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Chapter One.

The following events take place five months after the end of Lev’s Tale, in which Aldan had buried his wife and three of his kids before finding out that Drew had been resurrected from the dead.

Trails of fire burst through the sky, cast by both demons humans afar; chaos ignites the midnight forest in embers of destruction. Below the trees, four hundred Cruiberg warriors clash against demons and anthros for the second time this month. Their resistance is diminishing, as expected from those from Varn Ra, the sacred and ancient land near the mountains where anthros and demons once lived peacefully within their religious and pacifist lives. With their communities and neighboring villages under attack, they've been forced to fight a losing war. Cruiberg has been terrorizing their species for hundreds of years, but it's only been recently in the past thirty years that they've seemed to taken an upper hand. Finally, as of three months ago, the war had begun. Now it seems inevitable to the people of Varn Ra that their time has come to be exterminated.


The battle takes place only fifteen miles away from the lakes of the Varn Ra land, where the beach of black sands and mountains subside. Those that live near the lake can see the fires from far away and wonder if it'll be the final attack before their land is finally stolen from them and drenched in their own blood. Opposite of Varn Ra's lake and a hundred miles away, the mountains of E'hbel remain unscathed, but are well prepared and in training for when their capital will also come under attack. E'hbel is known as the sole capital of demons, known for its ancient temples that date back tens of thousands of years old, along with its ancestral communities that have enriched the world with their own unique philosophies, magic and intelligence. While they remain mostly safe with their own armies that are also protected by thousands of men from Aigua, hundreds of villages near it are constantly taken over and destroyed.


Cruiberg has been successful in the past with adapting new strategies in guerrilla warfare for ravaging demon and anthro villages closer to the other two kingdoms and beyond, but it's only been since the start of the war that they've set their eyes closer to the ones around and between Varn Ra and E'hbel. Unfortunately, and to no ones surprise, they've been successful in these early attempts, taking more and more villages hostage or simply ravaging them week by week. Their plan is quite simple: start by destroying the villages near Varn Ra since they're the weakest, then take Varn Ra itself while also branching out to take over the villages in-between both of the mountain lands as well. Once all is completed, they'll move onto taking down E'hbel, which is their main goal in the war. With E'hbel gone, the battle they've fought against the demons for centuries will finally come to an end.


The armies of Harath have focused on counterattacks on Cruiberg through rescuing villages or simply going right into the battles themselves to help give the demons and anthros some edge. Harath has also been at war with Cruiberg multiple times in the past, neither kingdoms truly winning any of them, so they hope that with the help of their neighboring kingdom, Aigua, that they can help save the demon lands and crush Cruiberg once and for all. However, Cruiberg has emerged stronger than they ever have before. Every man and women born in their kingdom has been trained to fight, as they've lived much more difficult lives and are arguably the better army, even though their numbers are smaller than the others. By heart, they're born for battle and for the sword.


And by the sword, their men and women rip through the forces of demons that charge at them in this battle, despite the unique magic that demons possess or the wild strength that the anthros have as well. In the forest drenched in blood and gore, a peculiar demon wields his own blade, a katana engulfed with fire, fighting back against six men that surround him in a circle. Dressed in a crimson robe, eighteen year old Nellyn Portok startles even those that know that their army have the upper hand. The demon jumps, cutting the throat of one man, then lands on the other while implanting the tip of his sword through the raiders skull. His white hair is nearly a foot long in the back, tied into a pony tail and swings as he attacks, and he has pointed ears from his half-elf side, along with sharp red horns from his half-demon side. Nellyn is second in command to the Varn Ra defense forces and worthy of it. Despite his abnormal speed and mastery with his sword, he's still trying to figure out how to get out of this battle alive with as many others as possible.


“Dammit. We've already lost. I can't even see any other demons near me.” He looks around, still blocking attacks and sprinting to fight against others. There's more anthros fighting than his kind, which makes sense considering the demons of Varn Ra rarely use their fire magic, being as religious as they are. They'd never expect they'd have to fight like this. Now their corpses decorate the grounds and trees with their horrified and lost expressions. Nellyn is terrified as he stumbles into an area where dozens of his people have died. Limbs detached, entrails spilled, unimaginable violence. To make things worse, it seems as if the Cruiberg forces are leaving. They've lost, once again. When they return, it will most likely be the end for Varn Ra. All he can do is hope that a few dozen others will make it back with him. “Backup is always a day or two late. I'd show them this when they arrive, but chances are they will have already desecrated and burnt the bodies before I could get the chance.” Nellyn spits down on the corpse of his enemies, sheathes his sword and begins to walk back home to the lake villages of Varn Ra.

A dozen miles away, Cruiberg forces are lead by one of the five kings, Jeremy Naxxremis, brother to king Klaus Naxxremis. They drink heavily, carrying women they find from the villages to rape and dispose of, which is kept hidden from the higher ups that would execute them for doing so. It's simply another day of conquering and partying for them. The lead commander of the Varn Ra forces is marched out in front of Klaus's tent. A group of his men surround the commander, pushing the older demon to his knees.


Further into the temporary camp, young Alexander Steel arrives with his horse and tries to find the king to report for duties. The High King himself, Rhys Hallewell, had ordered him to fight alongside the other king and help strengthen their forces, which resulted in him having to part ways with his dear loving king, Markus Yorem. It's been a heavy few days for the dark haired boy. Since the beginning of the war, he's been nothing more than an apprentice and squire. Now he's been given his first few tasks to help win a set of battles put out for them and has also been upgraded in his position as a knight. The boy jumps down from his horse, then helps an older man next to him down from his. This is it, Sargonne. The older man, Sargonne Trask, is the notified priest of Emarak, a once-retired warrior and religious adviser to king Markus. Markus has sent him to come along with Alex to help him with his learning and training, along with his protection.

“Yes, my dear boy, it is. You can tell by the scent of stolen alcohol and the hundreds of men that haven't bathed in weeks.” Sargonne smirks, patting his younger apprentice on the back. The older mans hair is completely white and is somewhat short from growing old, but that doesn't mean that he's lost all of his strength or ability to fight. Even to this day he can still take ten to fifteen men on his own. “We'll find Jeremy soon enough. I'm sure he's in the middle of killing or abusing some random civilian.” After a few minutes of walking, they stumble right into the circle where Jeremy stands wielding his sword above his head. The king strikes down with a heavy blow, cutting the kneeling demon commander right in half. He stomps his foot down on his head until its crushed. Everyone cheers him on, laughing and spilling beer all over the place. “Kings never change. Eh-hem! My lord, Jeremy!” Both of them kneel. “I, priest and advisor to Markus Yorem, bring with me the knight Alexander Steel, whom the high king Rhys has ordered to help you crush forces of Harath and Varn Ra.”


“You may stand.” Jeremy hands his long sword to one of his men, having them clean it as he smiles to the two of them. Alex is immediately discomforted by the way the king looks him up and down, knowing what it means in his mind. “Ah, yes. I've read the letters. You've made it earlier than I expected, but at the same time I'm glad you were able to witness me killing this demon. We just succeeded in another battle against Varn Ra forces. I'm guessing that you've been traveling all day and night, right? Men! Prepare the two of them a tent at once.” He points to a group of people, ordering them to do as he says. “And so you must also know that we're leaving bright and early tomorrow to venture further out west, yes? In preparation to combat the Harathians?”


“Yes, we've been briefed and I've already constructed some measures as to how we can successfully take them down.” Alex speaks comfortably, but makes sure his voice isn't raised as high as the kings, not wanting to offend the violent and sadistic man. “Killing Harathians is a specialty of mine. I know all of their weaknesses, how they fight, every last detail.”


Jeremy walks in circles around the newly-mutilated body on the ground. “Mhm, mhm. I've heard many good things about you recently. That's why Rhys has sent me to you. I look forward to working together with you, but for now...” He gawks his eyes back to his large tent, where a few Cruiberg girls peak their heads from out of it, impatiently trying to convince him to entertain them. “I must attend to some businesses.”

Before he steps away, the priest asks out loud. “My lord, I was curious as to how many of our enemies perished today?”


The king looks back, grinning widely and showing off his disgusting rotten teeth. “Let's see. We didn't do too much counting, but we're guessing it's around four hundred demons and three hundred anthros.” He pauses, then chuckles to himself. “Oh, I almost forgot to mention. We're leaving a small group of men here to clean up a few villages nearby once we leave in the morning. If those succeed, you can raise the number to one thousand demons and five hundred anthros.” The king walks off, already unbuckling his belt before vanishing into the tent.


“He sure knows how to get things done.” Alex helps the priest load his pipe with tobacco as they walk to their tent. A few men guide them to where it is. “I'm anxious to work with him. You saw the way he looked at me, right?”


“Yes...” The priest nods, lighting his pipe. “...But he knows better than to try anything with you. Just focus on the battles and preparations at hand, my boy. Don't let your mind drift to that or your past. Soon enough you'll be back with your love.”


A week later, Prince Asher of Aigua marches with two hundred knights to the sandy villages of Varn Ra. Each man and women equipped with him are by far his strongest knights, assuring that no matter how many would dare to attack them, they would surely regret it. After hearing about the recent attack, he decided to come to meet with the new commander of the Varn Ra forces on taking down a single small army that remains fifteen miles away and terrorizing their community.

Further in the distance, there are trees as wide as a castle and ten stories high. Anthros and demons live together in them. It's something that he's never seem before, although it does remind him of the towns in Aigua where the little people live. Furthermore, there are hundreds of homes out closer to the mountains, along with temples. It's cold by the lake, even freezing, despite it being a humid summer. Behind the prince, his good friends Hunter and Toby follow and look at the citizens who seem defeated and fearful. There are several ships lodged along shore that arrived a day ago from E'hbel, along with few dozen others from Varn Ra. The backup forces from E'hbel came late, leading to their failure in battle. Even if they had made it they would have still lost, but maybe they wouldn't have been hurt so badly.


“Which temple is it, Toby?” Asher looks through his binoculars, spying three different ones that look exactly the same. “Nevermind that. I'll just ask one of the demons walking by. Hey, you!” Asher's horse frolics towards a woman holding an infant to her chest. She bows her head. “Where can I find Nellyn Portok. He's the new commander, yes? “

She nods her head. “He is now. I'll lead you and your men. We've started building tents for your people already and there's food being cooked as well.” The woman guides them a mile further. Prince Asher takes with him ten of his men, telling the others to wait for them at the tents and enjoy their food while they can. They arrive at the temple, which is long and wide, but not so tall. It's built of some rare stone with no windows. Prince Asher and the others step off of their horses before walking inside of the temple. The center room is vast, large and mostly empty, except for those praying in front of cauldrons of fire. Asher notices the stairs leading down into the earth, curious to know how far down they really go. A minute later, the white haired half-elf and half-demon emerges from the stairs with a sense of seriousness and urgency on his face. Nellyn stops in front of the prince.


