“In the real world, 

As in dreams,

Nothing is quite 

What it seems.” 

~ Ticktock by Dean Koontz (The Book of Counted Sorrows)
Author's Note: Hello! Thanks to those who reviewed! There is Al Bhed (A language in Final Fantasy) in this chapter and probably in others! Wait! Don't leave! Wa- good. Just hold still for a minute! There are translations at the bottom for anything that Arzael didn't already tell you was said. I just couldn't help but put this in! Sorry! I like it too much. Oh yeah, and, this is set like 100 years after Abhorsen. Now there are several abhorsens, not just one.

Crystal Panther - 

Disclaimer: I do not own Final Fantasy, Sabriel, Lirael, Diablo, or anything else I spoofed including half of the names! I'm just borrowing and if there is a name in here that you thought up that you don't want me to use, just tell me! I'll change the name! Well, that's over. On to the story! 

Long Road's End

Chapter One: Very colorful people

"The who what?" 

"You mean to tell me that Arzael has been going somewhere every night for a week and you didn't know where?!" Andariel shouted. 

"Umm...well I sorta…um." Arcada looked ashamed. Luckily, Andariel's attention was turned to the people running up to her, so Arcada didn't get grilled. 

"Andy!" Arzael's long blonde hair flew behind her as she ran and her blueberry (blueish purple) colored eyes glowed with happiness. Andariel's golden eyes reflected her friend's as they hugged. 

"Arz! I haven't seen you since yesterday, it's been so long." Andariel joked. 

"Hi Andariel," A girl standing behind Arzael said shyly. 

     Andariel moved Arzael out of the way. "Well hello Kotake! How are you? Not to be rude, but... why are you here?" She asked her classmate.

"That's okay, don't pay any attention to us..." Another girl called from back where Arzael and Kotake had come running. Andariel moved Kotake out of her way only to find that Arzael was then in the way. She pulled Arzael to her side with a frustrated grunt and squinted into the dark. 

"Koume...? So that makes... but Dad's there, so... but then... what the... Who else is here?!" She yelled in annoyance. 

"There's nine of us here, with one more on the way." Andariel's dad, Falcon, said, amused. 

"Who what when where why how?!" Andariel stammered. 

"There. Are. Nine. Of. Us. Here." Falcon said slowly. 

"I know what you said, you jack-in-the-box! Why are there not, er, why isn't... why... who are they?! Why are they here?! What's going on?? I'M CONFUZZLED!!" She yelled and plopped down on the soft grass. 

     Falcon started walking toward Andariel and motioned for the others to follow. "Andariel, clam down. There are a few others who wanted training from your dad. Take a chill pill." Arzael said, sitting down beside Andariel. 

"Oh okay." Andariel perked up and started humming. Almost everyone's mouths dropped open. Arzael's was one that didn't. 

"You always do that, you make a big scene over nothing and then everything's fine." She said. 

"Well, ya shoulda said so in the first place! I just don't like not knowing what's going on. I was thinking that someone had you under mind control and you would try to kill me or something." Eyes rolled. 

"You are WAY to paranoid." Arcada said. 

"Nuh-uh. I'm just prepared." 

"In other words... paranoid." Andariel pretended to strangle Arcada. 

"Okay, break it up. Everyone, introduce yourself. Fully." Falcon said. 

     "I'm Andariel Bluesummers, I'm seventeen, and I'm..." She stole a glance at her dad and he nodded. "An Abhorsen." Andariel had golden eyes and shiny black hair that came down to her lower back. 

"I'm Arzael Moonbane, seventeen, I'm an Abhorsen... and a Necromancer... if you understand that." Arzael's eyes were a deep mix of blue and purple that left you wondering what color they actually were. Her hair was light blonde and fell to her shoulder blades. 

"I'm Arcada Moonbane, Arzael's brother, I'm eighteen, and I'm a Necromancer." Arcada had black hair that was so dark it almost looked purple. His eyes were such a deep blue that they sometimes looked black. 

