Creatures from this depth none had ever laid eyes upon. As it drew upon Zeki, Lenoa and Sephiroth the rancid odor of the demon grew. No longer was there silence, no longer was there peace. Life was only a memory from eons before and these three were stuck in eternal purgatory. Heaven was beyond their mortal grasp, and yet eternity stretched before them as though it was some kind of vortex. Locked in silence they stood, Sephiroth’s sobs echoing in the hollow core of the earth. The warm breath of the monster lingered in the air, poisoning it with the stench of decay and ages of rot.

Though it was not visible by the human eye, the evil aura of it’s being hung like a mist within the dungeon in which death was unavoidable. If Zeki was offered the power of seeing his future, he would not have accepted it, for it seemed as though he would only see his rotting body laying in the masses of blood and gore a few yards away. Lenoa, however, felt the warming glow beside her. The heat and chill of the spirits. Nagusame was unable to pass into the world beyond for something hung upon his concience. 

Sephiroth, like any other demon of the night, waited, absorbed in his own thoughts and trageties. None knew what went on between the General and that young boy, but one thig was for sure, Sephiroth would not give in to the other’s power without a fight to the death. Even though he was weakened by the previous battle, his will was just as strong as before. Of course, perhaps this also made the General stronger in the long run.

The crumbling ground seemed about to give way as the crunching of the footsteps faded into the echoes. The deep breaths of it rattled the mollecules around it and the taste of blood filled Lenoa’s mouth as she stood there, gazing through the beast. There was a slight wave of visibility by the arm of it. Apparently Seph’s blows had cost the demon something after all.

Lenoa backed up slightly, towards Zeki, her violet hair framing her pale face like a halo. Fear stung in her eyes and then, the hand of her companion came again.

“Do not fear him. He grows from the fear and therefore is unbeatable. The key to defeating him is not in your eyes, but in your spirit.”

Lenoa glanced around her as though confused.

“Trust me. Close your eyes and I will guide you. Though the others died in vain, I will not let you.”

Lenoa nodded and held her staff before her. She would give anything a chance. Her near indigo eyes slipped closed as she fell into a deep and resounding sleep. She remembered nothing of the battle afterwards.

***

Zeki stared at her in shock as her head swiveled around as though listening to some force. He himself felt nothing, but sure enough the girl’s eyes slid closed, and opened once more, filled with fury and anguish. Her narrowed gaze glared at the unseen enemy. She stepped sideways, holding her weapon to guard. She smirked slightly even though the show seemed to pain her, she continued.

Though Zeki longed to help her, there was nothing he could do in his crippled state. He merely leaned against his scythe and watched with gleaming aqua eyes. There was something about those movements that did not seem like Lenoa. Zeki glared at where he supposed the demon was and messed with the pieces of materia in his gloves. He slid one of them out, a ruby orbe shining with the essence of fire. Even though he could do nothing here, when the time came, the great lizard would aid him. Her chaotic form was that of a reptillian temptress....

Lenoa continued to side step towards the demon’s back. He was turning along with her, Zeki could tell, for the great breaths of it seemed to dim as the girl slid. She jumped into the air, spinning the staff above her head and brought it down upon the enemy. The sound of clanging metal against metal filled the air. She repeated this movement, hoping to catch it at the wrong angle. Strangely enough, the girl seemed to see the creature of the night. 

Lenoa backed away to catch her breath, still keeping her eye on the enemy. Sweat ran down her face in beads and her hands gripped her weapon fiercely. She had to loosen up, else she would not be able to move. Her jeans did not help that in the first place and neither did her tight shirt. It was torn along one sleeve and shredded around the seams. How did this happen when no blows had been delivered to her? 

Her gasping breaths echoed in the green mist. Zeki glanced about at the sudden silence. If only he had been paying attention to something other than the battle maybe he would have noticed sooner. As he turned he knew what vision he would see. Seph no longer crouched there. In his place was a woman. It was the same one that had called him back into sanity. Her pale skin nearly lavender and her silver hair and slate blue eyes made her seem like a godess from those tales of long ago. In her hand was a bottle, within lay liquid of a vivid blue, emenating light onto her flesh. Though she held no weapon nor any defence item, she hovered above the ground as though inable to touch it.