“Prince Asher. Thank you for assisting us in battle. We're truly grateful to have you in our temple and at our land.” He bows to him, but never cracks a smile. “Your men can make yourselves at home. Can you come alone and follow me to a different room to discuss our future plans? There's another demon downstairs that will be assisting us.” Asher looks behind him, nodding to his men before following him. They begin to venture downstairs. There's several different stopping points and they take the third underground floor, walk down a dimly lit hall, then stop towards a room.


Inside, a seemingly young demon in a velvet robe stands at a large table with maps scattered around it. His hair is seaweed-green, made into a pony tail in the back, shaggy in the front, while his chest is exposed. The boys tail remains hidden and his horns are much like Nellyn's, small but sharp, and is frame is chubby and robust. Cormac Mason, twenty-four years old with the body that appears a decade younger that he truly is, has traveled with a hundred demons from E'hbel to help Varn Ra keep up their defenses. A serious, cold tone is noticeable among his face as he looks at the two others. “Prince Asher. My name is Cormac. I'll be assisting you on the upcoming raid.”


“I've been briefed and now your name. Show me what you're working on.” It was only eight months ago that this very Prince had defeated Crayus. Once a noble child of royalty, he's now marked his name as a true champion and soul of his people. The once positive and uplifting young Prince has quickly adapted to his position in the war. One of the most influential and powerful figures in the war is simply a twelve year old that still hasn't started puberty.

The three uniquely different leaders converse and trail around the maps, forming new battle plans, looking over files on different warriors that will assist them. In no time they become good friends and find common ground, finally slamming their fists down on their final plan of action. Tomorrow night, they will set out to eradicate the forces that were left behind in the villages.

Asher sits alone in his room and stares blankly out of his window at the lake. Moonlight glitters over it as he thinks about his lover that's hundreds of miles away. His heart aches to be with him again. It's been too long since he last saw him. The prince's boyfriend, River, a shapeshifting dragon anthro and wizard, had been ordered to remain at Aigua's main castle where he would be guaranteed safety. They still write to each-other, but it's not enough to quench the pain in his heart. Without a doubt River would be assassinated if he were out in the war with him, way before his own death if it is to happen, simply because his boyfriend is too much of a threat to Cruiberg. Having River safe also keeps their kingdom safe. Nobody would dare go to their already vigorous walls if they must also encounter a dragon that could render all enemies dead in a matter of minutes.


Meanwhile, the two demons converse with each other in the main room. Nellyn is still disappointed and offended that the ships from E'hbel came late, while Cormac tries to explain that he's putting too much emotion into his feelings and less logic. “There's no way we could have made it to your aid. Look. We're here now and so far this mission is looking to be a success.”

“A success?” Nellyn grunts, slamming his fist against the table. “We kill fifty of their men tomorrow and it'll be considered a success? While we send more than three hundred to face off against them?”


“It might not seem like much, but you know that this isn't going to be an easy war for us to win. But if you trust in me... You don't even have to trust in me! Prince Asher himself has come to help with some of his strongest men. Winning this battle is a huge blow against Rhys.” He tries to win over his confidence but seems to have no success.

“Don't give me any more of that bullshit.” Nellyn looks away, enraged as visions of death and war consume his mind, both past, present and future visions. “The best you can tell me is that we can hold them off. But all of us know that Varn Ra is a ticking time bomb. It's all about trying to keep that ticker from going off, nothing else. So we live a few days. Maybe a week. By the grace of the Lord of Light, maybe a month! You think I don't know what all of the other commanders say? They say that helping Varn Ra is a lost cause because they'll be the first to fall apart. Because we're weak, which is true. So just stop. “

There's a long silence as the long haired demon tries to calm himself down. Eventually, Cormac breaks it. “I apologize that the other leaders and I arrived late. Things are hectic in E'hbel too. There's no denying what you say and not even I deny it – Varn Ra will fall to Cruiberg. That doesn't stop us from helping. It's our duty to do so. We have to.”

“No, I apologize... I'm a fool. Thank you for showing up.” Nellyn sighs, moving towards the door. “Good night, Cormac. Meditate and pray as much as you can if you can't sleep, because tomorrow will be one of the longest day of both of our lives.” He steps out, shutting the door. The young commander leaves the temple, walking a half mile towards a large tree with dozens of homes built upon the branches of it. He stops halfway up, then proceeds to walk across a frail path towards a small room, shrouded by wild vines and orange leafs from the tree. Nellyn knocks before opening the door. “It's just me. Don't be alarmed.”


The young demon opens the door and enters the room. He wipes his feet on a red mat in front of the door. The room is dimly lit, but his eyes adjust almost instantly. Closing the door softly behind him, he takes up a smoking bundle of sage that burns in a copper vessel near the door. He blows on the end, reviving the glowing end. He circles the bundle around himself, his head, over his chest and along his sword-arm. The smoke of the burning sage cleanses his spirits and thoughts from the violence he has committed. “How do you feel today? Is there anything I can get you?”


A young thirteen year old brown haired demon stands up and away from the wall, finishing his moment of solemn prayer and meditation. He smiles to Nellyn, walking to the table, then sits down on a pillow as he begins to prepare tea for the two of them. The demon has a feline tail like any other, two horns that are a bit longer than his friends, long hair curled to the side and out of his eyes with two ponytails in front of his ears tied with bamboo bands. He wears thin brown shorts cut above his knees and a red tunic, all clothes that an anthro raccoon gave him when he first situated in the trees that he calls home a week ago. “Good to see you. It's nice having company.” He blushes, moving the cup of tea towards Nellyn before he sits down. His tail curls behind his pillow as he awaits his response.


Nellyn removes his katana, passing the sage over it before returning the sage to the copper bowl, He sets the sword in a stand near the door and sits across the small table from Drew. He smiles and bows slightly, taking the tea gratefully. “Thank you. Your tea is always refreshing. How do you feel today?”


“I'm fine. Well, as much as I can be... Still feel a bit stressed and lost. I just... Kind of feel like I shouldn't be here.” He sips from his tea, looking down at it. “Or anywhere, really... I don't get why I came back. It doesn't make sense.”


Nellyn nods. He pulls the long, white ponytail from the back of his head to rest along his left shoulder, then places his hands flat on the table. “Yet, you are here and you have come back. You are the first to return from the Resurrection Pools in decades. I would have to go back to when my grandfather was our age for the last time.” He sips his tea. “It cannot be a random thing. It must be for a reason. Can you remember nothing beyond your name? Nothing of your past?”


“Uhm...” The boy coughs, not knowing how much he wants to tell him. “I remember all of my past. The Gods must have erased my memory after I had died, because it's all such a blur to me. My name? Drew Colhan. Born from E'hbel, but spent my later years in Harath after my mother died.”


The warrior nods. “You must have lived in the great Temple in Brackenford. There is a large community of our people there.  Did you live there with your father? Brothers? Sisters? Wife? Husband?”


“Father... But I don't know if he's passed or not. Uhm, I had a husband, but not for too long. I guess we're still married. There's a possibility that he's still alive and out there right now in the war. His name is Aldan.” Drew blushes, hiding his face in his tea.

Nellyn tilts his head to one side as his brow knits together. He purses his lips and smiles. “Why do you blush? He likely lives at the temple. We could send a messenger. Even if he doesn't live there now, the High Lord of the Temple might know where he can be reached. High Lords tend to keep close eyes on the demons in their care.” He shrugs. “I imagine he would be sore relieved to find that you have returned.”


“No... My father hates me and for good reasons too. I wasn't exactly a high Lord or anything in my previous life.” Drew looks out of his window, noticing the family next door before he continues. “You want to know how i got this scar across my neck?”


“I do. But I will not ask. That is for you to decide when you are ready to share.” He sips his tea. “You don't think your husband still lives at the Temple?”


“My husband is a human, not a demon. Aldan was a guard at the prison I went to, but he used to be an incredible warrior. There's no way that he's not fighting right now; dark mages tried to assassinate his entire family and almost succeeded. Thing is, I'm not sure I'll see him ever again. Not with the way the war is turning out.” Drew stares away from him for a moment and focuses on images of him and Aldan's moments together. He can't imagine what would even happen if they were to end up meeting each other again. Would he still love him? Would he be the same sort of man after losing three children and a wife?

Nellyn's cannot hide the surprise on his face. It passes quickly, but Drew saw it. He sips his tea and nods, something that Drew has learned means that the warrior is thinking. “I see. A great human warrior with a wife and children and he married you? I must confess that surprises me. May I ask, why did you go to this prison he guarded? As a spiritual counselor to any demons who were imprisoned there?”


“No... I was a prisoner.” He frowns, finishing his tea. “Because I had murdered several people. I used to be haunted by this sort of enigma, a ghost of some sort that would influence me to do bad things and seem to possess me, but it turns out that it was the work of a dark mage. That's beside the point, because I could have blocked it out and kept denying it, but I gave in because I was weak and violence was what I wanted more than anything. I was caught and sentenced to death. Hence the scars.” Drew points at the thick scar on his neck. “Aldan and I fell in love in there. He was there for me even at the end.”


“I see.” Nellyn stands. He begins to pace, slowly walking back and forth in the small room. “I've heard stories of the haunted youths. They were capable of great feats of power and destruction. They were feared and shunned by our people.” He clasps his hands together behind his back as he paces. “This is interesting. So many questions, Drew. I wish we had time to work through them at our leisure. But, we don't have time.” He turns to Drew, slapping a fist into his right palm. “We don't have time. The gods brought you back. They must have a reason. Why you? Why now?” He crosses his arms in front of himself, biting his lower lip as he thinks.

“Maybe to punish me. Show me the death of our species before I return.” Drew can't help but to bicker and laugh at his statement. “But that's entirely a selfish thought, isn't it? They must have saw that I deserved a second chance. But for what?”


“Perhaps not to witness our extinction, but to help us save our people. A second chance to save lives. Hundreds of lives. Thousands.” Nellyn sits and pours himself some wine. “I don't know. Maybe they sent you back just to see what you would do, what you would decide to make of your second chance.”


Drew is silent in thought, resting one fist to his chin as he stares at the cauldron of fire near the wall. Minutes pass before he speaks again. “You know, your words have a way with carrying people towards the positive light even when everything seems so bleak and impossible. Is it because of the position you've been given and lived with for so long?” Drew smiles. “I'll help you then... I'm not sure I can save as many a thousand, but I'll do what I can. When do we leave?”


“Tomorrow. Before midday.” He sighs, raising his head towards the ceiling and shaking it side to side. “That feels like the weight of half the world being taken off my shoulders. Thank you, Drew. I'm sure that your help will be invaluable. Come, have dinner with my brother and I. Our parents and younger siblings have fled the village. Most of the people have fled. Those still here plan to fight or are too stubborn or too ill to run. Either way, Tomorrow night, unless fortune favors us, this will all be under the hands of the Cruiberg bastards.”


Drew stands up and follows him out of his room. They leave back to the temple and head to the bottom floor where rest of Nellyn's family stay. None of them will be able to sleep (being as they are demons and only need to do so once every four to nine days), so they spend the night getting to know one another, discussing the battle plan for tomorrow and their own family histories. Drew is surprised to hear the Prince of Aigua himself is sleeping in a room a few down from their own and will accompany them into battle.


