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Chapter Three

We return to Varn Ra, where a monumental battle is imminent.


A month passes by in an instant. One month of never ending, unforgiving war. As predicted, Varn Ra feels it the worse, having been hit by two more attacks that they survived by either miracle of grace of Gods. If it weren't for the few sacrificial fleets brought in by E'hbel, they would be dead three weeks ago. However, none of it seems to matter now.


Drew stands by his home and on a thick tree branch. From his high view he can see the smoke ten miles out from the lake and into the forests. Tomorrow will be their final battle, one given no chance of winning. The last two ships are still waiting to take a few more demons and anthros before they cast off to E'hbel. Nellyn's brother will be one of those to leave, while the two have them have decided to stay. I've died before... Dying again doesn't sound so bad. I already know what to expect and how it feels. He looks down and considers falling. As much as the brothers have been a help to him, the depression and shame he feels for Aldan is too much to bare. The young teenager looks to his left and see's the demons gathered at one of the larger homes, where a dance ritual is being performed. “Demons laugh, drink and be free with each other. I don't get it... I don't understand anything anymore. Why did I come back if it's just going to end this way again? I might as well jump. I might as well...” He closes his eyes and breathes out, preparing himself for his suicide.


“You can't.” The voice is Nellyn's.


Drew looks to one side. The leader of Varn Ra looks up at him. He begins climbing, moving easily and quickly to Drew's branch. He wears a sad smile and winces at the pain of dozens of new tattoos. “You can't. I forbid it. And if you do it anyway, I'll jump, too. Then what would happen to Kendyn then?” Nellyn takes Drew's hand and holds it firmly, yet somehow tenderly. With his other, he plucks a long, white hair from his head and wraps it around their hands. “There. We're bound. Not as mates, although that might be nice. If you suicide, so will I. I've lost so many friends already. I couldn't bear it.” He looks into Drew's eyes as a tear rolls down his cheek. “It's not too late to evacuate with the others. You could link up with an Aiguan or Harathi unit and move south to the main Harathi body. I'm sure your Aldan is there. Thinking of you.”


Drew is silent. He feels Nellyn's hand softly. The two of them have grown so close, almost like he's become his brother now. He hates it - knowing that this bond will be another thing to mourn and lose. “I'm leaving later tonight and you can't stop me. Where? I don't know... If I run into Cruiberg's then I'll just have to clean the path in front of me just as they might do to me. But I don't think I can bare to be here for the slaughter. It's just so pointless.” He walks with him to where his friend lives. “With the few skills you've taught me, I might even make it out alive. Probably not. I think we're all dead.”


“I'm sure the Cruiberg think we are. But Varn Ra isn't dead yet. We'll lose our homes. All of this will be burned.” He gestures to the buildings around them. “I've got a few demons who refuse to leave. Many are pacifist, but a few will fight to the bitter end.” He sighs as he looks to the sky. “I'll stay with a few volunteers. We'll extract as high a price as we can for every life, for every home. Then, we'll melt. Some of us might make it to safety, to fight again. I hope I do.” He looks at Drew. “I don't want to die. Not here. Not in a futile battle.” Nellyn wipes his eyes. He laughs once and spits. “I need a break. I feel drained and worn. I'm so tired, Drew. So fucking tired.”


“No kidding. I'm sorry.” Once they enter their home, Drew finds a bottle of absinthe. The two of them sit down and share the bottle. “Where's your brother? I have to thank him for the tattoos.” Drew undresses from his robe and spreads out his legs lazily. Ancient demon symbols and patterns are tattooed around both of his upper arms and an inch above his heels in black ink, the ones on top appearing as teeth of some sort and the ones at the bottom as complex spirals. “Say, if we survive and meet in E'hbel at some point, we should get matching symbols.”


Nellyn sips his absinthe. “Who knows if I'll have room anywhere. I might have use the bottom of my tongue.” He gestures to the pack by the door. Kendyn's down with the boats, helping get everyone on board or ready. “He said he'd be back to make one last dinner for us. The long haired demon sighs. He loves you, you know. I've always known that he would fall in love easily. I tried to protect him. I knew it would happen some day. I'm glad it was you. You've been good for him. For us both, Drew.” Nellyn raises his glass and nods to his friend.


“I... I love him too. But not in the way he does towards me. I love both of you like brothers. My real love is somewhere out there. I know that he's alive, but he has no clue that I am.” Drew refills their shot glasses. “I'm grateful for the two of you. You've guided me as much as you can and I'm sorry that I'm not any easier to deal with.”


Nellyn smiles. “You're not any harder to deal with, either. You've got . . .quirks. But so do Kenny and I. All in all, we'd rather be with you than not. We both feel that way. We'll always care for you and love you and be your friends or lovers.” Nellyn stops and blushes. “Too much absinthe too quickly. I didn't mean to get so personal and emotional. You're our friend. We don't have many, but we have you.” He looks away and sighs. “I don't want to die tomorrow.”


Kendyn steps inside, immediately taking off his robe and dropping it by the open doorway. He waves at the two of them and gets to work, cutting vegetables and pulling fish meat out of the sink as well. “There's not much left here, is there? Our home looks all brand new... Just so that it can be destroyed.” He wipes his eyes. Neither of them can tell if it's from the onions or emotions. “I'm making a fish stew. Won't be my best, but it should give us energy for the days to come.” He tosses the veggies inside, cooks the fish before adding it and tosses in special herbs that have been blessed and prayed over. After cleaning his hands, he takes his seat between both boys and drinks from his brothers glass. 


“You're not gonna die tomorrow...” Drew smiles, his eyes red and ready to burst with tears. Still, he finds a way to hold back. “None of us are. At some point, we'll all be reunited. I promise you that. I'll find my husband somewhere out there and you'll reunite with Kendyn in E'hbel at some point, no matter how long it takes for you to get there. Eventually, the three of us will meet, drink and fuck as we celebrate how we won the war.”


Nellyn smiles sadly. Y”ou have no idea how much I want that to be true. But if you find your husband, wouldn't that mean the four of us drinking and fucking? Could he handle three demons?” Nellyn drains his glass and prepares another.


Kendyn leans forward, his elbows on the table and his chin resting on his hands. “Are humans attractive when they're naked? Their butts must look weird, no tail or anything. J'fal says that human men are all hairy, like bears. They start our smooth, like me, but when they start to cum, he says the sprout thick hair everywhere! It sounds disgusting.” He blushes and sips at Nellyn's fresh drink. “I still want to see one, though. J'fal exaggerates things a lot.”


“Well, my husband is probably that kind of man. No tail, quite hairy, very muscular and strong.” Drew pours himself another drink and sways around, tipsy and reminiscing of sex in the prison. “Had a nine inch cock too. I don't know. I don't mind the hair, really. Not all of them are like that.” 


