals. We are the survivors. If we turn away now, we become no better than those who let the first worlds fall. We go in. Together. And we get them out."
Molgrath opened one eye, the gold light flaring briefly, illuminating the despair on the faces of the survivors. "The young one speaks truth," he rumbled, his voice vibrating through the floor plates, deep and resonant like distant thunder. "Fear is a companion, not a master. I have walked with fear for centuries. It does not disappear. But you can choose to walk forward anyway. And sometimes, walking forward is the only way to save those behind you."
***
The journey into the heart of the devastation was a descent into a nightmare painted in beautiful, terrifying colors. The nebula itself was a swirling mass of purple and pink gas, dotted with crystalline asteroids that sang in the solar wind. But beneath the beauty lay absolute devastation. As the *Starfire* broke through the outer layer of the nebula, the viewports revealed a scene of horror that would haunt Zip’s dreams for cycles to come.
The planet of Lumina, home to the Crystal Weavers, was cracking open like an egg. Massive fissures ran across its surface, glowing with an eerie, sickly green light—the signature of the Ancients’ corruption. It wasn’t just destruction; it was unmaking. The very fabric of the planet was being dissolved, turned into raw, chaotic energy that fed the shadow looming above. Ships, both civilian and military, floated dead in space, their hulls twisted like broken toys, their crews frozen in final moments of terror.
"Scan for life signs," Zip commanded, his eyes scanning the chaos, searching for any flicker of hope in the darkness.
"Minimal," Spark reported from the sensor station, his electricity crackling anxiously around his horns. "But I’m picking up a concentrated signal from the northern hemisphere. A bunker. Deep underground. It’s shielded, but the shields are failing."
"Take us down," Zip said. "Molgrath, prepare for atmospheric entry. We’ll need your bulk to shield us from the debris field. Everyone else, brace for impact."
Molgrath shifted, his massive form unfolding to cover the front of the *Starfire*. His wings spread wide, creating a canopy of white and gold that enveloped the ship. "Hold on," he warned, his voice tight with effort. "This will be rough."
The descent was a battering ram of turbulence. Shards of crystal, some as large as mountains, slammed against Molgrath’s scales, shattering into dust. The gold light between his scales flared brighter, absorbing the impact, protecting the smaller ship tucked behind him. Inside, the mini dragons held on tight, their faces pale, their claws gripping whatever they could find. The ship groaned under the strain, metal screaming against metal.
"They’re destroying everything," Bubbles whispered, tears forming in her eyes as she watched a city dissolve into green mist below them. "Why? What did Lumina ever do to them?"
"Nothing," Lyrra said softly, her hand resting on Bubbles’ shoulder, her own eyes hard with grief. "That is the point. To the Ancients, existence is an insult. Order is an enemy. They destroy because they cannot create. They hate because they cannot love. They see life as a mistake to be corrected."
When they finally landed in the crater of what used to be a city, the air was thick with ash and the smell of ozone. The hatch opened, and the mini dragons stepped out onto the cracked earth. The sky above was choked with smoke, blocking out the stars, replacing the infinite cosmos with a ceiling of despair.
"Stay close," Zip ordered, his voice commanding despite his size. "Fang, Sizzle, flank me. Aurora, keep the light up. We don’t know what’s waiting for us."
They moved through the ruins, stepping over rubble that had once been homes, schools, temples. The silence here was different—it was the silence of a grave. Every step crunched on glass and bone. Dew created a mist to mask their scent, while Kia stayed close to Zip, his eyes wide with terror, clutching a small, jagged piece of crystal he had found—a relic of the fallen city.
"Look," Ashling pointed to a wall that had partially collapsed. Etched into the stone were symbols of the Crystal Weavers. But they were defaced, scratched out with violent fury, as if the attacker had wanted to erase not just the people, but their history, their memory, their very right to have existed. "They didn’t just kill them. They tried to erase them."