Tomorrow, they begin their mission to eliminate the special army force that have been left behind while Cruiberg tries to fight off incoming Harath warriors before returning to attack E'hbel. Rumor has it that this group are some of Rhys strongest men, which is why they've stayed behind. Some say there's as little as twenty of them and others say there's as many as fifty. They wear helmets built like skulls and heavy black armor. Each of them have a few hundred kills to their name.


Despite the stories, everyone is confident that they'll overcome them. Asher has been waiting and planning for this moment since the beginning of the war - it's his chance to show Cruiberg that his warriors are powerful too. It would also be a good bargaining tool to help the king of Harath agree with him more on battle plans if they took out this special force.


Morning comes. Prince Asher and Cormac Mason meet together to speak with the men that they've brought to accompany Nellyn's party. They're quick to pack up and get ready for their mission, but they don't rush - it's in their nature to be constantly ready for a battle. By midday, they leave the beaches and venture into the forests shrouded in darkness. Death creeps in the air. They stop every hour so that the more religious warriors of Nellyn's army can have a moment to pray.


Nellyn keeps Drew close. To protect him, as well in case something goes horribly wrong. The demons know this land better than the Cruiberg or the Aiguans. Nellyn's plan is simple. A token force of demons and the Aiguan infantry will draw the Cruiberg into battle. The bulk of the demon force will fall upon the Cruiberg flanks. There's much that can go wrong and much that is beyond Nellyn's capacity to predict. He hopes the Aiguans are as battle ready as their Prince makes the out to be. If they're not. . .


During one of the rest breaks, as other demons pray, Nellyn shares water with Drew, kneeling in the shade of ancient pines. The smell is refreshing and clean, the ground soft with a blanket of pine needles. Nellyn pauses and pours some water around the base of a flowering plant. “Odd place for the little fella to grow. Let's give him a hand, shall we, Drew. Now, if you sense something, feel something, if some thought leaps to your mind tell me. It may not make sense to you, but it might to me. Or it might not. And stay away from the fighting. I'm not willing to lose you just yet.”


“I'm not really much of a fighter, anyway.” Drew looks at him, handing the water back to him. He speaks quietly, just like the others who try to stay as silent as possible during the mission. “I've never fought with a sword, never been in combat or anything like that. All I've ever done was murder innocent people. I'm not sure I can even use what makes me different than other demons.” He looks out and closes his eyes, sensing a force of negative energy two miles away. “We'll find out soon enough. Can you not sense that?” He looks at the others, who don't seem to feel what he's feeling.

“I sense nothing out of the ordinary. The Aiguans are tense. Excited. Even their Prince.” He gestures to Asher. “Our people are nervous. Some are fearful. What do you sense?”


“Up west. There's a group of men two miles out. They're just still... Maybe they're eating or resting.” He pauses, sensing for it again. Drew can only be with it for so long before it gets to him and starts to sting in his head. “Fuck... Tonight might be the night. I guess my senses are a bit stronger than most demons.”


“Two miles? We can use that, Drew.” Nellyn rests a hand on Drew's shoulder. “Something that seems small can turn an entire war. You did well.”


Nellyn mimics a bird call. A pair of demons, one gray and grizzled, the other young and still plump with his baby fat, rush to his side. “Take your scouts. They may have a force two miles that way.” He points to the west. “Do not engage. Just find out if they're there and how many. Rough estimates. Don't get caught, don't lose a man. Understood?”


Both demons nod and move off. They speak with others and perhaps a dozen demons break off and head west. Nellyn drops down, sitting against the tree, the flower to his side. “Now we wait. I'm sure the Prince will be here momentarily wondering why the extended break. After we talk, I'd be curious what you think of the boy.”


Not too much later after that Prince Asher meets up with Nellyn, allowing his men a moment to rest. Cormac has kept close to his side. The Prince looks Drew up and down, getting a feel for him and sensing that he's different than the other demons, but approves of him anyway. “So it's settled? Should we be ready for anything now?”


“We should. We may have their location. We'll know shortly. If we do, Prince Asher, you and your men and Cormac and his demons will move in and assault them head on. Once they're fully engaged, I and my force will fall in on their flanks and rear.” He looks at Asher. “If your men are as tough as you say, Aigua shall be the anvil and demons of Varn Ra will be the hammer and we will smash the Cruiberg into scraps.” He looks to the west, muttering under his breath. “At least today we will.”


After they speak on their basic plans, Asher walks up to Drew and asks him if he knows how to fight. Drew shakes his head. Nellyn takes him aside to explain to him why he brought him along. Only after that does he understand, although he doesn't completely agree with it. The Prince argues that bringing someone like him who might be all powerful into a fight like this could also be a problem, since he could easily get in the way of things or simply get himself killed.


An hour passes before the men return. Everyone gathers around to hear one of them speak and explain the situation at hand. “There's exactly forty of them. We believe that they're wearing fire-proof armor that will protect them from any sort of flame no matter how strong it is. It's expensive armor too, which is why King Rhys would give it to his best men.”


“Right. We've seen it before though.” Cormac spits and eyes Nellyn. “We'll use as little of our powers as we can since it's practically useless. That's why you're all here anyway - you know how to use the weapon at your side.” He looks to Asher.

“My forces will travel high in the trees and stay as quiet as a snail. We'll pull off the surprise attack and then we'll force the ambush. All we need to make sure is to take advantage of their surprise and get this over as quickly as possible.” Asher paces as he looks at his anthro warriors as they begin to transform into their animal form. “We have to expect that it will take them only a few seconds to adjust to the surprise attack as if it were nothing. That means we have to make it as deadly as possible.”


“You hit them hard. Keep their attention on you and your men.” Nellyn pulls out a slim, well made dagger. “We have other weapons than fire and a dagger in their back will work just as well.”


Drew nervously clears his throat. At Nellyn's urging, he puts forward a question. “How does this armor protect from fire? Is it magical and enchanted? Or something about how it is made?”


“Not enchanted, from what I guess.” The other demon speaks, scratching his neck. “I've seen this sort of stuff before. It costs a lot of gold just to make one set of armor for this kind of stuff.”


Cormac buzzes in. “You want to be able to simply press a dagger into their back with that sort of armor, Nellyn. We'll need to go for the clear spots that separate different parts of the armor. That means we go for the head, arms, legs and waist. To my people - we use the extreme force that we're known for. Think of ourselves like assassins focusing on precision instead of basic warriors in an endless field surrounded by enemies.”


Asher and the rest of the leaders give the rest of their collective details before making their way out west. Almost all of Asher's group takes to the trees and ahead of the others so that they can give the signal when they're ready to attack. He suspects that they'll be on the move by the time they get to them.


Nellyn and his forces disperse, moving around the sides. His warriors are anxious, eager to strike back against the Cruiberg who have destroyed so many villages and so many of their kin. The demon commander keeps Drew close. “The demons of E'hbel think they're superior. Like we need a lesson in not stabbing them in their armor. We've been fighting for weeks! They've been baking potatoes and debating how many of us have today before they'll act. All these people showing up to "save" us, then acting like it's our fault we lose villages. But they're so skilled and powerful, we'll be safe now. Fuckers!” He looks at Drew and smiles. “Sorry. It's just frustrating to be here fighting then to have them show up and act like we're idiots and they're our saviors. My men know where to put their daggers and swords.”


“I'm sure that's not how they see it though. It's not like Varn Ra demons are known for having an army. No, they're known for being dedicated to religious studies. Cormac and his men come off cocky, but they're not trying to disrespect you.” Drew laughs to himself. “You know, I grew up in E'hbel and must tell you that the demons over there envy the way the other demons worship and pray. They look up to you. If anything, I'm sure they feel a great sense of guilt and hopelessness in of themselves knowing how hard it is to protect this land.”


Nellyn looks at Drew. “If Cormac told me that, I would have a hard time believing him. Somehow, I believe you, Drew. Stick close to me.”


The combined forces of demons and anthros move into position. The individual soldiers conceal themselves and wait. The Cruiberg force is loud. The men talk among themselves. Their armor and weapon clank and rattle as they march. It is a small force, forty warriors, clad in the special armor designed to counter the natural control of fire that demons possess. They carry a variety of weapons, axes, swords, hammers. Most also carry javelins. They move confidently, in a loose formation. Two pack mules bring up their rear, carrying food and water for the force. Food looted from the villages they've burned so far.


Nellyn's face is grim and determined as he points at one of the Cruiberg. Drew follows the gesture. He brings his hand to his mouth to stifle his instinctive shock and disgust. From their belts, the warriors have the heads of demons hanging by the hair. Some just have demon horns  on their belts. The heads are from women, men, even children. Drew looks away when he spies their battle standard. A cloth symbol of their king, Rhys, carried high on a wooden crossbar. Demon heads hang from the wood along with the battered bodies of the youngest demons. Babes. Days old and slaughtered by the invaders. This is why everything about this war weighs so heavily on Nellyn.


Asher and his group move from tree to tree as even more quietly than they had spoken, but also at an incredible speed, showing how accustomed they are to their anthro forms. They continue trailing and taking in the details of every single men, how they walk and present themselves, which ones seem the strongest or weakest personality wise, then relaying it with hand signals to Cormac and Nellyn's men. It's an entire fifteen minutes of simply watching and getting accustomed to their enemies before they finally prepare for the attack.


The Prince leads the call. All of them fall without making a single sound, swooping down before rising up with their already unsheathed blades and weapons. It's these first few seconds that matter more than anything else - whether the battle lasts a few minutes or fifteen minutes at most. No matter what, they know there's no time for a mistake. When they fall they come down in a circle and in spaces where others won't immediately notice. They aim for the throats and split the necks as quickly as possible. Within just three seconds, eight of them are down. In another two, twelve of them are done for. Once they've been noticed, which only takes a single second, the rest of the anthros fall down and lift into attack mode. Their moment of shock works as great advantage, giving them another three to kill, but most of them are too fast and prepared for such an attack which is exactly what Asher expected.


Twenty five of the other Cruiberg warriors spread out as quickly as they can and shuffle off any attacks in their way. Slowly, the others come out and show themselves, forming a simple circle around the rest. Asher and his people work as the center circle inside of it, assuring that they'll have to fight from both sides. They use their own set of hand motions to each other to assemble their correct positions. It's twenty against a hundred and seventy.


It's their confidence in the matter that ends up pulling them down. The last twenty-five break out and explode into kill mode, ripping apart demons and anthros in their way. Fearing for his own life, Asher jumps back as far as he can, waiting until other people are around him before getting back into the center of the battle. Everyone understands nor do they care since they're too focused on their own survival to worry about it.


Drew watches, surprised by how easy it is for the Cruiberg to kill and slay the others. In a way, it intrigues him and he wonders if they would also feel the same way if he were able to use his powers. The other demons can't use there fire. Even if they could, they'd have to be precise like an archer in order that they hit none of their anthro friends. Drew knows that he's the only enemy that can use his unique power to attack them, but he doesn't know if he can nor does he believe it's safe to use it.