Once the soup is done, Drew helps dish their bowls and also brews a strong tea that's given to demon warriors before battle. It keeps them focused, fearless and fast, although Nellyn is quite possibly the fastest demon Drew has ever crossed. They finish two bowls and empty the pot that Kendyn made for them, eventually making it to the older brother’s room to cuddle together. It sounds peaceful outside of the room, a night like always with waves crashing into the sand, birds singing, and musicians playing their ritual drums, but the three of them can feel the brooding, unsettling presence too close from home.


Kendyn squeezes in between Drew and Nelly. He lay on his back, his head resting on his folded hands. His tail flicks slowly between his knees. “I'm scared. I heard one of the refugees tonight on the boats. She had a babe in her arms, suckling him. Another woman was with her, holding a sleeping little girl. She said "Nellyn's staying behind to fight, but he's sending Kendyn to watch over us. We'll be safe.” I don't know how to keep them safe. I'm not a leader or a warrior. I was studying to be a Keeper, a librarian. What if they all expect me to be like you, Nelly?”


Nellyn rolls over on his side, facing his brother and Drew. “Forget their expectations. If they look to you, tell them you're not Nellyn. You're Kendyn and you'll do your best. And then do you best. What else can you do?” He rests his head on Kendyn's chest, laying a hand on his brother's belly.


“You're safer than you realize.” Drew rubs his hand along Nellyn's chest to comfort him. “E'hbel's ships are some of the strongest on the planet. That's why there's so very few of them. Cruiberg's only downside is that they couldn't drink any to get between us and E'hbel because of the current and how harsh the waters are where they live. And of course the mountain lands over there are by far the safest in the land right now.”


“For how long...” Nellyn lets the words slips, his tail intertwined with his brothers.


“We'll win this war. It might be bleak for us, but I have faith. Cruiberg has tried to crush our land so many times and we've always prevailed. This time won't be any different. It's not just us that has their land on the line either. It's Harath and Aigua too. They're looking to take out three birds with one stone.” Drew sighs, kissing Kendyn's neck and shoulders. “You'll have to get going soon. Probably fifteen, twenty minutes.”


Kendyn runs his hand over Drew's back. He slides it up to Drew's neck and pulls him into a kiss. The younger demon's tongue gently probes the older boys mouth. Drew returns the kiss. After a minute, Kendyn pulls back and turns to his brother.


Nellyn lean in kissing his little brother. Their tongues intertwine as the deeply kiss each other. Drew notes Kendyn's dick beginning to harden within his fundoshi.


Kendyn looks at them both. “I just want to remember what you both taste like. How you feel, how your kisses feel.”


Nellyn smiles. “You're sweet, Kenny. Your kisses give me something worth fighting for.” He looks at Drew and leans over his brother's body. “Yours, too.” He presses his lips to Drew's, opening his mouth and inviting Drew's tongue into him.


Drew licks his lips, letting the taste of both brothers roll around in his mouth as he relaxes. He looks at his own tattoos and smiles. “I'll never forget either of you... Like I said, Nellyn and I will have to get matching tattoos when we meet again and you, Kendyn, will be the artist once more.” He raises the boys left pit, kissing it and licking all around.


Kendyn can't help but moan as Drew licks. The young demon shivers, goosebumps forming on his chest. Nellyn grins and raises his brother's other arm and licks his right pit, slowly sucking and licking.


As he licks his brother, he looks across Kendyn's chest to Drew. He winks at his friend. Nellyn's hand slides down over Kendyn's tummy, to his legs, stroking the inside of his thighs. He and Drew see Kendyn's fundoshi bulge and rise.


“Would you feel better if the two of us got you off? I know I would...” Drew takes off Kendyn's fundoshi, spitting into his hand and masturbating the erect four inches in his palm with a firm grip. He sucks on his left nipple as he strokes him while Nellyn moves from sucking one armpit to the other nipple. “I'm gonna miss doing stuff like this with both of you. I hope my husband forgives me. If not, he might want to fuck the three of us hard and brutally with his nine-incher.”


Nellyn looks up from Kendyn's wet and glistening nipple. “Tell him I dare him to fuck me hard and brutally. I'll wear him out!” Nellyn laughs as Kendyn pulls him down on his chest.


“Less talk...more sucking and licking. uhhh.” Kendyn writhes and moans at the attentions and tongues of his friend and his brother. His dick, four inches and smooth, twitches in Drew's hand. His hips buck up to meet Drew's stroke. “So good...ungh.”


Drew and Nellyn kiss before the two of them switch jobs with the older brother stroking him and the dark haired demon kissing and licking all over the young demons body. His own erection throbs in his fundoshi with a spot of pre-cum leaking through the fabric as he humps his friends thigh. They kiss softly, Drew rubbing both of nipples before returning to suck on them. 


Kendyn moans. His tail swishes back and forth, the very tip twitching more and more as he comes closer and closer to orgasm. He cries out. “Stop! Stop!” He raises on his elbows. “One of you suck me, please. Drew, suck me. Nellie, let me suck yours. Please. “


Nellyn looks at his brother. He hesitates a moment, until Kendyn holds a hand to him and again asks for the older brother's dick. The younger demon's eyes are wide with want and need. Nellyn nods and removes his fundoshi. Kendyn immediately licks his lips and watches intently. Nell swings a leg over his brother's chest, straddling him. As he lowers his hips, bringing his cock to Kendyn's mouth, the younger demon lays back, running his hands over his brother's chest and stomach and pulling on Nellyn's cock. Kendyn opens his mouth and lets Nellyn slide himself inside. Both brothers moan.


“But if I go down on a dick as hot as yours, I might not come back up.” Drew licks his lips, fixes his hair and crawls in between the boys legs before dropping a load of spit on the head. It leaks down his sack, which he licks as his tongue works its way up to the tip. He begins sucking him off while rubbing one finger along his crack. His tongue spreads all around the bottom shaft and works like a machine on him.


Drew can glance up and see Nellyn fucking his brother's mouth. Nellyn's ass, tight and shapely, clenches as Kendyn kneads and squeezes his cheeks. The older brother's cock, six inches and beautiful, disappears into Kendyn's mouth only to reappear, wet and glistening in the candlelight, a moment later. Nellyn slides his cock into his brother's mouth, holding it there with his balls, tight and smooth, resting on the younger demon's chin. Nelly pulls back slowly, Kendyn raising his head to keep the dick in his mouth a few seconds longer.


Kendyn's hips buck up, thrusting his smaller cock, into Drew's mouth. As Drew works on him, Kendyn spreads his legs and raises his heels into the air. His cheeks relax and Drew can see his hole. The hole relaxes and tightens repeatedly. Kendyn gently places a hand on top of Drew's head, careful of his horns, and pushes him down towards his hole.


“If I may...” Drew pulls off, pushing Kendyn's legs by the kneecaps forward for the boy to hold. He spreads the cheeks out and doesn't even spend the time to examine or admire his hairless ass and pink hole. No, Drew's too hungry to rim him to do that. His tongue dives as deep as it can inside of him, maybe two inches at most. He's relieved to know that he's very clean down there, which allows him the pleasure to spend as much time as he'd like rimming, licking and probing around and into the hole with his tongue. Eventually, he feels the muscles starting to relax, which signals for him that it's ok to insert two fingers. They ran out of grease a few nights ago, so he's careful and slow when pressing them into him. His fingers twist and press against Kendyn's prostate before coming out halfway and in again. “I can't fuck you without lube. It'll hurt too much. Is this ok?”