"I'm Kotake Wolfshorn, I'm sixteen, and I'm a Paladin." Kotake's hair was all different shades of brown with tints of red, and her eyes were green, making her look autumnish. She was small and looked fragile, and she almost always had her eyes shyly studying her feet. Some people eyed her with distaste after she said she was a Paladin, and Andariel saw it, and, surprised like everyone else, wondered why a Paladin would want to join up with Necromancers. Necros and Pallys were almost complete opposites.

     She also noticed the disliking in some eyes and made a mental note to watch out for Kotake. 'If anyone lays a hand on her I'll cut out their spleen and make them eat it,' She thought. The newcomers started their introductions. 

"I'm Koume Wolfshorn, Kotake's twin sister, I'm sixteen, an Abhorsen. One thing Kotake forgot to mention is that she has a big vocab so I will be telling you what in the world she's saying when she talks like that... if she ever does talk." Koume's hair was blonde and short like a boys'. Her eyes were light blue mixed with dark blue in some places. 

"I believe it is 'I shall' instead of 'I will', Koume. It's future perfect tense (A/N: ? I'm not sure if I'm right…)." Kotake said quietly. "See what I mean?" Koume said and rolled her eyes. 

"I'm Lirael Argent, I'm sixteen, I'm an Amazon. I'm also Tyrael's sister." Lirael had blonde hair that cascaded around her shoulders and blue eyes. She motioned to a guy standing in the shadows. He stepped out and nearly everyone almost fell over. 'This guy has WINGS!' Andariel thought in awe. 

"Tyrael." Was all he said. Lirael rolled her eyes and finished for him, 

"He's nineteen, and he's a Necromancer, as if you couldn't tell." Everyone stood with their mouths wide open. His eyes were the color of blood, and his hair was black and it fell to his knees, with a ponytail holder the same color as his eyes near the end. It was so dark that it seemed to suck in all light around it and give none back. His wings were the same kind of black, which didn't seem to fit, since the wings looked like an angel's. 

     Andariel thought briefly that maybe he had killed an angel, taken it's wings, and corrupted them when he put them on, turning them that eerie blacker-than-black color. Then she shook her head. No way.

"He doesn't have wings all the time." As Lirael said this his wings folded and in a rush of feathers blacker than tar disappeared. "It's an odd gift of his. I don't have the slightest why he has them, he just does." Even though the wings were gone and an explanation kind of given, the girls (except Lirael) still stared. Arzael was almost drooling ('He's hott...'). Kotake caught herself staring and looked away, blushing ('It's rude to stare...').  "And this," Lirael pulled a little girl out of the darkness behind Tyrael. "is my little cousin! Introduce yourself, short stuff." Lirael pushed the little girl forward. She cleared her throat and stood very ladylike. 

"Hello, I am Tempest Argent. I am pleased to make your acquaintance." Tempest had long black hair, light blue eyes, and an aura of great power surrounding her. Her head was a little higher than Lirael's waist. Lirael rolled her eyes. 

"She's seven, and her parents are very... well-off. Me and Tyrael (Kotake: It’s ‘Tyrael and I have’…) never really met them. She already has overwhelming power as a sorceress..." She plugged Tempest's ears quickly. "Unfortunately, she's also a brat." Tyrael glared at her. Tempest knew that whatever her cousin said, it earned her a kick in the shin, which she hastened to do. "Ahh! See?" Lirael yelped, nursing her injured leg. "The only reason we have her is 'cause her parents are in the hospital, some Necromancers-" Lirael looked scornfully at the Necromancers present, "-and Assassins attacked them." Arcada looked at her open-mouthed. 

"What in the world was that look for?!" He cried indignantly. Lirael glared back. 

"What look?" She said, quite smartly. 

"That one! Right there!" Lirael stuck out her tongue. "Why I outta-" Arzael walked over to Arcada and thwacked him soundly on the head. 

"Don't pick on the poor girl! We all know you Necros are horrid." Arzael snickered. 

"You're one too!" Arcada protested. 

"Only a little. Alas, I do admit to my wretchedness!" 

"Why you-" Andariel thwacked them both on the head. 

"Cdub," She said. Arzael and Arcada knew what she had said and did it. Everyone else was confused. 

"It's an ancient language," Arzael said after no one decided to speak up. "It's called Al Bhed. Andariel found it in a book in her library and she learned it and then taught us. She said 'Stop'." 