Nellyn leads his force into battle with a ferocious speed. He draws his katana, an ancient blade from a foreign land that has been passed down for generations. With seeming effortless ease, he flicks his wrist left and right. His blade finds the weak points at the joints of the Cruiberg armor. The wounds he inflicts are not instantly fatal. The first Cruiberg loses his swordarm at the elbow. The second loses his leg at the knee. As the writhe on the ground, sure to bleed out in a matter of moments, one of Nellyn's demons drives a small sword through each man's eye slit on their helmet. The demon, a young male, grins, sticking close to Nellyn and Drew.


The rest of the demons of Varn Ra strike immediately. They quickly surround those few Cruiberg foolish or unlucky enough to stray too far from their fellows. They dart and dash in slashing at the joints of the Cruiberg armor, dragging down the heavily armored warriors with their precision attacks. Within moments, they're able to add another half dozen to the rolls of Cruiberg dead.


With only nineteen left, Cormac begins to get a good feel for those that are still living and strong enough to live up for the titles their given. No matter how good of a fighter you are, you won't be prepared if an assassination is done correctly. The others, however, can be ready for the most important battle in their life just in that split second. These last Cruiberg's will be the hardest to take down, but it seems like they still have the upperhand.


One of the Cruiberg warriors nods to another. Everything begins slow and quiet as everyone contemplates, until suddenly a blade clashes with another... The tallest and largest of Cruiberg's warriors leads the third deadly embrace, killing anyone in his way as he continues stepping. Others encourage and support him by taking position near him, copying his motion and attacks. Soon enough, the demons and anthros seemed overwhelmed. At that very moment when the tables have been turned they begin to spread out and inflict even more mayhem and destruction. Some demons resort to using their fire, knowing that they're doomed and have no other means of protecting themselves. More than fifty are dead in just the four minutes that the battle has been going on.


Drew is protected by one soldier after another. They know that he's not as skilled as they are and see him as if he were just a regular civilian living in one of the villages, which also turns out to be there downside. Seeing them die brutally in front of him only makes him more tense. Instead of fighting, he becomes frozen with anxiety and unable to move. He falls to the ground, scared and praying that nobody attacks him.


Cormac goes right at the one he guesses is the leader and uses his arms to tumble him down right in time to knock him down. His unlikely buddy ends up being Nellyn, who clashes blades with the enemy at hand. Both of them try to take him down, while Asher leads the force against the others.


One of the Cruiberg's wearing heads at his belt slaughters three men after another three as he slowly makes his way towards Drew, who crawls backwards in fear to flee the despair he sees. The tables haven't just turned now - the table has been destroyed. Just these last few left prove to be the force needed to hold them. All of the memories of Drew's crimes return to him in the most brutal details possible - his mothers body exploding, the three men that encountered him ripped to shreds, the one he stole from torn to pieces. At first, the fear consumes him, but then he sees the heads at the mains belt. Memories of living in E'hbel return to them. Memories of his childhood, playing with the other demons in games of hide and seek, his first best friend, his first time meeting Aizen.... Drew opens his eyes and shifts into an intense rage. Just as the mans sword is about to fall down on him Drew holds out both of his hands and unleashes his true power. The man seems to fall back before blood, guts and intestines explodes dramatically in every direction out of his armor. The sword pierces the muddy ground and Drew immediately reaches for it before piercing the mans head through his eye socket.


“You won't kill me! You won't kill my friends! I'll kill you all!” Drew runs towards the mayhem in front of him and unleashes a frenzy of destruction. He holds out his left hand in front of him. Five men immediately explode in the same way as the other before Drew suddenly stumbles down to clench his side. “Fuck! I've used too much of my power!”


Nellyn, Cormac, and the Cruiberg commander are stunned by the power that Drew unleashes against his victims. The whole battlefield goes silent as demon and anthro and Cruiberg  try to process the power that can explode five warriors in an instant. This is something none of them have ever encountered.


It is Nellyn who recovers first. Weeks of fighting and losing have taught him to put sorrow and shock aside. He's lived because he's fast. He thinks fast. He acts fast. True to his nature, he reaches out with his katana. The Cruiberg commander reacts to the motion, but he is too slow. In less than a second, Nellyn has severed arteries and tendons in the man's sword arm and both knees. The commander swings at Nellyn, but the demon blocks his sword, leaving the Cruiberg open. Cormac wastes no time in driving his own weapon into the man's neck. And like that, in the time it takes a butterfly to flap its wings, the commander of the Cruiberg force lies face down in the dirt and grasses of Varn Ra, and in a growing pool of his own blood.


Heartened by the destruction wrought by Drew and cheered by their commanders defeating the Cruiberg warlord, the demons of Varn Ra and E'hbel renew their attacks, working together with the anthros of Prince Asher and Aigua to turn the battle once again to their favor.


Once Drew falls to the ground, one of the other demons helps shield him from any other attacks. The other demons and anthros move full force to provide the final blows to end the rest of the Cruiberg warriors. The fight is over, ticking in at just seven minutes. In just that amount of time, almost a hundred of their combined forces had been killed. Asher is the first to take this into in account. Others cheer and stand on top of their dead enemies to disgrace the bodies, but eventually look around them to see what they've truly lost.


Despite the fact that they won such a vital and yet short battle, they spend more time burying and mourning their dead than celebrating. No alcohol or tobacco is ever brought out for this time. Together, they pray and cry. They become one and empathize - as demons and anthros - as species torn apart and attacked by Cruiberg. Hours pass before they begin to head back. Prince Asher declares that he will spend the night at their camp with the remainder of his people before he heads out tomorrow morning towards Harath to speak with their King about future battle plans.


As they walk, Drew and is questioned about his unique power by many other demons. They try to see if it's something to do with his horns or his feline tail that makes him special. Eventually, he explains to those that are listening his true nature as one of the three children that were taken advantage of by the dark spirit used by the dark mage. Some of them even know of his own story and are surprised that it is Drew that they're speaking to and looking at - the Drew that they heard died! It comes as even more shock to them that Drew had been resurrected from the hidden pools deep in the mountains near Varn Ra. Some of them say that he's their true sign of hope and reckoning. Others say that the Gods brought him back to unleash death to the Cruiberg. Of course, Drew agrees with none of them and tries to hide himself near Nellyn, the only person in the group that the feels comfortable with.


“I'm sorry that I wasn't of more use to you. After I had taken out those other men I couldn't even bare to stand.” Drew shrugs and drops his head down, looking at the path in front of him as he follows beside Nellyn.

Nellyn gives his men a look and the back off, giving he and Drew space. He takes Drew's hand in his own. “You won the battle for us, Drew. Don't be sorry.” Nellyn protectively wraps an arm around Drew, letting the exhausted boy lean on him.


The war party reaches the villages well before dark. Runners sent ahead have spread word of their victory. The demons who have not yet evacuated greet the troops with water, wine, fresh fruits and vegetables. There are tables set with bread and honey. They welcome the troops with relief in their eyes, if not joy. They know that Aiguans will move on towards Harath and the reprisals from King Rhys will sweep away the demon forces of E'hbel and Varn Ra. But for tonight, they can relax and salute those who won the day.


Nellyn, Cormac, and Prince Asher speak to their men privately. They get the names of their dead.  The forces of Varn Ra bore the brunt of casualties, losing 40 demons while Cormac and the E'Hbel contingent lost 31 demons. Prince Asher's Aiguans suffered the fewest losses, 19 men, but it is the Prince's first command and the losses weigh on his mind.


Nellyn is careful to keep Drew close by. He's concerned for his new friend and wants the others to leave him alone. He invites Asher and Cormac to his home for dinner, along with Drew. “We can enjoy a decent meal and plan for your departure, Prince Asher, and how to best evacuate the rest of the village.”


The four of them trudge to Nellyn's residence, where they are greeted by his brother, a young demon, who seems surprised at their guests.


“Nellyn! I've heard you were able to win today. I hope you weren't hurt. . .”  The short, thin boy stops short at seeing the Prince and Cormac. He flips his head to one side, flipping his long pale golden hair away from his face. He smiles awkwardly. “Um, welcome to our home. Hello, Drew. Nice to see you again.”


“That's the prince, by the way. Prince Asher of Aigua.” Cormac raises a brow to the young boy as his tail swipes from side to side. The young one quickly brings cups of coffee to their sitting table. Everyone kneels and takes their place.


They chatter and conform in small talk to ease the moment until the chubbier demon butts in. He looks to Nellyn and speaks. “Are your people truly willing to leave your land in order to seal their safety?”


There's an intense moment of silence. As much as Nellyn wishes that the others would, they feel bound to their land and unwilling to leave it even if it results in their deaths. A large majority of the people, those who won't fight and are devoutly religious, won't be even fight back against Cruiberg even if they were to invade. They simply believe that violence is wrong no matter the circumstance.


He continues on. “There's enough room for a hundred on the boat back to E'hbel, but you still have thousands of others here. It's three days to travel back and then we would need to send ships back again and again until we've taken everyone. In doing so, that leaves Varn Ra vulnerable to another attack on extermination proportions.”


“I can take around fifty with me on the way to Harath.” Prince Asher sips from his coffee, then turns his head to Nellyn. “I'd gather more men of mine as we venture on to the next posts, taking more and more demons with me. No matter how immigrants we bring our kingdoms will take them and provide them safety.”


“Some are willing to leave. They understand that fleeing before the Cruiberg is not violence, and that their survival does not diminish their belief in the land. Many will stay. Too many.” Nellyn stares into his coffee. “My duty is to save those that I can. My forces will help those who can, evacuate with your ships. I don't know how long we have before they counter attack.” He turns to Asher. “Those that can flee with your men, I will encourage them to do so. We don't have the forces to protect the villages and I won't waste lives trying to hold what we have no chance of saving.”


Asher nods. “You'll help me gather the people bright and early tomorrow morning. I'm taking those that are ready to leave as soon as possible. We won't be able to carry much along with us other than a simple bag. Since we're traveling on horses and our feet, that means they'll have to participate in hunting. I have no worries about that though. Us anthros hunt well with demons.” He smiles and looks to Cormac for a response.


“Since we have a ship I'll allow those the entire day to load up and get ready to leave. Once we arrive, I'll speak to the high lord about how many ships we can take back. My guess is that it'll be three at most. In one month I believe we can save a few thousand, but we'll also need to have men constantly coming in just in case something happens.” Everyone agrees and sips from their cups.


Suddenly out of nowhere Drew barges into the conversation. “Those forty men were a decoy. I've read enough literature to know what I'm seeing. King Rhys left them there as noble sacrifices, because their legendary story of trying to hold a larger army off will inspire the others. In all honesty, I expect that he will send out twice as many men just like them again in the coming week or two. Having men like that there assures that there's always a barrier between us, the forces here at Varn Ra, and them, the Cruiberg's currently preparing to fight with the Harathians on their way to help us.”