Kendyn pushes against his brother pubis, removing the cock from his mouth. Breathless, the boy begs. “No, fuck me, Drew. Please. Fuck me now!” Kendyn almost whines for it, He holds his knees, his legs spread and his hole relaxed and open. “Please, Drew. . .” Kendyn's lower lip pouts and he opens his eyes wide, blinking slowly and pleadingly. His pouty face.


Nellyn shifts himself to one side, slowly rubbing his cock against Kendyn's cheek. “He wants it. If you go slowly, it should work.” Nellyn shrugs. “I've fucked him without lube.”


He worries, looking down at the size of his six inch erection, which seems the exact same size and girth as Nellyn's. It's not that he doesn't trust his judgment - he's just not used to taking his time or being slow about sex. Drew moves him higher up in the air for a better angle and lets Kendyn's feet press against his shoulders as he positions himself. He uses generous amounts of spit on his cock as he presses the head into him. For each inch, another web of spit is added. Drew moves the boys feet up higher until his legs are over his shoulders, leans in and begins to fuck him with slow, simple thrusts. Despite the fact that Kendyn bottoms almost every other day, his ass is somehow still tight as ever, warm and enticing as ever. “Holy fuck, Kendyn. Are you tightening up on it or are you always this naturally tight? It won't take me long.”


Kendyn holds his brother's dick and runs his thumb over the head, smearing precum over the head. “Mmmm...that feel wonderfullll. . .I'm naturally tight.” He grins down at Drew. “I'm lucky that way. No matter how much Nelly fucks me, I stay tight. I'm nice and tight, right Drew? I feel good?”


As Kendyn explains to Drew, Nellyn lays down along his brother's right side. His cock rests against his brother's soft, smooth cheek. He takes Kendyn into his mouth, slowly sliding along his brother's smaller dick, savoring the taste of him. Once he's finished talking, Kendyn turns his head and takes his brother's six inch cock deep into his mouth. He moans and almost whimpers as he sucks, is sucked, and is fucked.


The sweaty brown haired Demon bites his lips and begins picking up his pace before realizing that he might be going too fast. Kendyn's expression seems a bit pained for a moment, but the enjoyment is noticeable too. He continues wiping at his face and pumping into him, moaning like crazy as he looks down and watches the two brothers please each other. Without picking up speed, he warns. “I'm gonna cum now.” Kendyn's tail is in front of his face, which he kisses and licks as his jets of cum fill the boy up. Eight heavy spurts, creamy and spilling onto his own sack as he pulls out. Drew quickly licks some of the mess up that comes out of the boys hole, stands up and drools it down into Kendyn's mouth while he's still standing and jacking off.


Kendyn catches the cum in his mouth and smiles. “Mmmm...delicious.” He strokes Nellyn's hair. “Your turn, big brother. Fuck me harder.” As Nellyn shifts into position, sucking on his brother's toes before placing his feet on his shoulders, Kendyn opens his mouth wide. “Let me clean your cock now, Drew.” He sticks his tongue out and wiggles the tip at Drew.


Nelly slides his dick into his brother easily. Drew's cum acts as a lubricant and their fucking has relaxed the younger demon's enough to allow easy entry. As he pushes deeper, Nellyn moans as he encounters Kendyn's tighter, deeper hole. Soon, he's pumping into his brother. Sweat drips from his nose and chin and rivulets of sweat mark his chest and stomach. “Fuck, Kendyn...I just wanted to cuddle and hold you...” He moans. “You're right thought, this is better. Uhh, yeah...”


Drew uses a cloth to wipe off his dick before laying down beside Kendyn. The two of them stroke each other as they trade tongue and kisses. He stops and smiles to admire the boys hair, his horns, the tail, all his smooth skin. God, you're both so beautiful. Drew lathers him with kisses and hickeys. “Cum for us, Kendyn.”


Kendyn nods. “Help me.” He takes Drew's hand and guides it down to his twitching four inches. As Drew strokes him, Kendyn pulls and squeezes his balls. He moans and groans, his whole body twitching. He rests his face against Drew's shoulder, sucking and licking passionately. He bites gently, almost teasingly, until he cries out. “Aagghh!” His dick twitches in Drew's hand and thin steam of nearly clear cum shoots from his dick, landing and pooling above and in his belly button. His load is small, three ropes, spraying over his tummy as well as coating Drew's hand.


Hearing Kendyn's cry, and seeing his brother cum, combined with the hot, tight hole lubed with Drew's cum, is too much for Nellyn. His eyes widen and he grunts. His hips jerk as he cums inside Kendyn. He pulls out quickly, stroking his cock and shooting the final dregs of his ejaculate onto Kendyn's stomach.


Nellyn and Drew both descend on Kendyn's midsection. They both lick eagerly, cleaning their young partner. Once the cum has been licked up, the two older demons exchange kisses, swapping the cum back and forth. The lay down with Kendyn between them, each of them kissing the young boy and giving him a taste of mixed brotherly cum. The boy sighs happily when they finish. “I liked that...I wish I was bigger so I could fuck you guys.” He looks at Drew, playing with Drew's brown hair. “Your husband has nine inches? That must be wonderful! Do you think he'll like me enough to fuck me?”


“I'm sure he would. He'd fuck ten times a day if he had the time and I know that he used to get around a lot with others. Boys, girls, men and women. All species, anthro, demon, human, mages, you name it. He could write a novel about all the sex he's had.” Drew laughs. The boy ties on his fundoshi and kisses the head of Kendyn's dick before standing up and stretching. “It'll get bigger as you get older. Probably your brothers size. I don't know. Even if it didn't, I still think it fits your body perfectly.” Drew sighs and looks out of the window. “Fuck. We need to get you going soon. Looks like they're about to start loading up the last group. Some of the armies are gathered outside as well. Is there going to be a battle tonight? I thought we'd wait until morning.”


Nellyn jumps up and moves to the window. His tail jerks behind his shoulders. He watches for a moment. “Damn. Something must be happening.”


Before he can turn and dress, there's a pounding on the front door. He grabs his fundoshi, wrapping it as he walks to answer the knocking. Kendyn looks at Drew, his eyes wide and worried. He rises and wraps his own fundoshi as he follows his brother.


An older, much taller and built demon urgently speaks with Nellyn. “The anthro tribe that you requested to spy on the Cruiberg's came back. They have word that they'll move out within three hours, giving us five or six before the lands are under attack. The ship for E'hbel will also be deporting in ten minutes, so you might want to hurry up and tell your brother goodbye now.”


Drew hugs Kendyn as they stand back and listen in on the conversation. The inevitable dread and horror is close.