A sudden tremor shook the ground, knocking several dragons off their feet. From the shadows of a ruined tower, a figure emerged. It was a dragon, but unlike any they had seen. Its scales were made of shifting crystal, reflecting the dim light in fractured patterns. It was wounded, bleeding a luminous blue fluid that sizzled when it hit the ash.
"Who goes there?" the crystal dragon rasped, its voice like grinding stones, weak but defiant.
"We are friends," Zip said, raising his claws in peace, showing his empty palms. "We are from the *Starfire*. We heard your call."
The crystal dragon laughed, a bitter, jagged sound that echoed in the hollow ruins. "Friends? There are no friends in the end times. Only survivors and corpses. Which are you?"
"We are neither," Zip said firmly, stepping forward. "We are protectors. And we are here to help."
The crystal dragon stared at them, its eyes narrowing, assessing their intent. Then it collapsed. Behind it, more figures emerged from the shadows—dozens of them, all wounded, all terrified. They were the Crystal Weavers of Lumina, the last of their kind, hiding in the dark while their world ended above them.
Molgrath lowered his massive head, his gold light illuminating the dark ruins, casting long, hopeful shadows. "You are not alone," he rumbled. "Not anymore."
As the mini dragons began to tend to the wounded, loading them onto stretchers made of salvaged metal, Zip looked up at the sky. Through a break in the smoke, he saw something moving. A shadow, vast and shapeless, blotting out the stars. The Ancient was watching. And it was hungry.
*In the face of despair, hope is not a feeling. It is a choice. A choice to stand when others fall. To speak when others are silent. To love when the world demands hate.*
Aurora spread her iridescent wings, casting a soft glow over the weary survivors. She whispered a poem that seemed to capture the moment's essence:
*The crystal breaks, the light fades low,*
*Where once the songs of creation flow.*
*But in the dust, a spark remains,*
*Through loss and grief, through blood and pains.*
*For every tear that falls to ground,*
*A seed of courage can be found.*
*We rise not for ourselves alone,*
*But for the seeds that we have sown.*
***
The evacuation was a race against time. The *Starfire*’s auxiliary shuttle was too small to carry everyone, so Molgrath had to make multiple trips, carrying groups of survivors on his back, his gold light shielding them from the corrosive atmosphere. Each trip took longer than the last, as the Ancient’s influence grew stronger, twisting the gravity, distorting space.
On the third trip, as Molgrath lifted off with a group of children, the sky tore open. It wasn’t a ship that descended, but a beam of pure, corrosive green energy. It struck the ground a mile away, vaporizing a mountain range instantly. The shockwave hit them moments later, knocking several dragons off their feet. The ground beneath them cracked, swallowing whole buildings.
"Go!" Zip screamed, pushing Kia toward the ramp of the shuttle. "Get them inside!"
The shuttle engines roared to life, lifting off just as a second beam scorched the earth where they had been standing. Molgrath roared, a sound that shook the very bones of the planet, and launched himself into the air. He spread his wings, creating a barrier of gold light that intercepted the third beam. The impact was catastrophic. Molgrath was thrown backward, his scales cracking, gold blood spraying into the air, but he held the line, giving the shuttle enough time to break atmosphere.
But they were not safe yet. From the clouds, shapes emerged. Not ships, but creatures. Draconic constructs made of black stone and green fire, with eyes that burned with malice. The Ancient’s Hounds. They dove toward the shuttle, their claws extended, screeching with a sound that pierced the soul.
"We can’t outrun them!" Spark yelled from the cockpit, his hands flying over the controls. "They’re too fast!"
"Then we fight," Fang growled, loading the turret. Sizzle joined him, his hands sparking with electricity, ready to unleash a storm of his own.
Just as the first Hound was about to tear into the shuttle’s hull, a bolt of lightning, thick as a tree trunk, slammed into it. The construct exploded into shards of black stone. Another bolt followed, then another
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