“He might be right about the army, but he's definitely, one hundred percent correct about what Cruiberg is doing.” The fat demon pats him on the back. “You pick up quick for not knowing how to fight without that special power of yours. Yes, Cruiberg is most likely going to do whatever it takes to stop the Harathians coming to liberate Varn Ra before they come back and take this land. As much as I'd like to be hopeful, I believe in facts. The facts say that Harath don't have enough men deployed to save us as they do to save the hundreds of villages between us and E'hbel. This land will inevitably be taken and destroyed. All that matters is moving these demons and anthros here as soon as we possibly can.”


“Which is why I ordered the evacuation. I've already let it be known that those leaving carry only that which is essential. Food, water, clothing. Family heirlooms or books as long as they can carry them all day. We've been preparing for days. We'll have them ready in the morning.” He sighs and rubs his eyes. His tail twitches nervously. “I think the Cruiberg will use most of their forces against Harath, but they will send enough to scour Varn Ra clean. It won't take that many. There's too many villages to try to defend them all. It's arithmetic. Numbers. They have them. We don't.”


The younger brother, Kendyn, pipes up for the first time. “We have to have a ship for the libraries. All eyes turn to him.” He shrinks, his tail wrapping around his own neck like a scarf. He looks to Nellyn who waves a hand. “Well, after the first villages were lost, Nelly . . .I mean Nellyn asked the great libraries to send their collections. So they could be protected. Some did, some didn't.” He leans forward talking quickly. As he speaks his tail unwinds and begins waving behind him. “There's hundreds of books that cannot be replaced! They have to be saved. They're the lore of our people.” He stands. “If we lose those books and artifacts, it will be as if hundreds and thousands of demons will have never lived! Their stories will be lost!” He looks around and begins blushing. He slumps back into his seat. “Besides, we'll need them to rebuild after we win and reclaim Varn Ra.”


Cormac looks at him painfully and looks away quickly. In his mind, he doesn't see what there will be left to reclaim. Even if they win the war, their communities will be so ravaged and destroyed that they might as well give in and move into the kingdoms themselves. It all seem impossible to him as much as he tries to hold onto the hope. “We have enough room for books, I guess, if people are willing to sleep on them. I'm not joking either. Artifacts should be taken with us as well. Only the most important and sacred items to your households can come with. Everything else that can be replaced will be left behind.”


“I'll help you, Kendyn.” Drew smiles at him. The end of his tail sits on the table as it curls around his coffee cup. “And to the others as well.”


Nellyn sighs and looks at his brother. Kendyn glances at him, but looks away, furrowing his brow. “We've all had a trying day. Victory is sweet and I wish we had more time to savor it. Your force must leave early, Prince Asher. As far as I know, anthros still need sleep.” He stands and extends his hand to Asher. “Thank you and thanks to your men. And my sympathies on those who fell. I am truly sorry.”


As Cormac and Asher gather themselves to leave, Kendyn gently pulls on Drew's sleeve. “You can't go back to your rooms tonight. When word of the victory reached us and the story was told of your power wining the battle, demons began gathering outside your door. They think you can heal them, or let them talk to their lost family. All sorts of miracles. I was only there a few minutes, to bring you some bread I baked, and I saw dozens of people waiting. You'll never get any rest or privacy if you go back.”


Drew looks at him in confusion before bursting out in laughter. “Heal them? With that power?” He glances at him seriously while the prince and Cormac leave together. “That power is what lead the dark mages after me, lead them to make me like them and hurt others. I'm not a healer and I'm not a good person either. I'm a monster.” His eyes stare into the younger brother, giving a demented and disturbed look to him.


Kendyn seems to ignore Drew's look. “The stories sometimes have nothing to do with reality. You'll have to stay here with us tonight.”  He looks at Nellyn, who subtly shakes his head 'no'. “You'll stay here. And you're not a monster.”


Kendyn leaves the table, heading down a short hall. “I'll make up your room for tonight but that means you two have to clear the table and do dishes.” He disappears into side room, but the two older demons can hear him happily humming an old folk tune.

The young demon gathers the dishes and takes them to the sink, warming a bucket of water with his hands before dumping the water into it. His mind grows into a violent frenzy as he's haunted by the memories of his previous crimes. A part of him just wants to smash the dishes and jab a piece of them into his throat, have it all end right now. He wonders if Aldan would still love him if they ever met again. Maybe he's moved on. Maybe he's dead. Once he's finished he looks to Nellyn, his tail grabbing a cloth and tossing it into a basket of dirty clothes.


“It's been a while since I slept, so I guess I'll try tonight.” He rubs the back of his head and looks away from him. “I heard that you used to do tribal tattoos here when you were younger. Do you still have the skill to do them?”


Nellyn drops the dish he was washing. He kneels quickly, carefully gathering the broken bits of pottery. “Actually, Kendyn is a much better artist than I ever was. He . . .practices more than I did at his age.” Nellyn dumps the pieces in the trash and returns to washing, finishing the last of the dishes. He seems to avoid Drew's gaze. His face is sorrowful, but he says nothing.

Kendyn returns to the kitchen. “Thank you, both!” He hugs his brother, wrapping his arms and tail around him. Nellyn hugs his back, tenderly. Kendyn moves on to hug Drew, wrapping his arms and tail around Drew's waist. “Your bed is made, and a meditation mat set for you. There's some scented candles and incense, but I have more if you don't like those.”


Nellyn wipes his hands on his pants. “Uh, we should all get some rest, then, I guess. Drew, if you need anything, just let us know. Otherwise, make yourself at home. You're welcome to anything we have.” He spreads his arms. “Anything.”


“Thank you...” As he turns to Nellyn, the light-haired demon notices his eyes bloodshot red, swelling with tears. Drew sniffs and pats Kendyn on the shoulder. Before he leaves down the hallway he mentions to him. “Hey Kendyn... Maybe you can put some art on me sometime. I heard you're better than your brother with tattoos these days.” He smiles before heading to his room.

Once inside, Drew adjust to the feeling of his new bedroom by immediately lighting candles and incense with his fingertips. He sits on his knees and shuts his eyes, beginning his meditation session. Two hours pass before he opens his eyes again. “Aldan... I don't know how much longer I can do this without you.” As he walks to the bed a memory of Aldan's family flashes before his eyes followed by when he was first told that his wife and almost all of his kids were murdered. He clenches his fist and punches his pillow.


Prince Asher wakes up before the sunrise and gathers his men to prepare breakfast and prepare for their mission to Harath. Nellyn wakes up soon afterwards and follows him around. They rush from one home to another, finding the most desperate demons that are ready to leave.


Cormac hadn't slept last night and spent most of it stressing on how he can find ways to bring more of the Varn Ra citizens back with him in the coming month - that is if they even survive for another month. Stress has consumed him overnight and he feels himself on the verge of a nervous breakdown. He's never wanted to be a leader. To make matters worse, the people he wants to save seem to despise him! Despite it all, he uses the stress to inspire him and his men to make the most out of today's trip. That makes it an extremely busy morning on the beach of Varn Ra - more than a hundred people are moving their goods to the E'hbel ship, others cook for the visitors and themselves, some pray outside while others tend to their weapons.


During the night, as he meditates, Drew's sensitive ears hear Nellyn. In the next room, the demon leader of Varn Ra tries to stifles sobs. The cries seems mixed with grunts of pain.  These occur nearly constantly. At one point, he can hear Kendyn whispering. Concentrating, he can make out what they're saying.


“Can I stop please? I don't want to keep doing this right now. It's hurting you too much!” Kendyn's voice is tight and tense.

“No. . .We can't stop yet. Just finish. Please.” Nellyn's voice is different than earlier. More pleading and less commanding. “Please, Kendyn. You know I have to do this.”


“I know. I just wish it didn't hurt you so.” Kendyn sighs in resignation.


Nellyn's grunts and cries resume and Drew feels compelled to investigate. If they're in some sort of trouble, he should help. And Kendyn said he wanted to stop...If Nellyn is forcing him...


Drew quietly rises and walks softly to their door. He wrestles with himself, his mind conjuring reasons to ignore the sobs and grunts and reasons why he can't ignore them. He opens the door, expecting the worst.


Nellyn is there, lying on the floor on his back. He's nude, holding his hands near his mouth. He bites his wrists, trying to stop his crying. His eyes are tightly shut, and tears fall down his face. His tail is wrapped tightly around one of his arms.


Kneeling next to him, Kendyn wipes a towel across one of his brother's thighs. He glances up and quickly covers Nellyn with clean towel. He lays down a small, delicate hammer and needle. Nellyn.


Nellyn's thighs and abdomen are covered with small tattoos. Some are old, but many are fresh. Kendyn was tattooing fresh designs into Nellyn's thighs. They are symbols, some the Drew recognizes, but most he does not. There must be hundreds of them. Perhaps several hundred.  


Kendyn looks at Drew. “You can't tell anyone. They wouldn't understand.”


“Of course not.” Drew gawks at him, trying to make sense as to what the other tattoos are. He walks in and kneels down, studying them. “What are these right here? These aren't demon patterns, are they?” He gives him privacy, looking away from his privates, trying to focus mostly on the younger brother.

Nellyn takes a cloth and wipes his face. “Tell him. I trust Drew.” He closes his eyes, biting the cloth in anticipation of the pain. “Okay, Nelly. Try to relax.” He smiles at Drew. “Have you never seen another demon naked before? I can cover him if it will make you comfortable.”


“Of course I have.” He laughs. “You can't spend a single hour in a demon temple without seeing a few people walking around naked out of nowhere. I'm just...” He blushes as his erection grows. “Nevermind.” Drew feels guilty about his attraction to not just Nellyn, but his younger brother too and can't tell if it breaches his marriage to Aldan.


“I like you. You're...almost innocent, somehow. It's cute.” Kendyn's tail reaches up to brush the boy's hair from his face as he leans down, hammer and needle in hand. “Each of these is a symbol or rune for a demon who fought under Nellyn's command and died.” He points to a fresh set of tattoos, the skin red and angry. “These are part of today's. I have a few more before we're caught up.” His ever-present smile fades and he wipes his eyes on his arm. “When news came back that you'd won, I thought for an instant that there wouldn't be any tattoos tonight. But there were. Every time we fight, there's more tattoos.” He looks at Drew. “I started on his back. When that was full, I did the back of his legs. Then his stomach. Now the front of his thighs. He's running out of places. Each one is one demon. One life. He carries them with him. Every one of them.”


Drew's mouth falls in surprise, studying each tattoo and nodding along with his brother's explanation. “I see... I understand. So you won't sleep tonight, will you? Not with all of that pain. Do you want to feel that pain knowing you can make yourself a tea to stop it from hurting so much? Do you hurt because you feel guilt or to honor them?” He puts his mouth to his face, feeling guilty for asking.


Nellyn holds his hand out. Kendyn pauses, sliding back onto his heels. Nellyn takes a deep breath before he answers. “Our sister made the teas and remedies in our household. Kendyn can cook well enough, but he never learned the healing teas. I mean, why would he? Marlyn was here and she knew.” Nellyn's head falls back and he dabs his face with a wet cloth.