Nellyn nods. “Thank you, Cadal. Make sure everyone who is supposed to be on those boats is on them. I'll. . .I'll be along presently.” The larger demon nods and hustles into the deepening gloom. Nellyn shuts the door and turns back to his brother and friend. “You heard. Get your things, Kenny. Drew, you can still change your mind and leave with the boats.”


Kendyn's chin and lower lip tremble. He nods and quickly returns to his room. He cries softly. Nellyn begins dressing. He looks towards the room where Kendyn is gathering his thing. His own eyes are heavy with tears. He shakes his head and takes deep breaths. “I can't, Drew. Can you. . . help him?”


“Yes, of course.” Drew walks into Kendyn's room and helps him pack what little is left in there. Once they finish, Drew hugs him silently and rocks him in his arms. Remember, your older sister is waiting for you too. “Don't you want to surprise her with that tea recipe I showed you? Come on...” He opens the door for him, grabs a hooded black robe and walks with him out of the front door and into the moonlight. All three boys walk the path from one large branch to the stairs. Once at the bottom, Drew paces around and takes in the scene of everything. Groups of warriors are scattered about and waiting for direction, while to the opposite of them is the boat that would allow all of them protection. However, they choose to fight for what's left in Varn Ra. 


Cormac hastens down the gangplank and to the boys. He wipes sweat from his brow. The rotund demon breathes heavily. “You've heard, of course. We can't take a chance at being caught on the beach, Nellyn. We have to go soon. Now.”


Nellyn nods and begins barking orders to the Varn Ra demons nearby. He urges those who have chosen to stay to reconsider. An older demon approaches him. “Nellyn, we were born here and we have decided to die here. We will die at the hands of the Cruiberg as we are in prayer. Prayer for our people and theirs. But there is no need for you and your men to stay and fight. You cannot save us. We have accepted our deaths.” The older demon, tall and straight, has horns cracked with age, horns that spiral around his head. His hair is gray and his carries his tail in his arms. 


“Your faith command you to stay. Mine commands me to fight.” The old demon nods. He takes Nellyn by the shoulders and holds him for a moment.


The old one turns to Kendyn. He hands him a pendant, carved of stone and hanging from a silver chain. “My grandson is in E'hbel already. You are our Keeper of Lore now, Kendyn. Please make sure he gets this and that he know my last thoughts are of him.” Kendyn nods as he takes the pendant. He and the old demon wipe tears from the faces. “Now, get on that damned boat and save yourself.” The old man heads for a small group of demons. There are those who will wait for the enemy and die at their hands without resisting.


Nellyn moves to Kendyn and takes him in his arms. They hold each other tightly, their tails intertwining. Nellyn holds his brother at arms length and tries to smile. “Don't forget me. Don't forget them.” He points to the pacifists. “Or my men. Tell our story so that we won't be forgotten.”


Kendyn wipes his eyes and nose and nods. He coughs and stands straight. “No one will forget, brother. I'll make sure.”


The pair embrace once more, pulling Drew in with them. Kendyn whispers. “I love you both.” He pulls away and darts past Cormac up the walkway and onto the ship. He looks back once and waves. Then, he disappears below decks.


Drew comforts Nellyn, hugging and letting him cry into his shoulder if he must, while he remains cold and without emotion. After the leader finishes crying, Drew speaks in a timbre, cruel voice. “This is it. We're at the point of no return. All that's left is to kill everything that comes towards us.” He takes two steps back. “I'm going northeast. That's where I'll find him. I know it, I just know... And if you survive, I'd recommend that you do the same. Lay low if you have to.” He forms a fire in the palm of his hand. “For a while I was scared of my power. It seems to grow stronger every time that I use it, more uncontrollable. Sure, the curse from the dark mage might be lifted, but I still feel as if this evil lingers inside of me. Now I realize that I need that evil again. I must consume myself in its power and eviscerate a path to my love.” Drew clenches his fist and the flame vanishes. “This is goodbye, dear friend. I love you and always will. You're my brother...”


“Evil abides in us all, brother.” Nellyn smiles. “Look for me at winter's first snow. If I don't come, remember me with fondness. As I will remember you, Drew. My friend. My brother. Fare well, and be careful.” Nellyn reaches out, running the back of his hand over Drew's cheek. His thumb traces Drew's lips. “I would have liked to have met your husband.” His eyes fill with tears. “Go. I have a massacre to attend.”


“You'll meet him.” Drew sniffs and wipes the tears from his face. “Please. Remember, we still have to get those matching tattoos.” As he turns away, the sadness and destructive pain crushes him. He walks fast in an aimless direction. In his mind, it could be just as dangerous as staying here, but it doesn't matter anymore. With no weapon in hand, he only trusts that his powers will be strong enough to lead him through the forests unharmed.


Nellyn stands still. He watches Drew as the unarmed demon takes his small pack of food, water, and extra clothes and leaves the village. Sighing, Nelly turns and heads for the Temple. He glances at the shoreline. The last ship is slowly moving away from the dock. “Everyone I love is gone.” His voice is low and sad. He moves into the Temple to finalize the plans for the coming battle.


Kendyn kneels at the gunnel. He watches as Drew and his brother say their good-byes. Watches as his brother, his lover, heads into the temple. He briefly contemplates jumping into the waters and swimming back to Nellyn, staying with him and fighting. But, the young demon knows that he can't fight and would only be a burden to Nellyn and his warriors. He slumps to the deck, pulling his knees to his chest and wrapping his arms around them.


Cormac approaches Kendyn. He looks down at the boy. “It's hard, I know. But there's people below decks asking for you. They need you, Kendyn.”


Slowly, Kendyn rises. He heads below decks to tend to his people. His people. The weight of his new responsibilities settles on his shoulders as he descends that stair.


Back on the land, Drew emerges into the forest and lets his senses guide the way. It wasn't until his first battle that he realized that he could sense when others are close more than other demons. Now he knows how best to plan an attack if there's no other choice. When he looks back he imagines seeing Nellyn's face, but all that's there are the trees and reptiles crawling up them. He dawns his hood and ventures, clearing his mind of all worries as the numbness of emotion sets in.


Soldiers gather around Nellyn and kneel before him, awaiting his battle plans. Others are outside. Overall, the final forces make up nearly four hundred demons and two hundred anthros. For all they know, thousands could be moving in to take their land, and yet they remain hopeful with hearts as strong as any other. No demons have felt loss like they have now. In this, they find pride and strength through their unrivaled bravery.


