FINAL FANTASY VII : Hidden Secrets 

Months had passed since Zeki’s return to sanity, and in those, many things had changed.  The lieutenant had seen Sephiroth’s power with a sword and had him advance to the next level in that section of training, and again he was master of those moves as well as the saber, katana, scythe, gun, and martial arts.  In his secluded life at Nibelheim, he had learned that the wise speak not a word, so he never questioned his commanding officer and thus was considered the best soldier outside of the SOLDIER program.  Through all this he kept silent about his past and turned from all conversation involving the science department.

He raised through the ranks, never meeting his equal in combat, but this made him feel all the lonelier, for he could never reach his full potential.  He sped through the grades until he reached the rank of colonel.  That was when the president called him to his office.


Part 8

Sephiroth stared up the final staircase before he reached the top floor.  He thought it stupid to place the president’s office up this far, but in a terrorist attack, they would have to pass through more floors and more guards to assassinate Shin-Ra. He shook his head and began to climb. 

I wonder what he wants to see me about. Did I do something wrong? Something that would cast me from my rank? I worked hard to become the youngest colonel of the history of the Planet.

Slowly he strode up the red carpeted staircase and knocked on Shin-Ra’s door.  He stood at attention and waited for a reply.

“Check in with the secretary. I’m busy.”

“Sir, it’s Colonel Sephiroth Hojo here to reply to your call.”

“Oh, Sephiroth! Come in, come in dear boy!”

“’Dear boy...?’” Sephiroth mumbled under his breath. He raised his gloved hand and pushed open the cool steel door. He strode in with the heir of the military, put his hand over his heart and bowed deeply. I hate doing this. Why do they have the armed forces bow? Shouldn’t they just salute, or is that just for SOLDIER?

“Please, colonel, sit.”

“Thank you, sir, but I prefer to stand.”

The president sat behind a great oak desk and was clad in a red suit that he seemed to be bulging out of. He was beyond the point of being fat and his skin was nearly as pale as what was left of his hair. His eyes bugged out of his head with a grotesqueness Seph could barely stand... and those eyes... they were black beads! The ugly man rest his head on his folded chubby hands and smiled.

“Ah, the kinesthetic type. At least relax a little, I deliver no bad news to the son of my greatest scientist.”

Is that what he thinks of me as?! Hojo’s son?! That stupid fat man... he’ll get what’s coming to him... one day. How could such a rude man ever make it this far in life... by the looks of things he seemed to have lived a very long life... either that or the victory cigars have gotten to him....

To show that he had been paying attention, he shifted his weight to his left foot and let his hands drop from behind his back.

The president leaned back in his chair. “I have been following the progress of the training of you and your friends Zeki Bahamut, Zackary Reyes, and Lenoa Ikuto. They all seemed to be having quite a simple time making it through the ranks. Zack is a Captain, and Zeki and Lenoa are Lieutenants. You four have made it very far in a few months and I am extremely surprised that you defeated all my officers in combat when they are two or three times older than you.”

“Thank you for your compliment, sir.”

“I would like for you and your companions to join my Supreme Order of Loyalty that Derived In the Early Regiments.”

“I am not sure that I understand, sir....”

“The Elite Forces need you to join them Sephiroth. With you in my forces, the army will be stronger than ever, and where is a leader without his followers? You will make the strongest team in this companies’ history.”

“T-thank you, sir.”

“You are dismissed, Colonel Hojo.”

With that, Sephiroth turned and walked from the president’s office. He closed the door behind him and he leaned against it to catch his breath.

D-did that just happen?! I’m going to be in the elite forces?! I’ll finally be able to put my talents to good use! As he continued to think, he strode down the stairs and passed a man not much older than he with long black hair, green eyes and a red stone set into his forehead.

Sephiroth finally believed that he was going to be in SOLDIER and a grin spread across his face. He then began to dance through the hall.

The man that had passed him laughed and said “No matter what you do, colonel, you will always be a mere child.”

Sephiroth stopped and turned to the TURK. “Hey, Tseng, go fall in a makou pit. Don’t judge what you don’t know about.”

“C’mon man! What did the Prez say to you?!”

“I’m joining SOLDIER!!!”

“YAHOO!!! GO SEPH!!!”

“PISS YOUR BRAINS OUT, TURK!!!” Again the dancing began, this time both of them were disco-ing down the hall. “Hey, Tseng, who’s the child now?!”

“Ah, Ah, Ah, Ah, staying’ alive!” Tseng stopped as if he had just realized something. “VICTORY BEER!!!”

“YEAH!!! CALL ZEKI!!!”

