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I. Introduction
A. Dragon
1. Female
2. Aggressive
       B.  When it comes to a girls shinny, expensive, lovely jewels, she is going to defend her treasure and seek revenge for the violation.

II. Treasure – Hoard 
A. Possession 
B. It took time to get it 
C. Its pretty and shinny 

III. Revenge 
A. Anger 
B. Violated 
C. Some one has to pay 

IV. Battle
A. Beowulf comes 
B. Protect
C. Defeat 

V. Conclusion 
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	Diamonds are a girls best friend as well as anything shiny; really. Women consider their diamonds as their glistening vibrant heart. Taking their pearls away is like misappropriating their tears. It is a woman’s prerogative who she tears them to. If it seems to you, that it is normal to infuriate and snip away my hard won prizes, it is truly a misjudgment on your part. When it comes to a girl’s shinny, expensive, lovely jewels, she is going to defend her treasure and seek revenge for the violation.
	This is my paraphernalia, and no one has the right to take them away from me. Since, it took me a very long time to collect the entire precious, costly, exquisite golden nuggets, they have to be mine and only mine. My belongings have settled in harmony, until that filthy stinking human disturbed them. It takes an intestinal fortitude to protect what is yours. My jewel collection consists of very classy posh charms. It is my obligation to pay attention to where every jewel is placed. Additional to all my gold, I also own the leftovers of the previous royals: castles, lands and countless treasure. The reason behind their death was they tried to attack, kill me and chuck me out of the village. They should not have done that, because I always sit calmly in my own cave. Never disrupt or distract anyone, or their belongings. After committing that crime, everyone else in the village was petrified to come close or try to displease me.
	At some point, I had new neighbors. They knew nothing about my existence in the area. Those people were the kind of selfish little rotten humans. Lived in peace and loved the neighborhood. Until one day they found out about me, as the self-centered venal dragon who would steal and kill anyone or anything around, for no reason. Their thought about me was off beam erroneous. Never judge a book by what you hear, they say. Wicked sinful humans believed every little thing they perceived, without knowing the truth. One of them was called Beowulf. Thought I would be nice to him, trying to change his perspective and point of view towards me. We were good friends for a while and since I never let anyone in my cave, he was not allowed to enter as well. He knew I had some posh lavish trinkets in there, so he tried to make me believe that he is being friendly for the sake of us being neighbors. Foolish he thought I was. Proved him wrong when one day he came in my cave during my sleep time. Beowulf was shocked and stunned by the amount of remarkable and wonderful possessions I owned. Strained to snip away a few of them, but my senses woke me up. Found him in my area, holding a bag full of my gold and trying to run away with them. He did not know about my past. Thought people had told him not to get close to my properties. Penitent I will make him feel.
	Beowulf assumed that if he runs, I would not be able to get him. To be honest, I really did not get him. He was smart enough to drip and spurt away from me. Angry, furious and dander took over. All I thought was, when am I going to find, kill and burn this murky pin-sized creature. Stayed up all night looking for him, actually looking for my treasure. Beowulf meant nothing to me. A few days passed, he did not show up. Thought maybe he sold them out and became a millionaire. Would never see him again if that is what really happened. 
In the next hour, he showed up with a sword and wanting to kill me. He did not know my nature; really. Breathing fire can kill you I said. Stood there, gazing fright and terror in his eyes.  Beowulf the greedy traitor sold out my diamonds and bought weapons to conquer me.
He probably thought that by doing that, he will be able to take the rest of my collection, sell them and murder me. There would be no dragon and no more gold I thought. Killing him was the best solution, even if half of my treasure went to waste already. We started fighting outside in the neighborhood. Burned a few houses, wounded people who had nothing to do with this and yet I did not catch Beowulf. He kept throwing big rocks of fire and spears. With shame I am saying that it did wound and hurt me. Struggling to survive for all the bracelets, necklaces, earrings, castles I had. More and more he was chucking risky hazardous spikes towards me. 
Death took over, is all I can say. Tried to protect my self, but I failed with embarrassment. Being violent and angry did not help get what I wanted back. Now Beowulf would be rich, by taking all what I owned for his self. Females would die and dedicate their lives to something they love. Diamonds were my one and only, now they are all gone unused to that dirty little piece of red flesh. Dying was not too bad after all.
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