Kendyn takes over. “She was here, why would I need to know? But after the first attacks, we sent her away in the first wave of evacuations. So she could watch over the younglings. I know it was stupid not to learn before she left. We just didn't think of it. If you could make a tea that would help him, I'd be in your debt forever.” He lays down his hammer and needles, leaning forward to grasp Drew's hands. He looks into Drew's eyes. “I would be so grateful. Please, help him if you can.”


“Yes... One moment, please.” He leaves to the kitchen and looks through their cabinets, finding leftover jars of herbs that have been blessed over. “Perfect. She left some stuff behind. This will work...” He cooks the herbs in boiling water while praying over them. Fifteen minutes later, Drew returns with a full glass of tea, leaving the rest to cool for another day. “This should do the trick. I wouldn't be surprised if it's the same recipe she used.”


Nellyn looks at Drew when he brings him the tea. He grabs Drew's shoulder, holding him. “See? You are a healer, Drew. Saving all of us.” He sips the tea, sighing in relief.


Kendyn dips his needles and returns to work, explaining what he can of each tattoo he's doing. The symbols come to him in meditation after he learns the names. The newer pieces are more cleanly done, more skilled, than the earlier pieces. This is what Nellyn meant when he said Kendyn practices more.


 It takes a couple more hours before the last demon is represented. Nellyn has been much more comfortable with the tea. As he wipes away the last of the excess ink, Kendyn sits on his heels. He reaches up, stretching. His back cracks. Even dressed only in his fundoshi, the stress and concentration of the work and the ritual, have left his covered in perspiration. His face is pale and drained. “Done.” Slowly, he cleans up his supplies as Nellyn lays still, allowing himself to drift.


“You're quite good at that, Kendyn... I must ask. What could I do in order to repay you if you were to tattoo me?” His eyes glare around at the brothers sweaty body, admiring his skill, form and his smooth body. Even though he's just a year younger than him he seems so much younger in his physical appearance. It reminds him of his friend Aizen, whom he doesn't know if he will ever see again.


Kendyn smiles at Drew. He takes a cloth and dips it in a bowl of clean water. Slowly, he begins wiping his arms, raising one his and wiping his armpit. He watches Drew watching him. “I am already in your debt. Teach me to make the tea, or keep making it for Nellyn when I have to work on him.” He switches arms, wiping the other pit. He grins and bites his lower lip, his eyes fixed on Drew. “What did you want as a design? And where?”


Drew smiles. “Well... I'd like some sort of pattern across my lower legs and upper arms, but at the same time I want the art to reflect the artist itself. This is going to sound strange and difficult, but I'd like you to decide the patterns and designs, the scriptures or prayers as well. I trust you... What do you think?” He looks to Nellyn. “The rest of the tea is still in the kitchen if you need to finish it in order to help sleep, by the way.”


Nellyn breathes deeply, already on the edge of sleep. He manages a sleepy reply. “Thank you, Drew...ever so much.”


Kendyn slides his tools and his work tray back against the wall. He gathers and seals his inks, moving them out of the way as well. Finally, he grabs several dirty towels and bowls of water, rising and heading for the kitchen. “Let's let Nelly rest. We can talk in your room with some tea. I don't need to sleep, though.”


“Sure... Sure.” Drew waits for the younger brother and leads him to the kitchen. He slides out the jars again, taking a spoon and showing him how much he measures from each jar. “There's probably a book in the temple library upstairs on healing chants. I only know this one because my friend Aizen was heavy into this stuff. It's not the herbs themselves that matter, but the magic used on them.” He boils the pot of water by simply placing his hand against it and then he begins to put the herbs into it. “Let it boil for about fifteen minutes or until the water turns pitch black. It should look thick, but taste like nothing, like air...” Drew chants over the warm water with his hands above it. It's a prayer that Kendyn can vaguely remember from his sister. The older brother leaves the kitchen after finishing his cold tea and heads to sleep. Once it's done, Drew fills his tea, allowing him to take a sip. “See? Simple.” He takes his tea with him to his room. Once inside, Drew strips down to his fundoshi, leaving his clothes on the bed.


Kendyn kisses his brother's cheek as Nellyn heads to sleep. The younger brother follows Drew to his room. He wipes his feet before sitting on the bed, cross legged, also in just a fundoshi. He stretches his arms high before running his hands through his hair and rolling his pale locks into a rolled bun that he holds on top of his head with his tail. “I get so tense and tight working for so long on Nellyn. I don't mind doing it, it just takes a while for my shoulders and back to relax after.” He leans back on his elbows, smiling at Drew. “So you would let inspiration drive the design? You trust me that much?”


“Yeah. Here, have more of the tea. It'll help your muscles and strains.” He smiles, watching him as he drinks from the tea. His tail is curls behind him uncontrollably and it takes all of the willpower he can to stop himself from growing an erection again in front of him. “Try closing your eyes and relaxing for a moment. Let the designs come to you. Feel the spots you'll tattoo and let them speak to you.”


The younger demon eases his shoulders back. Doing so highlights his chest, smooth and hairless, and his nipple, small and hard. He looks at Drew, smiling, then to his nipples, then back at Drew. Suddenly he sits up, reaching out to Drew. “You said you wanted pieces here.” He touches Drew's upper arms, near his biceps. “And here...” He rests a hand on Drew's leg, at his calf, which he gently squeezes. “And here.” He runs his hand up Drew's leg to his thighs. He leaves his hand resting on Drew's thigh. “Was that right?”


“Yeah. That's right...” Now it's impossible for him to withhold his true feeling with Kendyn's thigh touching his thigh. He blushes as his cock bulges noticeably rises in his fundoshi. “I'm sorry. I don't mean to... You know.” Drew shrugs, scratching the back of his hair, a nervous habit of his.


“Why are you sorry? Oh. Do I bother you? Is that it?” Kendyn pouts, pulling his hand from Drew's thigh. “Should I leave?”


“No, no. It's just that I find you really attractive. I'm married and I haven't seen my husband in a while, so I guess that leaves me frustrated.” He looks at him, still red. “Don't leave. You're fine.”


“Me? Attractive?” He stretches again, raising his hands above his head, showing off his chest and pits. He sticks his tongue out, running it slowly around his lips, leaving them wet and shining in the candle light. “How am I attractive? The better we know each other, the more I understand you and the more I can design a piece that reflects you.” Kendyn stands on his knees, moving close to Drew. “The better we know each other, the more we can help each other, Drew.” He's very close to Drew, almost on him. The older demon can feel the younger's heat. He can practically hear Kendyn's heart racing.


“Uhm...” Drew's left hand carefully touches the boys side as his mouth shifts forward to kiss one of his nipples. He stops, considering the shame he starts to feel, but gives in and kisses it. “I can still taste the sweat from before...” His tongue licks sloppily all around from one nipple and to the next while he massages both of his sides.


Kendyn moans. “That feels really good, Drew.” He pushes on Drew's shoulders. “Do you think we should? Would your husband mind? What's he like? Maybe I could tattoo him when we find him?” He reaches out, holding one side of Drew's face. “I feel drawn to you. Like I need to be around you and when I am, everything feels calm. As if I don't need to worry about Nellyn or the war.” He looks away from Drew, blushing suddenly. “I'm not in love with you, Drew. I mean, I do love you like a dear, dear friend. But not like I love Nellyn.” His voice drops to a whisper. “Not like I'm in love with Nellyn.” He looks at Drew with wide and pleading eyes. “Is it cheating if you and I pleasure each other, even though we love another? Do you think they'll understand? I know demons are usually open to such things...maybe the four of us could be together one night. Am I wicked for wanting such a thing??? Am I?” He wraps his arms around Drew, hugging him tightly and being hugged. “I don't want them to be mad at us, but I don't want to leave your bed.”


“No... You're not wrong at all. I'm sure Aldan has been with a few guys himself since the war. Who's to say I can't be with you?” Drew looks down with puppy dog eyes and moans, kissing his belly button. Both of their tails tangle and brush against each other as he sits up and kisses him again. He looks down again and rubs the fabric concealing Kendyn's erection.


Kendyn unties his fundoshi, raising his hips enough to toss it aside, onto the floor. He rubs his pubis and balls for a second, then lays back on Drew's bed, spreading his legs wide and holding his arms above his head. His body is magnificent. Smooth and hairless, pale and perfect. The veins hinted at beneath his alabaster skin. He watches Drew, excited and nervous. His ears begin to flush, not red, but almost blue. They're shaped oddly for a demon, longer and more or a rounded tip, like an elf's. His dick, though. His dick is nearly four inches, with a tight, smooth shaft and rounded bluish head. He's circumcised, like all demons. He watches Drew taking his body in and smiles. “You like my body. I can tell. Nellyn gets that same look.”


“Yeah, I do. You're fucking beautiful.” He unties his own fundoshi. His thick six inches point towards the wall as he strokes it in front of him. Drew moves up closer, allowing his tail to trace along Kendyn's legs. The small patch of growing pubes and a few hairs under his pits are the only signs of hair on his body. Spit trails down from his mouth and all over Kendyn's cock as he moves downwards, breathing onto the boys dick. “Can you cum yet? He kisses the shaft and sucks on his nutsack.”


Kendyn's head falls back into a pillow and his hips raise towards Drew's mouth. He moans loudly, catching his breath is short gasps before he speaks. “Yes, a little bit. Nelly says it's sweet, like honey.” He reaches down with one hand, grasping and squeezing Drew's hard-on. He strokes it with short, quick strokes. “Make me cum, Drew. Please. It'll be okay, I can cum four or five times if we want. Just, make me cum now.”


“Now?” He laughs as he strokes him, licking around his shift, then the head. Drew finds out that his most sensitive spot is the tip of his dick. “You prefer to be fucked or fuck?” He puts his lips around the shaft and moves down to the pubis, easily deepthroating and sucking him off.


“I've only ever been with Nelly and I like it when he fucks me.” He grins at Drew. “I like it a lot.” He moans as he feels himself coming closer to orgasm. “Not long now. Yeah, just like that.” He grabs handfuls of Drew's hair, careful of his partner's horns, and pulls Drew face into his pubis. He bucks his hips, almost fucking Drew's mouth. “Yeah....yesss!” His cockhead swells and fires four sweet threads of his cum into Drew's mouth. It's hot and sweet, very much like honey. It's almost floral, but it is delicious. There's not too much of it, in truth, Drew is a little disappointed there's not more. Kendyn lets go of Drew's head, falling back into bed, his arms and legs spread out. He sighs and giggles. “There would have been more, but Nelly had some before we tattooed.”


Drew laughs. “I understand. Your cum is the sweetest and tastiest I've ever had.” He settles down beside him, letting the head of his erection press against his friends thigh. “So.  Any ideas yet?”


