“Before you go, I can tell you were one is. But you must move in haste.” That is what the strange man told me. Little did I know that the information that followed was just the beginning of my journey to finding my destiny. Each step would take place in a perfect order, like the moves were planned on, like someone was playing both sides. But I disregarded the big picture, the ideas that affected everyone. At this time, all that mattered to me was I. And so I left for the location the man described for me. It was back in my home realm, which I hadn’t visited since that run-in with those humans before. To make sure I wouldn’t meet a similar experience, I moved through the forest to my desired location. Before long, I was able to see the edge of the forest, where the soul sphere I sought was lying. It is quite strange that a soul sphere could be found lying out in the open, especially in a now largely populated realm where anyone could just find this orb and take it home. But I had spoken too soon. As I emerged from the forest, I was greeted with a horrid sight; a young man was holding it. He had short, spiked up red hair. He wore what appeared to be only half of a suit of armor, the chest plate, the upper leg guards and the right arm guard. The plating on his chest was made of a metal, while the other parts were merely leather. He was peering through the soul sphere into the light as if he was trying to understand what power he held. I wouldn’t want what had happened to me to happen to him, so I had to intervene, I had to scare him; I had to get that soul sphere!


“I have searched for what you hold in your hands for hundreds of years and you shall not deny me the right to finally possess that object!” That should do it.


The boy was startled as he turned around and gazed upon me. I must have been a strange sight. Bright red and black hair sticking up in a quite unnatural way. A full body cloak, only exposing parts of my leather armor on my legs. My sword fully exposed and ready to strike. Overall, I hoped it was a sign of fear in his eyes in which I saw, but yet he still held onto the soul sphere. I had to press further without injuring him. I decided to lunge at him and ‘strike his arm’ so he would drop the sphere to save his hand. Unfortunately, I couldn’t have imagined this boy to be almost ready for an attack. He drew his own sword, a small one, but much to big to be called a dagger, and deflected my glancing strike. He backed away from me and readied for my next move. He was a swordsman, but a naïve one. He didn’t possess the courage to actually strike me, or he figured I had no intention to hurt him with that first attack. Either way, I needed to be more aggressive if I was to get the soul sphere from him. Then the presence from within me took over my actions again. This time though, it was different. Instead of blacking out like I always did previously, I was able to see, hear and feel everything my body was doing, I just couldn’t control it. My body had once again lunged at the boy, but this time it prepped for an actual lunge, aiming for the boy’s heart. I tried as hard as I could, but my body still wouldn’t respond to my requests. Before the blade would pierce flesh, there was a bright light emanating from the soul sphere. I could only remember when something like this had happened to me, so I knew what was to come. The sword was stopped and forced aside, as the clanging noise of metal clashing was made. My body and I could see why now. There was platinum colored armor with a sapphire hue. The sword didn’t even cause a scratch. I was afraid to see the boy’s face, what kind of demon he may have become because of the soul sphere. I was able to look up at him and see for myself. Apparently I had regained control after the failed strike. The boy’s face was, fine! It was the same as it was before! The only slight difference is the look of confidence that had overcame his face after realizing I was unable to actually harm him. I quickly made space between us before he would strike me. After gaining some space, I realized, he was unable to move in such heavy armor! He couldn’t hit me before since he could barely move his limbs! If I just knock him down now, he’ll definitely hand over the empty soul sphere. 


“Too easy.” I lifted my hand and forced some of my energy to gather at the palm. Then unleashing the yellow energy at my helpless opponent. No matter what kind of armor he has, it probably doesn’t protect him from spirit energy. The lightning like energy collided into the young warrior and sent him flying a few feet. He screamed as he hit the ground, the fall had possibly injured him since the armor was too big for him, or perhaps I put more than enough energy into that attack. Either way, the sphere rolled out of his unclenched hand as he lay helplessly on the ground. I approached the fallen warrior in order to retrieve my prize. But as I looked down upon the boy, I could see the tears flow from his eyes, which looked at me for mercy. He knew his life was in my hands. At this moment, I realized that he did not deserve whatever the soul sphere had cursed him with underneath that armor. Whatever he became, was an unnecessary punishment for a crime not committed. I placed the sphere back into his hand.


“Try to force the soul out of you. Separate yourself from the other presence.”


It had worked. In another brilliant flash, the armor had disappeared and the boy was able to move again. I began to reach for the soul sphere when another voice interrupted me.


“DEMON! Your time in this realm is over! You must be sent back to the world of the Damned and end your corruption on this realm’s people!”


We both looked over as to who may have said this. It was an old woman of at least 50 years. She wore a familiar robe, decorated in symbols of various colors, her aged, gray hair in a bun with needles sticking through them. She seemed familiar, but I couldn’t remember exactly where I could have seen those deep blue eyes before. Then I realized where I had seen these eyes before! The woman who had escaped from me 10 years ago. The one survivor of three. Perhaps she tracked me for revenge, but her reason for being here was obvious, she wanted me dead. 