A few hours later Sephiroth, Zeki, and Tseng were sitting in a booth so drunk that their eyes crossed.

Zeki stood up and yelled into the back room. “Old Man Ikuto! Zack needs another bottle of Sake!”

A hoarse reply floated in. “Do you have anymore money?!”

Zeki laughed and replied, “No! I’ve been broke since the beginning!”

Lenoa’s grandfather burst into the room. “What did you say you drunken oaf?!”

Zack smiled a great intoxicated grin that spread from ear to ear. “Don’t worry! I have enough money for ALL of us!”

Tseng put his arm around Zack’s shoulder and giggled. “You’re my best friend...”

“Unfortunately I left it back in Gongaga!” At this comment the whole room exploded into laughter, except for Lenoa’s grandfather who stood glaring at the whole group.

His granddaughter caught his gaze and laughed, this time at him. She walked over to the man, crossed her arms and made a serious Indian face. “Why you be so heap glum? Great Red-haired and Big Hedgehog bein’ join great battle place with Metal Head and me. We bein’ heap big celebrate. Me pay for beer.”

“What?! I would rather shoot myself than make you pay for their alcohol!”

Again Lenoa laughed at her grandfather’s lovingness.

“I’ll just raise the price of the Red Mary to pay it off....” He mumbled as he walked into the back room to grab another bottle of sake.

Cold hands reached out from behind her and covered her eyes. A fake woman voice cooed from behind her. “Guess who.”

The man behind her pinched her nose shut and began to ask, “Can you breathe, can you breathe, can you breathe?”

Lenoa reached back to feel the hair of the person. It was silky smooth to the touch and was cold. Very cold. A chill ran through her. The hands were cold as well, almost to the point of freezing. She spun around to find herself looking oddly into bright green eyes that were not the least bit intoxicated, but filled with a sense of caring and love.

Sephiroth searched the girl’s gaze and saw only surprise, shock, and intense fear. He dropped her gaze and turned away regretting ever sneaking up behind the girl. From the booth Zack blinked his hazel eyes and whistled. Zeki smiled and yelled “Get it on!” as Tseng made rude comments about the scene.

“Shut up, Lieutenant!” Sephiroth yelled to the fiery haired boy who merely smiled in reply.

It was Zack who said “Naw, Seph. Can’t do that! We’re all in the same league now! We’re ALL third class SOLDIER!”

“Heh, heh, heh... not until we take the test we’re not!”

Tseng’s face went stern. “Would you all stop bickering!”

As Sephiroth walked out the door he heard the TURK yell, “Hey! Old Man Ikuto, Where’s me sake?!”

“Stupid drunk,” Seph muttered to himself, “How can he drink that stuff? It’s disgusting.”

Soon he was out of the sector and in the sector 7 slums’ train graveyard. He was staring into an empty trash can charred with the fire from the train crashes. His green eyes illuminated the darkness and Sephiroth wondered if he could ever be more alone. Could he ever be able to retreat into that darkness? No. His eyes would always be there to light the way.

“I am such an idiot. How could I ever think that Lenoa cared for me in that way? I’m her superior officer and she knows that a relationship is forbidden... but truthfully... I don’t care... I don’t care about all these rules... all these restrictions... Of course even without them I would still be without her... no one could love a monster like me. I’m a demon. A freak. I should just take my sword and...” He unsheathed his sword and watched the light reflect off of it. His eyes were shown in that long black katana. Red gems gleamed in the hilt of the blade.

He shifted his feet then shot around and threw his sword at a black figure lurking in the shadows behind him. “Be gone! I care not who you are or who you claim to be! I am Colonel Sephiroth Hojo and I would like to have my privacy!”

The figure had dodged his attack and now stepped out into the lamp light. 

“I am sorry, sir , but that is one thing that I will not, nay, cannot grant you.”

He turned back to the black abyss in which he had been gazing. His soul was burning with a great fury, but he had no reason to feel so... so... vehement. He knew that he could not voice his feelings in any way for he feared the reaction that would be reflected in her resplendent eyes. So, to ease the strange feeling in his heart he merely said, “I- I don’t want to speak to you.”

Appalled by Sephiroth’s words, Lenoa was speechless. For that moment lost, she wanted to kick herself, because on her walk to the graveyard, she had been thinking up answers to all possible scenarios... or so she thought. So she did the most casual thing she could think of.

Crossing her arms the girl said, “Well, you seemed to want to talk to me pretty badly back there in the bar.”

Sephiroth shook his head, letting his long metallic hair sway in the breeze. “It was the heavy air that made me act that way,” he replied as if it was the most normal thing in the world. For him, though, this was a first. He silently cursed himself for the cliché’ and mentally blamed this scenario on too much television. ((anime IS educational!))