A burning overcame Zeki. In his chest reigned an evil, a power that he had once believed he had conquered, one that he had fought only months before. he fell to the ground in a crumpled heap. His flesh froze and yet a sweat formed on his brow. What is happening to me....

He reached for his fallen scythe, hoping to draw himself from the ground. Before his fingers could bring it within reach, something knocked it away. It almost looked like an emerald flash, sweeping it out of his grasp. As he averted his hazy gaze above him, the figure of the reptillian princess caught his eye. The orb must have fallen from his grasp, allowing the creature it’s own reign. 

Her gleaming red eyes shone through the green glow. She stood, ready for an attack from the temptress before her. She growled and flicked her tail. Her appearance was nearly human and yet, completely different and more grand. Her skin was flecked with silver scales and her slitted crimson eyes were filled with hatred for anything in their path. Her long tail flicked at the ground in fury and anticipation. Her crimped black hair was cut short around her jaw and her hands were clawed by black nails. Within her grasp was a giant black hammer, on the handle of which she grasped Zeki was able to make out the words “Peace Maker” before the icy grip of unconsciousness took him.

***

Zehe glared into the slate eyes of the spirit before her. The woman had pale skin, almost transculent, and her hair was made of fine silevr particles. She seemed solid enough, but she could only manipulate things from the body of others, creating an illusion to suit her own purposes. The reptillian girl snarled at the form of Jenny.

The woman smiled. “And so, yet again you stare into the depths of insanity and the soul that will be your undoing. Zehe, when will you ever give that young man to me? He can do you no good now that you are sealed in the body of a summon. Much less with that foolish boy as your master.”

Zehe’s scowl lifted into a viscious smile. “If I can’t do anything with him, neither can you. You, dear temptress, are trapped in the bodies of those you posess. Zeki is no longer one of those beings. I am the creature of no man, and I will not bow to any master. I can refuse his call and come when I wish. It is this way when you once had a will of your own. Though I do not think you would know much about that bitch. You have always been commanded by higher forces, trapped in one way or another. Let’s get this over with so I can get back to my life.”

Jenny’s voice exploded into a burst of melodic laughter. “You are even more brash than I thought. Love blinds you so you cannot see that if you kill me, you kill the other. The silver haired demon who can be your savior or the apocolipse.”

Zehe’s tail flicked with anxiety and fury. “Speak what you may, demon, but in the end I will prevail. You have been conquered and you will be destroyed. If not by me, then by another. Either way my influence will be felt through these youths.” She spun the black hammer into a firm grasp, holding it steadily before her crimson eyes. She smirked quickly before plunging head long towards the spectre. 

As Zehe drew up the hammer to crush the woman’s skull, the figure shimmered and faded into the ground. A sharp pain screamed through her back. The summon turned only to see the glimmer of Jenny disapearing once more into the darkness. 

The girl fell to the ground beside Zeki, her blood adding to the stained crimson stone. She growled and hoisted herself to her feet, springing into the air. Tail swaying behind her, Zehe hovered about six feet from the ground. She lifted the weapon above her head and muttered a few words. Her voice echoed through the cavern like an enchanting diapason, rapturing the delicate stones around her untill they fell to the ground, cracking and shattering. Pieces of quartz and mica flew through the air, slicing at invisible figures swiftly moving in the darkness. 

A figure emerged from the wall before her, not the woman she had seen before, but a man dressed in a long black coat. His boots came to his thighs and two belts crossed his near-bare chest. In his hand he held a long curved blade, pointed at her heart. The man lunged forward, not leaving any time to react. With sheer reflex the summon cast a firey shield around her body, also flaring up around the boy, crumpled below her.

Zehe’s voice echoed above the crackling flames and the battle cries of the other battle raging mere feet away. She drew her weapon from above her, holding it at ready. A blue spark surrounded her as her ebony hair flew up around her scaled cheeks. Crimson eyes glared into insanity-stricken green. Her claws sak deep into the flesh of her own hands, calling on the power of her ancestors and the unconcious boy.

“You can never have him!” The light radiated throughout the cavern, shocking the General, the creature of darkness, and shredding the flesh on Lenoa’s arms. the General fell back, slamming against the stone wall as he lost his hold of the Masamune. The form flickered and faded into the youthful boy who would bring along the apocolipse. 

“You will never have him.”