“Shaman! My reason for being here is of a good purpose!”


“I don’t care what reason you have for being here, the fact is you came back, and now I’ll finish what I couldn’t before!”


The boy had already run from the old woman and I. He stayed in view, in order to watch most likely. She had spirit energy flowing all around here as she spoke in a tongue I couldn’t recognize. The energy was focused into an orb in front of her, which she launched at me. I was able to easily sidestep the attack, and then began to approach her. She saw her first attack failed and decided to launch many smaller energy balls at me instead. I was able to evade them all till I finally made it to her. I went behind her and grabbed her wrists with my left hand while my right brought my blade close to her neck. If I had any chance to walk away from here without shedding blood, I would have to scare her into realizing she wont defeat me.


“Even after the time you had, you still hadn’t improved. I wonder if I should let you live this time.”


“Kill me if you wish, If I can’t kill you, someone else will. There is always someone stronger.”


Perhaps bargaining would be better, her life for my safe passage.


“I have no want to harm you, but I will if you dare get in my way again. I shall release you and not harm you if you swear not to banish me.” 


“Never shall I make such a promise to a vile creature such as yourself. Not even threats of death will stop me from getting rid of every one of your kind in this world, especially since if I should pass away, another shaman shall take my place and be stronger than I ever was.”


She would be tough to crack, especially believing that her life is already meaningless. If one life must end for me to continue on with mine, so be it.


“Then I must end your life so that my quest may continue instead of ending in vain.”


“STOP!” Another person decided to speak up in this encounter; the voice was from a young female a distance away. She was dressed in a plain white robe tied closed by a blue cloth. She had her blue hair cut short, hanging just below her facial features. She was accompanied by another young man of about the same age as the one with the soul sphere. He was even dressed similar, with what seemed to be the other half of the armor the first one is wearing. He had leather shoulder, lower leg guards and the left arm guard. Other than that, he wore a hat with the flap in the back and his blonde hair poking out through the hole in the front. All of our attention was now directed at them.


The girl began to chant the same words that the shaman had before. She followed through with the same attack. Fearing what it may do, I let go of my ‘hostage’ and dodged the attack. The shaman stood there as the energy neared her. The energy passed through the shaman as if she wasn’t there, making me wonder if it was a decoy. 


“Surprised?” said the shaman “My banishment spells don’t harm humans, which your not. Leave now or we’ll kill you.”


My options grew dim, but now I was offered the safe passage I desired, only it wasn’t within this realm. If I were to continue on, these distractions had to be dealt with. Then the demon within me took over as I began to charge at the elder shaman. A large person who seemed to appear from the air then blocked my path! He knocked me aside as I got near him, as if I was truly nothing to him. He appeared to be an angel, with wings of white feathers. On him were light body armor and a large sword. He seemed to be an experienced fighter since his size could only come from years of training.


“You must cease this senseless fighting. For you too work together, you must all be alive.”


The elder shaman spoke up “Work together? Why would I work with him!” 


The other shaman saw to the young man I had attacked earlier, and we all gathered near the angel who had awestruck us with his presence. 


“First off, introductions must be made. I am the Archangel Michael. I have come here to ask for your assistance.”


“And what would an angel want of our help?” said the young shaman.


“Pay more respect to a child of Lumirei Aminaru. He represents the power we use against demons.” The older shaman scolded. 


“And what may your name be, shaman?” 


“You may call me Mrs. Melakin. I don’t desire anything less formal than that.”


“Very well.” Spoke the Archangel. “And you boys are?”


The boy with the soul sphere spoke first. “I’m Bimatsu, and this is…”


“Lamiko” the other boy interrupted.  


“And you are?” The Archangel said to me. I was reluctant to speak, but I felt gaining enemies at this time wouldn’t be a smart idea.


“You may all call me Reibushido.”


“Good. Now that the introductions are finished, it is time to move onto why I needed all of you here.”





~This was kind-of an extended yet shortened version of the original. Confused? So am I. Some parts were extended, while others were shortened or removed. I took out the conversation between Bimatsu and Reibushido and the brief conversation between Lamiko and Aminaru. I changed the fights but didn’t change the results or the main phrases. I even used copy/paste to put those lines into this chapter! (I’m not lazy, just time efficient) But this was definitely a good rewrite. The conversation at the end is a little boring to me. But that’s just me I hope. Well, the next chapter should be ready soon!


~Well I just revised this chapter and the first to include what the characters were wearing. As for how they look, I will have the images posted at Elfwood when I can. If you would just like to see the images I already have there, you can click on the images link on my web page at geocities.com/mehlamiko. Or you can just go to http://elfwood.lysator.liu.se/art/m/i/mikehamel/mikehamel.html. The next chapter should be up real soon. Till then!