“Heh, no heavier than it is at the base.”

He turned with great fury and hatred for himself at the comment that he knew that he would have to make. “Lenoa, what do you want from me?! If you want to know why I acted that way back there, I have no answer! Or at least none that I dare to speak. At times you seem so foolish as to when one wishes to converse. I guess all in all you are just a silly girl in a uniform.”

“Oh, if I’m no better than the girls from where you came from, you are no better than the schoolboys in Mideel. Reducing to name-calling is not what I came here to do! I came here to help you. It seems that you have a lot on your mind, and talking is the only way to help. Though you may not wish it, it is something that must be done!”

“Talking wont help any of the things on my mind and even if it could be helped with speech, I would not come to you.” I am such a damn bastard. I would not be in the least  shocked if she walked up to me and slapped me. God knows I deserve it.

Lenoa dropped her arms and smirked. Now, this was one of the scenarios. “Then where would you go? To Zeki or Zack? Oh, I know, you would go to Tseng or maybe even the president, just to say that you loved me. Well, that would not help the situation at all, would it?” Sephiroth stood in complete shock. “For all you would know I would not have the slightest suspicion as to your feelings for me, but that show in there gave it away. I spot things very quickly with the eyes of an eagle. That is one of the reasons that I made it this far.”

There was a behemoth reverberation shaking the ground beneath them in huge oscillations. Lenoa was nearly knocked over with the force of the tremors. Sephiroth looked down at the bag hanging from his belt. He fumbled with the tie as he looked up repeatedly to check if the monster was in sight. Once the items were separated from him another tremor his and the bag was knocked from his hand. He cursed as he thrust his foot into the loop at the top of it and threw it towards Lenoa.

She caught his movements and caught it just before there was yet another quake. She spread her feet apart to balance herself and began to dig through all the items. Finally she pulled a large bracelet out of the bag. It was golden and held many earth toned stones. She slipped it on and kissed it. “I love you Tetra Elemental.”

Lucky thing I equipped my beloved escort guard. Sephiroth then patted the golden armlet that was hidden by his uniformed shirt.

From out of the ground something exploded. The air filled with dust and gas fumes. Rock fragments flew every which way and when the dust settled there was nothing but a gaping hole in the ground. Sephiroth slowly drew the Murasame to defend himself in case of an ambush.((Murasame is his first weapon)) Lenoa reached for her throwing knives and stopped.

“Sephiroth! The enemy is invisible! Look carefully and you can see a slight dis-”

“Yes, Lenoa I see it, but now is the time to test those skills you were talking about!”

Part 9

Zeki stood amidst the chaos and swayed with the strange balance. The ale was good, but he needed some fresh air before he collapsed. He attempted to shove his hand in his pocket and missed a few times before he succeeded this difficult feat. Lifting one foot, he swayed backwards. He shook his head and put it back down. Zeki then tried to raise the foot opposite of the one before and miserably failed in his second attempt to reach the door.

Opening his eyes once more he found himself staring at the ceiling sprawled over the chair that he had been resting in most of the evening. A thought then occurred to him. H-- how can I be tested for SOLDIER if my body is intoxicated and I am suffering from a hangover? Damn... should’ve thought of that before hand... why do they allow fourteen year-olds to drink? Here it was that his head began to throb and the familiar ache in his stomach threw itself into the midst of an impossible battle.

It’s amazing how pain makes your legs subconsciously move.

The room sped by as Zeki’s hand clasped his mouth. Now, at whence he was bold enough to look at his surroundings, he found himself leaning into a trash can, staring into the ruby eyes of an espepsia-covered lizard. In fury the beast jumped up and grabbed Zeki’s nose. Teeth met flesh and then nerve as blood ran from the tip of the young man’s left nostril. His eyes crossed in sudden pain and a hand was placed over his stomach as it lurched in retaliation.

He dropped to his knees(lizard still attached) and placed his burning forehead onto the cool metal of the trash can. He closed his eyelids and mumbled. “My dear, dear trash can. How I am thankful for your cool touch and...” he sniffed the air, “unique stench. I... I believe that love has struck me.”

A Nibel wolf walked out of a blue light and faced the tortured young man. He blinked his yellow eyes and cocked his head at Zeki.

“Young man, why do you speak to yourself in such a fashion? Darkness has not overcome you... but your two friends are a different story.”

Zeki shifted his gaze to the beautiful silver and black wolf. “D-- did you just speak to me? No, it couldn’t have been you; your a wolf and wolves don’t talk.”