Nellyn ties his hair in a tight braid behind his head. He speaks loudly so that all may hear. Even the pacifists listen. “I'll send out more scouts presently. The plan, such as it is, may change once we know how many we're facing. Simply, the prayerful shall kneel at our prayer stone in the center of the village and pray. We will disperse in small groups. When the Cruiberg approach, we will harry them from distance with arrow, spear, and our fire. Once they reach the village, we use the cover of the buildings to harry them further.” He begins to pace, his hands clasped tightly together at his back. “The homes closest to their projected line of attack have been trapped. Set with different sorts of snares and traps to wound and kill. After the first few houses, I expect they'll slow and be more cautious. This gives us more chances to nip at their flanks. He stops and looks out at the demons and anthros. We will lose this battle. This village will be taken and razed to the ground. Our prayerful will be slaughtered. We will be slaughtered. But, we will not sell our lives cheaply. Every Cruiberg we kill here today is one less to attack E'hbel. Everyone that we wound slows them down that much more. That's our goal. Dart in and out. When we have an advantage press it, and when it's gone, retreat to look for another chance.”


His warriors, men and women, demon and anthro, watch and listen without comment. Their eyes are grim and determined as Nellyn continues. “Once they reach the prayerful....What they'll will be horrible. They'll try to draw us into a stand up fight. If they do, we die. And quickly. We hit them where we can without suffering our own losses. When the prayerful are gone, when they reach the temple, when I fall. When any of those happen, you may retreat. Move out on your own or in small groups. Or stay and fight to the end. That's up to each of you. Cormac and his people have left small crates and stores of food and medicine along the shore of the lake. Make for those. Or south for Harath, west for Aigua. Stay alive and fight when you can. Kill their scouts and couriers. Scatter their horses. Kill their sentries at night. And then melt into the forest. Make them spend time and manpower and blood for every one of us. That will give time to E'hbel and our allies to join their forces together and scour this world of the Cruiberg infection. As I said, not much of a plan.” He grins at the force. “Make peace with the gods and each other.”


Everyone speaks loud and freely, but quickly gets to work with what needs to be done. All of the vantage points from up high are set with hundreds of arrows - more than they'll even be able to use. Those up high carve them sharp and weapons aside. Other on the low ground form even more traps, including holes from inside of the ground with spikes inside of them and parts of the forest with wires that trigger violent traps. Cruiberg has encountered them all before, but when there's a thousand warriors rushing in there's no stopping those kind of simple tricks.


Nellyn takes an hour to pray in the temple with the high lord. The older man blesses him in flames that go through his clothes and body, not harming him. “The Lord of Light blesses you with all sacred energy that has come into this temple. You now possess the bluest of all flames in our land. You're among the Gods in terms of strength now. All that's left is for you to wield it.” He stands and urges the boy across from him to rise. With a single hand motion, the leader feels waves of energy rush into him. “If you feel as if you are to perish, call out for Lilian's name, the fourth daughter of our God. She will protect you with her emerald shield. There's only so much strength that I can bestow to you from here. We're not warriors, Nellyn.” He sighs and walks with him upstairs and out to the temple, rubbing his bare feet into the sand. “Now my sacred home will be loaded with traps and every limb from my body will be skinned and razed to pieces. But I don't fear them. Go. Be with your warriors.”


Nellyn looks at the High Lord. He grins and nods. “Nor do I fear them. The pain that they may inflict is but a moment in my eternal flame. Be with your people, Lord. Tell them that we stay willingly and our deaths are not their burden.” Nellyn turns and heads for his command tent.


Nellyn issues orders. Pickets are set a mile out from their first trap-lines. Scouts are sent further to find the Cruiberg and number them. Traps and preparations are inspected again and again. Warriors make their prayers, alone and in small groups. Mated pairs and friends make their plans to fight and die together. Other's place packs opposite the expected route of the enemy. Packs of supplies to snatched up as warriors escape to wage a different kind of war. Soon, all that's left is to wait.


Nellyn sits, crosslegged with his back straight. He sips coffee as his katana rests on his knees. Those who sit with him meditate or talk quietly of the signs of spring.


There's nearly a hundred trees, holding two to four homes each within them. Soldiers await on all of them with the high ground. For the first hour, many of them meditate and pray, but eventually prepare their minds for their last stand. More than a thousand homes stretch across all of Varn Ra's beach and many more remain in the woods, which are emptied and filled with traps themselves.


Upon the fourth hour of waiting, everyone from the beach notices streams of fire rising from high above the forest and into the starry night sky. They can hear the clashing of forces, of weapons and screaming and nature exploding from bolts of fire. Nellyn stands. All others stand with him. “They're only a mile away. Every arrow will be lit with fire! If it doesn't pierce through their heart, it will burn their flesh! Show no mercy!”


In the center of the village, just outside the Temple, the Prayerful sit in a large circle with the High Lord at the very center. They face outward as they clasp hands and begin to sing. Their song is known to all. It is the funerary dirge for their people. It is their own dirge. For themselves and for the warriors around them.


Nellyn stands and finishes his coffee. He carefully wipes his cup clean, wrapping it in soft cloth and securing it in his hip pouch. One of his companions, a young demon scarcely older than Kendyn points at the pouch. “Why are you doing that, sir?”


Nellyn looks at the pouch and then at the boy. “Why? So I can have coffee after we've won, of course.” He grins and tousles the boy's hair. “Stay close and stay low and we'll drink together.” The boy smiles and nods.


His bodyguards in tow, Nellyn move towards the flames. They're getting closer, rapidly approaching the outermost hometrees. He strains his eyes, looking into the woods and the glow beyond. A figure emerges, sprint toward the village. It's a demon, one of their scouts. Nellyn moves to intercept. The demon sees him and runs to him.


Ash and soot cover her face and clothing. Sweat drenches her, creating clear traces where it's run down her cheeks. She has a number of small cuts and her sword is bloody. Nellyn hands her a waterskin and she drinks deeply. He urges her. “What did you see? Can you tell how many? Afoot? Mounted?”


“Both! Too many to count. It's reckoned to be about almost three thousand.” 


Other demons and anthros run forth to them. 


“So what? Maybe a thousand of us total against their three thousand of more? We can take them. A female soldier to the right of Nellyn answers.”


“They'll have even more coming for us in the morning if we defeat them.” Nellyn spits. “If we win this we can't risk staying behind. There won't be anything left to build from. We'll have to fight alone and from the trees or in holes and caves. That'll be our war against them.”


An arrow darts towards Nellyn and he catches it with his left hand before it can pierce the older boy to his left. He begins stepping back. “Shit! Here it comes! The archers better be fucking ready!”


A small group of Cruiberg emerge from the woods. Maybe thirty men and woman, lightly armored in a loose formation. Their leader points at Nellyn's group and his people begin to knock arrows and draw back. In a flash, Nellyn sprints to his right, trusting his companions to follow. The Cruiberg loosen their arrows. Most miss as Nellyn and his people dodge and weave, but some strike home. Three demons are wounded in the volley, none seriously.


Some of the Cruiberg archers draw axes and shields and stand to the front of their comrades. Nellyn comments to no one in particular. They're trained, experienced. Sacrificing their killing power to protect themselves from attackers closing in. “C'mon, Mardin. Now would be good!”


Suddenly, from the darkness of the treetops, arrows rain upon the Cruiberg. Scores of arrows land among them. It seems as if every demon who can fire a bow has let loose upon them. Many of them, even several of their shieldmen, fall to the ground. Their leader quickly signals for them to withdraw, an arrow piercing his left leg. As they move back, leaving their dead but struggling to drag their wounded, another wave flies from the night.