     "Hello, everyone." The person they were waiting on came running up through the fog. "I'm sorry I'm late." She apologized once everyone turned to look at her. "I'm Sabriel Delacouix (pronounced Della-kwah… yes I took it from Chaos Legion!!). I'm eighteen years old. I'm a Druid." Sabriel had long black hair and dark green eyes.  

"Sabriel is well-off, too!" Lirael exclaimed, running to her best friend. 

"Lira! My goodness, I haven't seen you since like five hours ago, how have you been?" Sabriel joked as the two hugged. Andariel noticed that Tyrael liked to stare at Sabriel and felt a twinge of jealousy, which she ignored. 

"Yd maycd fa'na hud dra uhmo uhac," Andariel said to Arzael, who laughed. 

"She said, 'At least we're not the only ones,' because we were like that a little while ago, get it?" 

"What, so vneaht, is the point of knowing an ancient language if you tell everyone what was said?" Andariel laughed. 

"Well, they looked curious!" Arzael laughed and promised she wouldn't do it again unless necessary.

     "Wow, I can't believe we have a Druid with us, you guys aren't seen very often." Arcada said. Sabriel turned from her conversation with Lirael to look at him. She smiled. 

"We've just recently started leaving the mountain, to fight the Three." Her smile dimmed. 

"The Three? Oh, you mean the three Prime Evils!" Koume said. 

"You're a little behind in the times, aren't you? Everyone just calls them the Three now. People are scared of saying the names." Arzael said. 

" ‘Fear of the name only increases the fear of the thing itself.’ " Kotake said wisely. 

"Ynwyam," Andariel said. Arzael turned her gaze from Tyrael to Andariel. 

"Oac?" 

"Mad'c cdynd." Arzael nodded, then jumped to her feet as Andariel did the same. Andariel pulled out her charter-spelled blade and Arzael pulled out hers. They started fighting and everyone looked at them like they had gone insane.

     Arzael reanimated a few corpses and Andariel hacked them all to pieces. For the next batch Arzael raised, Andariel pulled out one of her mahogany-handled bells and rung it. The deep, low sound of Saraneth rung out over the field. The onlookers covered their ears, but Arzael smirked and screamed. She knew the exact note that would discord most with the bell. Andariel gasped. The bell started trembling in her hand and it's sound went harsh. She stilled the clapper quickly. 

"Are you trying to send me into Death?!" Andariel yelled and started to chase after Arzael, who had started running.  

"I see they grew impatient." Falcon said. "Everyone follow their example -not chasing each other around- and start warming up. Find a partner, go." He made a motion for them to start. They all found a partner and started sparring. 

"May I have the honor of sparring with the teacher?" Tyrael asked. 

"If you can keep up," Falcon replied and the two started fighting.

     After Andariel finally caught up with Arzael and had tickled her until she was rolling around on the ground, Arcada walked over and asked if Andariel would come fight with him. "If it's okay with Zael," She said. Arzael consented and went over to take Arcada's place fighting Lirael. "Tuh'd rind ouincamv!" Andariel called out to Arzael. 

"Crid ib!" She replied. 

"Pay attention, Andy." Arcada tsked as Gore Ravens (A stronger, bigger, smarter, and overall better version of Gore Crows which ALL have to be defeated instead of just one) overcame Andariel. 

"Oui tung! I wasn't ready!" She yelled as she destroyed half the Gore Ravens, with much difficulty. 

     After about half an hour of this, Falcon yelled for everyone to stop. "Follow me," he said. "We're going farther into the swamp."

~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~

Please review! Here's the riddle! 

*~Where will you find roads without cars, forests without trees, and cities without houses?~* 

Here was the answer to the last one: A daughter. 

Here is the ONE who got it (No one else guessed):

Crystal Panther (She told me in person)

How smart you are! All hail to her smartness! (Of course if you know her, you know this isn’t true… just kidding!! Don’t hit me, Crystal!)

Translations: 

So vneaht - My friend

Ynwyam - Arzael

Oac - Yes

Mad'c Cdynd - Let's start

Tuh'd rind ouincamv - Don't hurt yourself

Crid ib - Shut up

Oui tung - You dork