“Oh, hordes of ideas. You and Nelly taking turns fucking me, over and over.” He chews on the end of his thumb as he thinks and speaks. “Taking turns sucking me. Taking turns letting me suck you. You and your husband taking turns on me. Just spending a whole awake period with you all, just fucking and meditating the whole time. Is your husband handsome? He has to be, right? What do his horns look like?” He snuggles next to Drew, resting his head on Drew's chest, licking at his nipple between sentences. He grabs Drew's cock and slowly strokes it, using his thumb on the head and pee slit.


“He's a human, actually. And I was talking about the designs, not sex. It's good to know you're still interested. I was beginning to wonder.” Drew rubs his friends back, kissing his neck as he guides him down to his cock. “He's pretty handsome. Scruffy. His cock is huge too, like almost nine inches? We used to fuck like crazy, like it were the last days of our lives. Well, they were for me.”


Kendyn lets Drew's hand guide him. He kisses along the way. Stomach, belly button, everything he can. In between his talking, that is. “Human? Really? Wow. Nine inches! That must feel so good inside you. Do you think he'll like me? Will I be too young? You taste good. I bet he's really happy you're back!” He takes the head of Drew's cock in his mouth. His tongue explores the tip and the pee slit as his hands move to massage Drew's balls. He  wraps one hand around the shaft and begins sliding up and down on Drew's cock. “How big is yours?” Sometimes he goes fast, his face almost a blur going up and down. Sometimes he goes super slow, sucking hard and using his tongue everywhere it can reach as his face moves almost glacially slow on the older demon's dick.


“Ah, fuck yeah man.” He moans and arcs his stomach forward. “I'm six inches, so you can probably imagine how big he is...” Drew rubs his shoulders as Kendyn goes down on him. “You want me to shoot it in your mouth or over your face?” He moves one hand gently to the back of his head and helps him pick up the pace.


“On my face with a little in my mouth, please.” He rolls off of Drew's dick onto his back. He laces his fingers together behind his head and opens his mouth wide. His tail twitches and as Drew straddles his face to fuck his mouth, Kendyn's tail tickles at Drew's side and legs. Kendyn's dick is hard again, slightly curved up and signaling that he likes the idea of Drew fucking his mouth. . .


Drew moves forward and positions his cock and begins thrusting into Kendyn's mouth as if it were his ass. He's surprised by how well his technique is - his brother must have taught him well with all of that tongue action. The brown haired demon pants and moans, raising one arm to wipe sweat from his forehead. “Ahh fuck! I'm gonna cum soon.” He pulls out and slaps his cock against his face before stroking it as fast as he possibly can. It's been so long since he's masturbated - possibly the first time of his new life - so he's a little overwhelmed as he feels himself have his orgasm. Eight heavy shots of cum spray out of his piss slit and all over Kendyn's adorable face. When he realizes how little he got into his mouth Drew begins to scoop some of it off of his face and push his fingers in. “Taste good?” It's not the best he's produced, but then again Drew hasn't been eating much. He leans forward and begins to lick it off of his face while continuing to beat himself off. They kiss and allow the webs and pools of cum to swim from mouth to mouth. It's another few minutes before they have it all clean and they begin to recover.


Drew and Kendyn cuddle in the nude for a moment. The brown haired demon traces his fingers along his friends skin, suddenly realizing that the boy that has tattooed hundreds of people has none on himself. He then begins to think of his own body and feels a sudden embarrassment. “So... Does my scar not gross you out? He feels along his neck, almost trying to hide it.”


“No. It doesn't. Not at all.” Kendyn goes so far as to gently kiss part of the scar. Not sexually, but lovingly, tenderly. “It's part of you and I can't just love parts of you and not love other parts. How would that even work? I love all of you, scar included.” He kisses it again before returning to kiss Drew's mouth, sucking his tongue into his mouth. Suddenly, he wraps his legs around Drew's waist, his tail tickling Drew's butt. “Are you going to fuck me? Or should we wait and ask Nellyn first? We can lay together and meditate or just hold each other and talk.. Oh, next time, more cum in my mouth, please.”


“I think we should wait and talk to your brother about it first.” He leans in closer, allowing them to be face to face, their erections beginning to fade but still touching each other. Drew leans his head on Kendyn's shoulder and kisses it. “Moments like these are rare and fleeting. Tomorrow could be our last day. Or next week. Who knows... When do you plan to leave Varn Ra?”


When you and Nellyn leave. He holds Drew close, his hands and tail, gently caressing and exploring the older boy's body. I can't leave you alone. You both need me.


“Yeah, but... I don't know if your brother will leave or not. I'm hoping that he does.” He pauses and thinks for a moment. Drew doesn't want to leave if there's an attack. If anything, he'd rather walk straight into one without anyone knowing and just die right there. Returning to E'hbel, his first home, seems like a nightmare to him. People over there recognize his story and what happened to his mother. What would they think if they heard he came back to life?


“You shouldn't be afraid. You've been through the worst. There will be more trials and tests for you. For us.” The younger demon strokes the older demon's hair. “But you're going to be okay. Aldan thinks of you often. He doesn't know where you are, does he? You haven't written to him.” He looks deep into Drew's eyes. “You're not just from E'hbel now. You're from everywhere we call home. E'hbel. Varn Ra. Harath. Aigua. And Nellyn and I love you and we'll watch over you. You'll see. All four us.” He giggles. “We're going to need a bigger bed.”


“Yeah...” Drew shrugs and frowns, leaning down and lifting his sheets. I'm going to sleep now, Kendyn. You can stay if you'd like. He looks to the candle light and blows all but one of them out with his powers. “Good night.”


Kendyn cuddles close to Drew, resting his head on Drew's chest. “Don't be sour. Stop worrying and just be. Just enjoy the moment we have right now, Drew. Good night.” The demon-boy sighs happily and closes his eyes. He listens to Drew's heart. He hums softly, an ancient song of love and hope, until they both drift into slumber.


By the time Drew awakens in the morning Kendyn is already out helping around the temple while Nellyn is out helping Cormac find others to immigrate to E'hbel. He makes himself a coffee, forces it down and dresses himself before leaving to one of the more private prayer rooms in the temple.


At lunchtime, Nellyn meets back with the Prince of Aigua just before he heads off. The boy sits on top of his horse, looking down and smiling at him. Behind him are the rest of his men and fifty demons. “Well, this is goodbye for now. I'm hoping to either return by the end of the month or have a set of my men return. In the meantime, I'll have soldiers going post to post, gathering as many demons and anthros as possible to continue moving to the kingdoms. I wish you the best of luck, Nellyn.”


The young Prince gestures to one of his men, who sounds a short command on his bugle. The force from Aigua begins to move out. Prince Asher leads the main column, with pairs of riders ahead and on either flank to protect the column from ambush.


The mounted force is followed by the demon refugees. Some of the older or very young demons ride the horses whose riders were lost in yesterday's battle. They travel with what they can carry. Baskets or bags of personal belongings too treasured to leave behind. Food, water, clothing. They march quietly, some of them crying.


Much of the activity in the village stops. The native demons watch sadly. Everyone feels that the refugees will never return. Largely because the village will likely be razed soon. The mood of those demons staying is somber. 


Once the Aiguans and refugees vanish in the distance, work within the village resumes. Other refugees load their belongings on to Cormac's ship. Kendyn nervously oversees as the collected library books and artifacts are loaded and stored on board. Nellyn meets with his soldiers, gauging their mood. He works with them to prepare for their withdrawl. They'll leave this village when defending become hopeless, moving to the next village and hoping for a miracle.


By midday, both Asher's group and Cormac's ship have both left, leaving Nellyn as the overseer and protector of Varn Ra. No help will come to him until the next ships arrive and one can only pray that during that time that there's not any attacks. Even though he believes they could hold off a few small attacks, if Cruiberg were to return with a large army, there would be no chance for their survival. It's all in the hands of Harath for the moment; their armies will buy the anthros and demons of Varn Ra as much time as they can.

END OF CHAPTER ONE.

Characters
Harath Characters -
King of Harath - Haelex Rhumstold II  - Late 70s. He stays at the kingdom during the war due to the fact that he’s more of a leader of the people rather than a fighter. He’s two-faced: seen as a symbol of equality/peace, but also corrupt and cruel in that he doesn’t truly show interest in the social issues plaguing the kingdom until it’s forcefully brought to his attention. 
Prince Ronan Rhumstold - 30 years old. One of the many sons of the king. He’s in line to be the next king if his father passes. He’s seen as the true figure of equality/peace for Harath. Unlike his father, he’s actually a warrior and has been in wars before.
Melena Rhumstold - 38 years old. Daughter of the Harathi King. A healer that goes into the war. Noted as the woman who molested Alex when he was recovering from his heart problems. 
Commander 1 - Jason Steel. 48 years old. In control of 500 higher-class knights. Focuses on stopping the Cruiberg gorilla groups that attack small villages in the area. Despite his position in power, many people are critical towards him due to his son being a traitor. 

Glendon Dermond - Jason’s right hand man, 29 yo. Well known for being a violent soldier in many wars. Rumored to be a monstrous killer and way more evil than most dark mages. 
Commander 2 - Deklen Coadou - In charge of freeing dozens of villages near E’hbel from Cruiberg. 
Commander 3 - Efraim Kaltenbrunner - A younger commander that fights with Deklen.
Lieutenant - Reeve Galien - In lead of an attack force with one of the commanders on taking back land from the Cruiberg’s. Tactical, strong, and huge in size. 
Aiguia Characters -

Prince Asher - 12 Shapeshifting anthropomorphic leopard. Has extremely acrobatic abilities and prefers to use sword. In charge of all Aigua commanders and has 3000 warriors to his own personal army. Wears very finely made chain mail, suited to allow him to move freely and acrobatically, along with enchanted vambraces and greaves into battle, engraved to represent the four elements of creation. These protect him against magic and hostile spells and are an ancient heirloom of his family. 
Toby - 15. Quite possibly one of the best archers in the continent and has slowly grown in his skills with a sword. 
Hunter - 14. Uses his father’s sword and a battle axe. During the war, he becomes much more violent in battle like his father used to be, relying on Toby to calm his temper. 
Aldan and Co. -
Aldan Yeager - Rules a small guerilla combat army (only 30 people, but very skilled) and uses the same techniques Cruiberg has used successfully but turns out to do it even better than them. 

After the death of his children and younger ones, he begins to channel his rage into rigorous training and becoming stronger overall. As soon as the war begins, he becomes noted as Harath’s ruthless killing machine. He’s very critical with his team, but only because he doesn’t want to lose anyone else close to him. Aldan’s desperate for revenge and to also find Drew. 