These arrows are concentrated on those helping their wounded fellows. Perhaps ten Cruiberg escape to the trees. The rest lay dead or wounded. Nellyn knows that his archers could finish off the survivors, but won't.


A second group of Cruiberg appear. These take a moment to form into a tighter grouping. They move forward at the urging of the archer commander. As they reach the Cruiberg wound, flights of arrows rain down. Their shields offer some protection, but the arrows come the front and sides, from high and from even. Several of the new arrivals fall, but they are able to drag many of the wound back under the cover of the trees. Nellyn smiles. HIs smile vanishes as he hears hoofbeats approaching.


Nellyn knocks one of his men on the shoulder. “We blast those men right off of their fucking horses when they come in. Alright?” A few demons nod and pierce the ground with their blades. 


Cruiberg's on horseback ride viciously from out of the forest and into land. Some ride with arrows and immediately lock their eyes on archers. Others rush as fast as they possibly can in a scattered motion towards other soldiers, hammering them down and slashing others apart with their massive swords. Bolts of fire roar like twisters at the men and knock some of them off. In a matter of minutes, the Cruiberg's swarm like ants into the villages and around the homes, taking shelter where they can and hiding in plain sight.


The horsemen are the first drops of the flood. Cruiberg begin streaming into the village. More archers, more horsemen, heavily armored men and foot with huge axes and swords. Commanders sit astride huge warhorses, bellowing commands and bringing a sort of order to the Cruiberg advance. Soon, the demons closest to the forest are overrun or forced back. Several of the great hometrees have their bases drenched in oil and are set alight. Those demons and anthros that can, leap to safety in nearby trees. Some of those who attempt the leap, are pierced with arrows and fall screaming to the ground. Cruiberg warriors in lighter armor dash to the demons as they hit the ground and gleefully hack and chop them to bits. Nellyn can see their smiles, their white teeth against their soot and blood covered faces.


The demon and anthro arches fire back constantly, arrow after arrow. They target the enemy archers and fire teams as they move their oil to the hometrees.  A large explosion sounds behind the Cruiberg front and Nellyn can make out a large wagon, loaded heavy with kegs and casks of oil, exploding and burning fitfully. He notes that the oxen pulling the wagon lay dead in front of it, eyes pierced with arrows. He grins and nods, thinking to himself. “Good. Kill the beasts quick, immobilize the wagon, then detonate it. Mercy for the oxen, flaming death for the Cruiberg.”


A motion to his right catches Nellyn's attention. A group of horsemen head towards him. His men scatter, standing and waiting. As the horsemen close, several of the demons raise their arms and concentrate. Fire erupts from the ground in front of the horses. The mounts startle. Some riders struggle to regain control. Others are thrown through the flames, landing heavily. Nellyn whisks among them. He is a blur to man and demon as he slices and cuts at the dismounted and confused Cruiberg. To him, he moves normally, and the Cruiberg and his own people stand frozen. Even the flames move slowly, almost hypnotically. He slits throats, leaving the Cruiberg to spray their life's blood on the grasses of Varn Ra. In an instant, he's among those struggling to control their mounts. His men charge forth to join him as he cuts and stabs at the mounted human.


The three thousand men mentioned come as no joke, in just fifteen minutes of the battle beginning, more than two thousand have made their way to the beaches of Varn Ra and have begun their ambush. Although their fire remains constant and every demon and anthro warrior get their own turn to catch blood, the Cruiberg's show no fear.


Many of the high trees come tumbling down as they're pulled by the weight of dark mages using their magic. Those that fall with them prepare for it and jump off, piercing the faces of however they land on. Death is met with more death. Explosions are met with larger ones. Finally, the real battle begins.


The beach has been flooded with soldiers fighting and killing, giving no room for someone to flee or catch their breath. Nellyn moves from one group of his people to the other, supporting whoever he can in the battles, even jumping on top of roofs to cast orders for others. From up high of a priestesses home he can see those that were once gathered in prayer slaughtered - every limb removed, daggers and arrows driven into bone, all of the bodies unrecognizable. He grits his teeth and looks behind him. He can still make it to the forest and possibly fight his way through to some sort of safety for at least a few hours, but he has to act now. The leader notices those that flee and those that decide to fight to their death. Again, his eyes look for the second sign of their loss. The temple is in flames, which means it had to have been flooded with Cruiberg's before it exploded. The boy kneels and prays that he will be reunited with his brother again, exhales deeply and sets his sight to the woods. “This is it. I'll show them what the High Lord bestowed in me.”


Dozens of Cruiberg's surround a set of homes and mutilate the corpses at their feet to kill time, bored of the mayhem they've caused. They're too stupid and drunk with blood to see Nellyn coming down. Blue flames shower outwards from Nellyn as his feet touch the ground. He unsheathes his blade and immediately kills eight. The others reach for their weapons and feel fear for the first time in months. They're dead before they can even attempt to block him.


Scanning the battlefield, Nellyn sees carnage. His men and women, his friends, are steadily overwhelmed. Individuals and small groups fight and kill those Cruiberg that they can. Then they're torn down and mutilated, the battle lust of the enemy driving them to chop and hack demons long after they're dead.


Amidst the blood and smoke and death, Nellyn also sees demons killing Cruiberg and then disengaging. Singly, or in twos and threes, they kill to create an opening and dart into the woods or along the beach.


Nellyn still feels the power of the High Lord's prayer coursing through his veins. He won't withdraw, not just yet. Not when he has that power and Cruiberg remain to be killed.


He sees a group of five demons, fighting close together and trying to make the forest. They're engaged against a larger group of heavily armored warriors. Ducking low, Nellyn heads for the demons, watching as a demon he'd known all of his life is cut down.


The remaining four are hard pressed. Somehow, Nellyn knows when he's close enough and he raises a hand to the sky, palm up and fingers splayed open. He closes his upraised hand into a fist as he utters a cry of pain and anger. A half dozen of the Cruiberg begin to shake and in a second, screaming in pain, the humans explode. 


They burst from inside, their internal organs on fire even before the skin ruptures and splits. The other Cruiberg are stunned by the sound, the sight, and the smell. That's the opening the four remaining demons need. Their swords and knives dance in their hands and more Cruiberg fall, clutching their throats or trying  to hold their guts inside themselves as they threaten to spill out.


The four break for the trees, one of them wounded and being half-carried by her fellows. The youngest of them, the boy from the tea cup earlier, covers their retreat. He waves at Nellyn and beckons him to follow. Nellyn smiles and waves back, turning to the burning village.


The power is still there, within him. He moves quickly to a small knot of Cruiberg who surround a badly wounded demon. She tries to fight, despite her wounds, but the human taunt and torment her.


