The wind blew fiercely through the trees of the forest as two figures stood without movement. Their eyes glaring with determination, they both gave out the essence of pure hatred for one another. One clutched the throat of his scabbard with his left hand and gripped the handle of his sword with the right. Unsheathing it slowly, with careful motion, the glimmer of the moon reflected on the blade of the double-edged weapon, as a friction sound of the gesture made it self heard throughout the forest. The battle was about to begin.

 The silhouette of the other man seemed to present the same gestures as they both put their weapons in an offensive position. Screams shook the peacefulness of the atmosphere as the charging men held their swords above their heads and shoulders, both hands gripped firmly around the handle. A clash of sparks, the blades had collided, forming a cross between the two opponents. They pushed each other away with an horizontal thrust of their swords and landed but a few steps back. One turned his head to push his black hair out of his eyes, and brought his sword back. He plunged the spear point forward at his opponent’s stomach with a thrust of rage. The boy turned and dodged the offensive attack by a mere instant as he made his torso form a semi circle, his hands moving upwards, away from the enemy’s blade. Counterattacking while the attacker’s preceding movement of the attack was in action, he grasped the handle and pushed it down towards the black haired boy’s backbone.

Crumbling at the unannounced attack, the boy planted his hands and knees on the ground and coughed out a gasp of air. He swung his sword, millimeters from the ground, at his attacker’s feet with reflexive quickness. The other one jumped back with a swift movement and landed a few meters away. The grounded boy lifted to his feet and glared.

“I’ll kill you for that one, Valek.” His tone was emotionless as his anger grew to a simple thrive of over-whelming revenge. 

Valek licked his upper lip and grinned with satisfaction. “Please do try.” He pushed his blond hair out of his eyes with a suave motion of his fingers. “Or else, Karris, it might be a bit easier than I expected.” He paused and placed his sword horizontally, the spear point in Karris’ direction. “And you wouldn’t want to disappoint me now would you?” 

“I’m afraid I might have to,” his frown hardened atop his steady glare, “as I make my sword taste your throat from one end,” he slid his sword a few inches, “to the other.”

The blond boy let an amused laugh slip out as a smirk formed on his lips. He took a large step forward and swung his sword aimed at Karris’ chest, both hands gripped strongly at the handle, to have a perfect half circle. His opponent quickly dodging his attack, he let his left hand go of the handle, and shifted his sword to swing vertically upwards. A clash of metal once again made itself as the attack was blocked with the filler of the bastard sword. Valek withdrew his weapon and swung again, repeating the same movements three consecutive times. 

The battle was accelerating at a ferocious speed as the limits of their strength were inflicted upon every swing, every thrust, and every movement. The desire to fight Karris was thriving through Valek’s soul and will. The lust of war had overcome him. 

Adrenaline pumped hard, they were both driven by an insane need to win. Their swords hit roughly against one another, swinging up, down, left and right. An opening, Valek’s left elbow came down with the speed of a shooting arrow at Karris’ ribs. He nudged back a bit, but quickly regained his defensive state. Proud of his blow, Valek took a moment to lay his familiar smirk across his lips. That moment was all Karris needed to swing surprisingly at the blonde’s face, slicing that smirk in two. Pain, a scream, Valek threw himself back, holding his face with his free hand, cursing through his fingers. The blood spilled down his face as water would through rocks in a waterfall. Its taste was salty. It was sour. His blood spilt by this boy, this fact he could not accept. Rage took over his senses. All reason and ability sucked into a black whole created and ruled by the pure emotion of hatred. Screaming with a mouth filled with blood, dripping still upon his clothes, Valek lifted his sword in the air, the moon shinning upon it, and charged at Karris. 

With the decision to end this, Karris turned and avoided the aggressive swing and planted his right shoulder in Valek’s chest, forcing him rapidly into a tree trunk. He backed off, but quickly saw Valek raise his weapon once again, with a quick assault, Karris enforced Valek’s wrist into a piece of bark sticking solidly out from the trunk.

The blond felt his wrist bone violently breaking at the impact. The vigorous sense of pain flashed its way throughout his entire body, forcing him to open his hand, showing his tense palm and fingers tightening out of pain, and to drop his sword on the ground. The tree bark had penetrated his flesh and caused his blood to run freely down the old tree’s trunk. The black-headed boy let the feeble arm loose of his firmly handled grip and jumped back a few spaces, and this time, the smirk of satisfaction was imprinted of his face. He wielded the sword in swirls of pride as he watched the injured fighter grasp his bloody wrist, trying to stop the flow, as he grew weaker with each ounce of blood dropping from his open veins. The victor then stopped his constant repetitions of similar circles and put his sword up to Valek’s neck, slightly pressing against the skin with the blade to show that the aggression still remained. The glare the boys shared at that instant had the impression of nothing less than pure hatred towards one another. With the certainty of satisfaction of Karris’ face being the last thing his enemy would ever see, he gave a final swing at Valek’s vulnerable throat. A swift cut from one end to the other, as he had promised, and the battle was finished. The blood spelt violently on the calm grass as Karris looked at the headless corpse. He put both his hands on the handle, one last time, brought his faithful bastard sword into the air, and firmly brought it down to penetrate the dispatched head and into the tainted earth. One last look, and he turned his back to his deceased opponent, walking away with an emotionless face, and a slow pace towards the nearest town. 