The pain over the loss of his family drives him in training, but also leads to bouts of depression. During these bouts, Aldan blames himself for their deaths, seeking to drown his pain in alcohol. 
Aizen – 12. Rare blonde demon. Husband to Holt. He’s the medic/healer of the group, but also uses combat if he has to. Has an ancient demon sword that can shift into a larger blade on command to its owner and kill enemies that try to possess it. Also has a mage staff given as a gift by his parents before they died when he was young. It controls air and water. Typically wears baggy shorts and a tunic with metal armor underneath it.
Holt - 14 Half-elf. Husband to Aizen. His husband collaborated with a blacksmith on forging his armor to fit his race/origin. It’s a leafy green with images of wildlife and trees etched into it. Physically, appears identical as in previous story due to slow aging for his race, although he’s much stronger and skilled than before.
Tomas  - 16. Looks young for his age. Shapeshifting anthropomorphic gray wolf. One of Aigua’s most gifted warriors. Used to apprentice the prince of Aigua but doesn’t anymore. He’s currently in a relationship with Ythl. Tomas looks three years younger than he really is but is also very strong and prefers to wear heavy armor, such as his silver breastplate and leather armor on his arms and legs. 
Ythl  - 14. Anthropomorphic fox, hawk and wizard. In a relationship with Tomas. His ability to transform into a hawk has been extremely rewarding for Aldan’s group on mapping the places they target. He carries around a small staff, a backpack of herbs/potions, and a falchion sword. Unlike others, he doesn’t wear any armor, just baggy pants, boots, and a thin black tunic.
Milvik Krunzath - 24. Anthropomorphic cat. When he was 20, Milvik and his girlfriend left Aigua to live in the forests. Unfortunately, they ran into Raethum while his group of dark mages were on the way to meet with the current count/vampire. His girlfriend was killed and he was shrunken/trapped into a potion bottle as a ‘pet’, which he has lived in ever since. His magic can only work when connected with his gemstone necklace. // At the beginning he has very long blonde hair, which is still long when he cuts it. His ears are gray/silver, as is his tail. 
Alec Avitzvur - 13. A spitboy that Milvik falls in love with. Was once a prisoner that Aldan worked with who committed murder. Had a heavy starshatter addiction. Light brown hair that’s longer on one front side than the other. He’s learned some basic fighting techniques, but is typically cleaning armor/swords, setting tents up and has sex with soldiers that want him.
Aldan’s Raiders - 

Commander - Aldan Jaeger

Special Laison: Aiguan Royal Detachment - 
Tomas, Ythl

Lieutenant - Brady Anspaugh (anthro)

First Sgt - Holt

Sgt  - Anne Karn

Corporal - Ivan Dominko

Corporal - Estes Girabaldi

Healers - Aizen, Evie (Anthro)

Spitboys - Alec, Evan, Cassandra, Illyana, Neke, Tommy(anthro), Sylvia, Freya (anthro)
First Squad - Commanded personally by Aldan Jaeger, with Holt as his sergeant, Estes Girabaldi as corporal, and Aizen attached as healer. 

Second Squad - Commanded by Leftenant Anspaugh with sergeant Karnes assisting, Ivan Dominko as corporal, and Evie as healer.

Aldan’s Raiders is organized as two squads. Each squad acts independently of the other, when possible, although they do practice coordinated tactics quite extensively. Most of the troopers are trained for riding, but not for mounted combat, so they can use horses for travel but not in battle. Historically, these troops were referred to a hobilars, as they would ride to a battle site, hobble their horses and enter combat on foot. For most of their missions, AR travels by foot, marching deep into Cruiberg controlled or claimed lands, scavenging supplies to supplement what they carry and engaging where they hold an advantage. Aldan is fairly cautious, preferring to preserve the ability of his force to move and fight. 
Other demons of importance –

Drew Yeager - 13. Demon that has been brought back to life due to an ‘mutual’ agreement by the Demon Lord, Selune, and the War God. When he returns, he wakes up in a cave near Varn Ra lake and hides there in seclusion away from the villages nearby. He is married to Aldan.

Because he was resurrected, he’s still 13. His brown hair is much longer in the back, to his shoulder blades, and just below his eyes, but cut around his ears. Also has a scar across his neck from when he was beheaded/executed and green tribal tattoos around his ankles and upper arms. Combat wise, he uses a typical knightly sword, but prefers to use his powers.
Nellyn Portok - 18. Five foot eight, skinny. Long white hair, short horns. Has incredible speed and uses a fire sword in combat. Considered one of the strongest demons in Varn Ra and accompanies Asher. 
Kendyn Portok – 12. Five foot tall. Mid-length white hair, short horns. Younger brother to Nellyn.

Cormac Mason - 24. A chubby demon with incredible strength and versatile with his use of weapons. Comes from a village in E’hbel where all demons are heavy-set, known for their strength and intelligence with their abilities in combat. 
High Lord Zethia – High lord of E’hbel, supreme leader of all demons in the world. 

The Cruiberg -
High King: Rhys Hallewell. Sixty-three years old, tall, and still looks pretty young for a man of his age. His strength proves his position for being king. It’s said that he’s killed more than two thousand men, women, and children on his own. His goals are to eliminate all non-humans and take possession of Aigua and Harath. 
Council 1 - Rakshahas Cane - In his mid-forties. The most violent and cruel of all. He’s a war commander that has had extremely positive success with guerrilla warfare in the forests. Helped publicize and form the propaganda that now consumes Cruiberg. He doesn’t know this, but his brother was killed by Aizen when him and Holt were on their way to Harath. He’s in charge of the attack on the E’hbel villages, which are located in high mountain ranges and house thousands of demons and anthros alike. / Black & Gray hair, only has one working eye. Fire King.
Council 2 - Jeremy Naxxremis - Early thirties. A prodigy with the sword and the most talented fighter in all of Cruiberg. The king believes that he’s already been surpassed by Jeremy. Him and his brother together are seen as some of the most dangerous forces currently on the planet and have just as high of an assassination price than the king himself. He prides himself on his strength and is addicted to war and killing. Both of the brothers are blonde haired. Stone King.
Council 3 - Klaus Naxxremis -  Early thirties. Skilled with the sword like his brother, but much more quiet than him. Sadistic like Rakshahas. Enjoys fighting alongside his brother more than being in war itself. Iron King.
Council 4 - Markus Yorem - Exactly 30. Unlike the others, he’s less cruel about war and has his focuses more on political/social concerns in the kingdom. He does what he must do in war simply because it’s his job, but isn’t into the sadistic killing like others are. In a way, he’s like if “Aldan” were a Cruiberg. Blood King
Dark Mage Maestro:  Raethum - A four-hundred year old dark mage that has mastered and controlled an ancient shadow creature that lives inside of him. His brother was killed in a battle with Aiguia. Uses a rare serum on a collection of captured youth in attempt to turn them into weapons. After capturing Drew, he uses it on him, whom is the only to survive it. 
Dark Mage Adviser:  Epirael - A younger dark mage, only a hundred years old, but is much physically stronger than most mages typically are and decent with dark magic. He is a prodigy in the torture and interrogation of humans, anthros, and demons.
Squire, Apprentice - Alexander Steele/Yorem: Born in Harath, aged 15, and son of one of the lead commanders. He killed his brother, fled from prison, and came to Cruiberg for asylum and was given high regard for betraying them by taking out someone that was soon to be of a high threat. He pledges loyalty and is in training with Markus, taking position as apprentice and Squire (having his own small army of training warriors with them as well) whom he has a romantic relationship with.

His main objectives and position are mixed. He considers himself a Cruiberg and prides himself on it but doesn’t agree with their violence on young non-humans, and also despises Rakshahas and Jeremy. He also wants to see Harath destroyed. 

Despite his age, Alex is a skilled swordsman, a rare wind mage with unique powers to control nature, and can also see glimpses into people’s future. His influence and power on kingdoms cannot be underestimated.


He has light brown hair that hangs to his eyes, five foot ten, skinny, but also has an athletic muscular build. 
Priest - Sargonne Trask: Priest/Warrior of Emarak. Religious advisor to King Markus. Not an old man, but late 40s is retirement age when your profession is war. Asked by Markus to teach Alexander, and show Alexander, what it means to be Cruiberg. Wife died of sickness when he was out on his last campaign, five years ago. HIs sons are soldiers in the Cruiberg army, one serving under King Rhys, the other under King Rakshahas. Daughter is married to a weapon crafter in service to Markus. 

Still physically imposing, Sargonne suffers pain from various wounds. He bears the pain without complaint, viewing it as the price paid for years of victories and survival on the field of battle. He respect Markus as King, seeing in him someone who can take the Cruiberg to prosperity on and beyond the battlefield. He is loyal. Though not gay himself, he sees nothing wrong with Markus and Alex as a couple, provided Alex’s loyalty is to Markus. He likes Alex, viewing him as a surrogate son. 
Petrick – First son of Epirael. Dark mage. 13-14 years old. Somewhat powerful, the darkness hasn’t corrupted him completely, and he hasn’t decided his path yet either. He’s very protective of his younger brother.

Elric – First son of Epirael. Dark mage. 10-11 years old. He’s blind and doesn’t use his powers much, meaning that he relies on his older brother to protect him. 
Flement – A female Cruiberg soldier, age 18 or 19. She comes into importance in the second half of the story.
Varon Stethik - Native Cruiberg, 15 yo. Five foot eight, skinny. Long snow white hair that covers his ears, stops at his brows and shoulders. His weapon of choice is a thin/sharp sword like a katana. He was orphaned at a young age when his parents died in the ‘great waste’ and was trained to become a soldier under King Jeremy. He’s a nobleman classified as one of Jeremy’s top 20 strongest warriors. Indoctrinated into hatred for demons and anthros. Varon looks up to Alex since they’re both close to their Kings. While the war might be important to him, he treats combat more so like a game. 
Minor Characters –

Garallen – A mage that seems in his early forties, but is hundreds of years old (age unknown). While he lives near Aigua and gives support to Harath, Aigua, and the Demons during the war as a healer, he refuses to fight. His magic is too powerful of a weapon and he doesn’t want to use it as a political tool or be used for it by other kingdoms. In the past, he has also lived and helped people in Cruiberg, as he has done in all parts of the world.


Garallen is the second strongest character in the story. The only one that surpasses him in strength is his nemesis, the faceless one.

Yuval – A seemingly nine-year-old apprentice to Garallen, although he’s much older than he looks, and is most likely the third strongest character in the story. Unknown to himself, he’s a dark mage from the frozen continent of Strararis.

Grant – A Harathi soldier that once went to the school Alex worked at. 14-15 years old. Ginger, somewhat chubby. He has a Cruiberg family background. 

Jay – 10 years old. In a relationship with Millken. Somewhat chubby. Green hair. Slowly learning how to fight with bow and sword. 

Milliken Yeager – 10 years old. Younger brother, son of Aldan. In a relationship with Jay. Chubby, dirty blonde hair. Slowly learning how to fight with bow and sword.

Bryan Yeager – 12 years old. Older brother, son of Aldan. In a relationship with Lev. Brown hair, slowly gaining some muscle from training with sword and bow. 

Lev – 14 years old. Half demon, half black-wolf. In a relationship with Bryan. His fire powers are very strong.

Kirth – Seemingly in his late 30s, but much older than appearance. Strararian dark mage. Used to be a dark lord for the frozen continent. Garallen is a mentor for him.
Chandler – 11 years old. Apprentice to Kirth, Strararian dark mage. Silver lynx. He’s also a dancer at the Boy Yards bar.