Nellyn does all that he can to save every demon that he comes by that isn't missing a limb or severely injured. He jumps down to dart and cut the throats those surrounding the woman, then carries her while anthros guard him. They're quickly shot down by arrows, but give him enough time to get her closer to the forest before he returns on his path. He does this for an entire hour and has more than enough times to escape, but refuses. Just as he's about to stop at the trees to let another person go, this time a child, a warrior in huge armor rides towards them and hits the boy off with his gauntlet fist. “Go! Go go go!” Nellyn even kicks at the boy to run as the man jumps down from his horse, unsheathing a blade the size of the young demon. The man wears shiny black armor that fits his massive body tightly. Bits and chunks of flesh and blood remain glued to it.


“I'm sick of seeing your face and body. No cuts or bruises. How is it that nobody can touch you?” He rushes forward and slams his sword down hard, rattling the ground around them. Nellyn parries and tries to cut the mans foot with his sword, but the katana shatters instantly. The soldier elbows him hard in the face and knocks him fifteen feet away and into the air. “You're their leader, aren't you? I'm their leader as well. It will be an honor to kill you. If you put up a good fight I'll bury you myself, but if I have you dead in the next minute I'll make sure to make an example of you. Don't disappoint me!” The sword clashes down again, almost chopping Nellyn right in half. The demon is quick to roll over and rush away, picking up his damaged blade.


Nellyn casts his eyes around the battlefield. He and the enemy commander are alone. The nearest group of Cruiberg warriors are facing off against a pair of demons that he knows well. Two males, one tall and incredibly strong, the other smaller but still imposing and powerful, fight together. They guard each other's back, anticipating each other's moves like the husbands they are. They've drawn the focus, leaving Nellyn and his adversary to face each other.


The demon punches a hand into the air, towards the human leader, summoning forth the fire to burst his enemy. His effort fails and the human laughs.


“Your fires won't work of me. Our mages have seen to that.” He moves forward, swinging at Nellyn.


Nellyn dodges the sword, but the armored warrior smashes a mailed fist into Nellyn's side. Nellyn is knocked to the ground, rolling with the blow to bounce up to his feet again. His ribs ache, bruised but not broken. The human moves closer.


Pulling his long, curved dagger, Nellyn darts in, trying to strike at his opponent's knees or under his arms, areas where the armor provides little or no protection. The big man is fast, even in his metal skin, avoiding Nellyn's attacks and counter-striking with his sword.


The pair fight like this for what seems like hours. Striking and counter striking, dodging, feinting. Nellyn avoids his enemy's blows, but his own attacks are mostly blocked and those that get through are nicks and shallow cuts that the Cruiberg seems to shrug off. Trying a new tactic, Nellyn leaps through the air, planning to land behind the man and slicing the back of his knees. The man's hand lashes out, finding Nellyn's long braided hair. He pulls hard, snapping Nellyn backward. Hitting the ground hard, Nellyn feels the air forced from his lungs as his back screams in pain.


The human raises his sword high. Nellyn tries to scramble back, but his body howls in protest and he feels as if he's moving through deep, sucking mud. He raises what's left of his katana to meet the huge sword coming down for him. The blades meet with the loud clang of clashing steel. The demon is barely able to hold the human's blade away from his body. The human leans on his blade, slowly forcing Nellyn's block down. Nellyn's arms burn at the effort. He can see the rising sunlight glinting off the blade as it come closer and closer.


The human screams and twists to Nellyn's right. He reaches for his leg as Nellyn scrambles away. The young boy who Nellyn told to run has not run. He stands, the broken blade of Nellyn's katana in his hand. The tip is stained red with the blood of the Cruiberg leader. The man clutches at the back of his leg, where the boy has sliced deeply.


Nelyn summons his strength, the strength of the High Lord once more and leaps atop the human. In a reversal of their positions, Nellyn tries to drive his dagger down into the man's chest. The man holds the demon at bay, blocking with his own sword.


Suddenly, the boy darts in. Holding the broken katana blade in his hands, bleeding as the clutch the sharp makeshift weapon, he dashes in. Without hesitation, he slides the blade through the eye slits in the man's helmet. The Cruiberg screams in pain and an instant later is silenced as the boy pushes the blade deep, through the man's eye into his brain. The boy pulls his blade out slowly. He still clutches it tightly, even as it cuts into his own hands.


Nellyn slides off the dead commander, kneeling next to the boy. He hears a cry, turning to see three Cruiberg bearing down on the boy and him. He raises his hand, calling forth fire. The three erupt into flames, their battle cries becoming screams of agony. And like that, Nellyn feels the power of the High Lord is gone. Used up in the battle.


He looks around, suddenly exhausted. Most of the village is aflame. Treehomes burn in the morning sun. There are still scattered sounds of battle, but they are on the other side of the village. Nellyn looks at the boy. He takes the boys hand, feeling the warmth of his blood. “Come on. We're done here.”


Nellyn and the young demon make their way into the forest, pausing just long enough to retrieve one of the preplaced bags of supplies. Nellyn looks back one last time. The village is nearly all in flames. The Cruiberg move from building to building, looting and destroying. They parade the bodies of the dead as trophies.


One of the great treehomes cracks amidst the flames the engulf it and falls, slowly, to the ground. Nellyn and the boy disappear into the woods.


Varn Ra has fallen.


A new day arises in the false glimmer of sunrise. Drew wakes up from rest in the middle of an open pasture and upon a hill. Farms and anthro homes are below it, unscathed, but with nobody residing in them either. He can see the smoke clouds from fifteen miles away coming from Varn Ra. Must have passed out after using so much power. He sits up and reaches in his thin silk cloak for a dagger tucked to the side of his fundoshi. “That's right...” He remembers what had happened. At least thirty Cruiberg were chasing him for what seemed like forever until he finally decided to counter attack.


Drew brushes the gunk out of his eyes and paces around, seeing the tops of heads coming into view as they rush up the hill. Within seconds, he finds himself completely surrounded with no escape by Cruiberg soldiers, all of them armed to the teeth. “Fuck. You have to be kidding me...” He counts them, guessing that there's about forty. An older man in a gray cloak approaches to the front with a wooden staff. Drew immediately knows what he is - a dark mage. Luckily, his powers seem to be back at full energy and he can sense every last one of the soldiers souls. 'I can kill ten of them immediately' He debates his strategy. 'The shock will give me enough time to use some of the tricks I learned from Nellyn. Use my sword to cut down as many as possible, hold back on my powers for as long as I can...' His eyes glare at the dark mage and tries to see into him. Fore some reason he can't find his soul, meaning that he wouldn't be able to use the instant kill technique on him.


The Dark Mage stops. He spreads his arms for an instant and the soldiers halt their advance. He stares at Drew, his arms calmly folded around his staff. He calls out to Drew. “One moment, demon, and we shall begin, if you please.” He whispers something to a man next to him. The man nods and retreats down the hill. The mage turns back to Drew. “Would you care to surrender or do you insist upon fighting?”


Drew pulls down his hood. A sparse gust of wind breezes by in the silent air. “You will be the last that I kill.” He cracks his knuckles and grins at him. “Pray. All of you.”