Zehe fell to the ground, resting beside her master. In her hand lay the vile filled with Zeki’s insanity. The blue liquid set a vivid light on their skin and the ground. 

***


Nagusame squirmed under the creature’s weight. Somehow he had let the attack get by his defenses and this mistake could bring him to his death if the correct moves were not used. He growled at the creature. Only he could see the true beauty of the beast... With the sounds and smells that it let off one would think that it was some ugly creature of some sort, like the Malbros found high in the cliffs of Gaya. This demon was far from that; his beauty would easily be the one defense against Lenoa... that is if living beings could see him. All he knew was that Lenoa and Sephiroth could see its outline in the light of the slums. That would not help them down here where light was a rare find besides the makou bubling not far from the place he was pinned.


He raised his head to see the creature. Its fully spread demon wings absorbed any light around them and his long indigo hair flowed in a non-existant breeze. His eyes were a deep crimson... they glowed brightly because of the large amouts of makou feeding the reactors near by. He was only clothed in a black silk tunic, it was ripped from his chest and now hung only enough to cover what did not need to be shown. The only trait that marred his extensive beauty was the long wolf-like fangs that grew from his mouth in a vicious snarl that contorted his sharp, pale facial features. Thise fangs were only inches fron his throat... ready to tear out his asophogus... but anything done to him now would happen to Lenoa, the girl whose body he inhabited.


Angrily Nagusame thrust his foot out into the man’s arm. The assault came in contact with the back of his elbow, weakening his grasp on the boy’s waist. He flung himself from the giant demon, groping for his weapon. That staff fit in his hand as though it had been made for it. The cool steel of the rod pressed against his palm so smoothly that maneuvering with it was no problem what so ever. The only challenge was to break to the heart of this creature... pierce through the rock hard muscle into his lungs and rupture his soul. He narrowed his eyes at the beast, crouching for a lunge. He threw himself into the air, completely opposite fron the demon below him. The held the weapon aloft, muttering a spell. The echoes rumbled the ground and split some of the rocks. His eyes flashed a vivid silver as he screamed into the darkness.


“Breath of Fury!” He dropped to the ground, out of reach to the summoned beast. Blue light filled the cavern, illuminating the faces of all those collapsed. Nagusame bared his teeth in impatiance of Cerberus. As the flash dimmed the figure of a three headed dog emerged. Its black fur gleaming in the green sheen from the makou and its emerald eyes pierced into the demon. Cerberus pulled its heads back in an immense howl, filling the room with freezing air. The creature screamed in pain and fell to the ground, wincing in the cold. Ice covered him and his body shattered, disolving into the ground. For one moment afterward there was peace.


Nagusame nodded to Cerberus and it lunged into the air, then dove through the stone of the ground back to Hades. The boy shook his head and seperated from Lenoa, allowing her to look through her own eyes. He would miss life... and he would miss seeing this girl with her vivid features and indigo eyes. He smiled at her, pressing his lips to hers and fading into death once more. He whispered one thing to her as he left the mortal realm.


“At least... I was able to say goodbye...” Where his spirit had floated dropped a materia orb. Lenoa bent down to inspect the gift and shook her head in confusion. She sighed and picked it up, only to place the cromson crystal into the item bag at her side. She glanced around the cavern and saw the three forms laying on the ground. Only two she knew... the other was new to her. The woman lay there beside Zeki, her ebony hair falling around her scaled shoulders and a black hammer was not far from her form. In her hand was a blue vile... Lenoa’s hands moved to her mouth in a quick motion. “Oh my goddes... did she keep it? Jenny...” 


She averted her eyes reluctantly to the wall where Sephiroth lay. His back was propped up against the wall, his head slumped over his body. The boy’s long silver hair was a complete disaster... but whose wouldn’t be after... What was it that had happened anyway? She shook her head and rushed over to the boy. She ran her delicate hand through his hair and dropped to her knees. She felt for his pulse and found it steady. Lenoa smiled a bit as she leaned on his shoulder, resting in complete exhaustion. As she faded into unconsciousness she heard a voice echoing from further down the cavern. 


“Mr. Ikuto, over here! I think I’ve found...” Lenoa did’t hear the rest. She was drifting in the makou... that green liquid of life. The stream was carrying her towards her dreams.
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