The Dark Mage bows slightly. “I thank you for that courtesy. But you can't kill me.” He bows again and turns, heading down the hill. “Commander, you may begin.”


A warrior raises a gleaming axe above his head. The morning sun glints and shines off of the blade. He brings the axe down and the Cruiberg surge forward, charging to see which will be the one to kill the young demon.


As they charge, Drew can see beyond their line. The Dark Mage is sitting. A younger Dark Mage, obvious in his gray robes, stands nearby, as do a pair of shackled and chained slaves. A young child sits on the elder Dark Mage's lap, watching the battle as the old man bounces the child and points at Drew.


Ear-piercing explosions of shattered bones and exploding intestines stop the other behind the first group from running in towards Drew. Their eye sight and helmets are blinded by the blood. Ten soldiers have been blown apart and torn in half from the inside out with steam rising from their corpses. Drew grabs his side and bites his tongue. His first attack has already weakened him. Meanwhile, the dark mage remains stunned and excited. Once the others realize what has happened they prepare to charge in again.


Streams of fire bolt through the ground and ignite the bodies that Drew has eviscerated with one single attack. He swings his hand and the flames form a heavy smoke screen that nobody can see through. Drew takes out the dagger and quietly chants a spell Nellyn taught him - the 'shadow walk' technique. Still able to sense their energy and souls, Drew speeds through them while they seem to remain still. He cuts the throats of all soldiers from behind him, taking out another eight before the smoke begins to fade. Two soldiers counterattack and swing at him. He ducks, pulls off his cloak and lets it fly into one man, blinding him and allowing the other soldier to kill his own man. Drew laughs as he reaches for the sword of a dead knight and uses it to kill two more.


The remaining soldiers circle cautiously around Drew. None of them wants to be the first to charge, for fear of some new and heinous way that he will kill them. Their eyes dart nervously from Drew to the Dark Mages and back to Drew.


The elder Dark Mage fairly bounces with excitement. The child on his lap laughs and squeals in delight. The old man says something to the younger mage. The younger nods and snaps his fingers. One of the slaves moves next to the young man.


The young man draws a simple looking dagger, plain and ordinary. He draws it along the slaves outstretched arm as the slave grimaces. The mage runs his hands along the wound, smearing them with the slave's blood. He turns towards Drew and raises his hands as he chants. When he finishes, his hands are clean. “Go.” He shouts. You are protected from his magic. 


The young mage cocks his head to one side. He whispers to the older mage, whose laughter and mirth vanish in an instant.


Drew uses weapon after weapon that falls to kill each soldier that comes his way. He only uses his fire powers two more times in combat on top of the hill, finding it strangely easy to kill the Cruiberg's. “I thought you were all supposed to be toughest? That one average Cruiberg is worth ten strong Harathi's? You'll all die choosing to go easy on me?” He blocks the commanders axe with a shield he picks up and runs forward, pushing the man into the ground. The commander pushes his sword forward and almost pierces the demon in the heart, but Drew is quick to roll over, stand back up and charge again. Seeing that the others are dead, the commander sprints in a rage to Drew, careless if he dies in this attack or not, just as long as his blade at least pierces him. However, the boy moves into the shadow walk technique once more, giving him just enough space and time to angle the sword in his hand to pierce him in the face.


With all of them dead, Drew drags his sword along the grass as he walks downhill. He stops fifteen feet from the carts of demons that have been captured and enslaved. “What sort of magic have you used to prevent them from using their powers?”


The youngest mage reaches into a small leather bag and shows a vial with green liquid inside of it. “This! One drop is effective enough to stop a demon like you from using their power for a full day.”


“Hmm.” Drew nods. He rubs blood from off of his forehead and prepares his sword for whatever magic that they might throw at him.


The older mage smiles at Drew. It unnerves the young demon. “Now, be careful or you might hurt Masie here.” He bounces the child on his knee. The mage looks at Drew, arching an eyebrow. “Show me your neck before you kill me, demon.”


“Put the boy down and come towards me first.” He stands still, refusing to step any closer. His body is feeling the abuse from using too much power, but he know that he probably has two more good attacks in him.


The younger mage flexes his fingers, balling his hands into fists and then opening them. The elder looks at Drew for a few seconds, then slowly shakes his head. “No, I don't think so. Show me your neck. Then we can negotiate or try to kill each other. But first, your neck.”


Drew sighs. He steps another five feet closer and raises his head to reveal the scar on his neck, turns around in a full circle and stops when facing them again. “There. Happy now? Leave the kid out of the fight.”


Oh, she won't be involved in any fighting. The seated Dark Mage bounces the girl on his lap. Suddenly, he moves his hands to her face, plunging his thumbs into her eyes. She screams in pain as blood and ocular fluid sprays out from her ruined orbs. The blood does not hit the ground though. It seems to suspend in midair for a split second before being absorbed into the old man's hands. As his thumbs probe deeper, the child's screams stop and her body goes limp. He utters a few words, words unknown to Drew.


Drew feels the power of the words. It's a familiar feeling. Almost like the voice in the darkness, the image in the flame from his previous life has returned. Searing pain shoots through Drew's head, taking him back to the days when his destructive powers held sway. He becomes dizzy and weak, dropping to one knee.


The older mage nods at his young companion. The young man draws his dagger again and steps close to his mentor, sliding the blade across the little girls throat. With a grunt, he plunges one hand into her neck, the sound of ripping flesh and squish of her internal fluids and tissues making Drew nauseous. Together, the two Dark Mages chant a few words.


Drew feels the blackness returning. The feeling of watching himself and being unable to control his own body. Like when he killed his mother. And there is darkness and Drew slumps to the ground.


The older Dark Mage cries out in triumph. He stands, dropping the girl's body to the ground. He walks slowly to Drew as he sucks his thumbs clean. He holds out a hand to his apprentice, taking the vial of green liquid. He opens it carefully, kneeling next to Drew. He carefully pours one drop on Drew's forehead, sealing the vial and handing it back. “Well, Epirael, we have quite the trophy here. Quite the prize. Oh, we will learn so much from this one.” He smiles and stands. “Bind him securely. Administer the drops every six hours instead of once per day.” He turns to the slaves. “Looks like we shall be having veal for supper.” He nudges the girl's body with one foot. “See to it.”


The younger mage begins binding Drew's wrists and ankles. “You're sure he's the one, Maestro Raethum? That which has died and yet lives again?”


“Oh yes. Quite sure.” The old man nods. “I think King Rakshahas will be well pleased with our prize. Bring him to the King's headquarters. I shall go ahead and make arrangements for our. . . experiments to begin as soon as possible.” The elder begins to cast a spell. As he weaves his magic, with intricate gestures, he gives his apprentice a final thought. “Good eyes, Epirael, noticing his neck. Well done, my boy.”


As the older Dark Mage fades into mist and disappears, the younger smiles. He begins issuing orders. His much reduced troop heads for the encampment of King Rakshahas Cane and King Markus Yorem.