“You are mistaken, sir. I did address you. Although it was I who asked the first question. Would you be kind enough as to answer it?”

Zeki flinched at the light emanating from the being. He tried to pry the lizard from his nostril, beginning to get nervous. This creature before him was so beautiful it could make your eyes hurt. “Um... I... Er....”

“Drank too much...?”

Letting go of the lizard, he cast his aqua eyes to the ground. “Yeah.”

The being nodded, a human-like gesture and then sat. “I have been sent to watch over you and your comrades. At the moment Lenoa and Sephiroth are in great danger. You must help them. I can disguise myself as your pet, but if at any time you need me, I will become a powerful summon. All you must do at these times is say the words ‘ Wolves’ Cry’ and I will assist you, whether you need to be healed or destruction of an evil that has befallen you. This is one battle I cannot assist you on. At the moment my powers are drained from the journey to arrive at your aid. So, I will create one who will assist you. We must make haste. Climb onto my back, young mortal and I shall carry you into the darkness.”

“’Carry you into darkness’?” He shook his head, the lizard growing bored with this speech released it’s grasp on Zeki and fell into his hand. “ I don’t know if that will be a good idea....”

The wolf stood and turned his back on the young man. “You must decide now, young Bahamut, help your friends in a battle that they can never possibly win on their own, or let them fall into a pit of darkness and eternal despair?! Time is running out. Your decision is futile to the future of your planet!”

Zeki stood, pocketing the lizard, his head throbbing in pain. “If I can make up the things that I did long ago, I will come.” He walked forward and straddled the wolf, grasping the fur around it’s neck.

“Very well, then. Hold on tight.” The wolf then plunged forward into the light so pure that Zeki’s fogged mind became perfectly clear. His intoxication was wiped from his body. His fingers began to tingle and cold wind blew into his face, blowing his hair in all directions. The body beneath him shuddered and then turned sharply, the light fading into the wolf.

Zeki dismounted and turned to the creature. “What should I call you?”

He cast his head down in exhaustion. “Riku.” Presently he collapsed onto the dusty ground of the morgue which lay around him.

The young man kicked the skull at his feet and began to run, not realizing the pocket of his pants were beginning to bulge.

*******************

The creature before them swayed at some unknown force as it stood, ready to attack the mortals standing before it. Past the trains of the hole of hell a great holy force was speeding ahead, it was Riku the knight of the summons, but his power was quickly fading as the beast’s own was growing and pulsating. At this rate it would be able to crush the knight in no time flat, but first it would have to rid itself of the bearer and the humans before it. Especially the silver-haired one.

It reared it’s head and put forth a demonic scream with more force than the beasts of this area could ever withstand. They were weaklings, all of them. It could look at them and they would writhe in terror and die in their tracks.

The ground began to shake and crumble beneath the weight of the beast and the humans. Sephiroth spread his feet apart and glanced at Lenoa, not wishing any harm to befall her. As the earth below them gave way he sheathed his sword and thrust himself in Lenoa’s direction, knocking her out of the claws of death, but in doing so he doomed himself to falling helplessly into the flames of Hell.

******************

Zeki stopped at the top of a cliff that had given way only moments before. Beside him stood Lenoa, her face pale and her amethyst eyes full of regret. For all they knew the evil was gone and Sephiroth ad died in the collapse. Riku, however knew what this battle was to do to his young masters and mistress. He just hoped that they would be able to take the SOLDIER test the next day. If they could not then his meddling in these children’s destiny had gone too far.

His duty as a summon he had to protect those chosen ones who were destined to a life full of battles and hatred. They had to keep their masters on the side of good, else the dream of returning to the Planet was forever fogged by time and their own hatred.

Zeki shook his head once more, then tore off his leather jacket. He turned to Lenoa and smiled. “Lenoa, I may not return from this battle. If I didn’t care for you as much as I do, I would ask you to come with me. I don’t wish you to be harmed in any way, else my efforts to protect you would have ended in vain.”

Tears began to stream down Lenoa’s face. “No, Zeki... you can’t. I won’t let you die. I.. I have to go in with you!”

Again Zeki shook his head. He stepped forward. “I’m sorry, Lenoa”  The man then grabbed her shoulders and kissed her. Their lips entwining in an eternal exchange of affection. Their auras mixed and their souls locked. Tears silently streamed down Lenoa’s face. She knew that she would loose one of the two men that she had ever cared for in her time with Shin-Ra. She broke free of the kiss and wrapped her arms around Zeki. His warm body filled her with a longing to stay with him and fight by his side, but she thought that would never be possible.

Zeki returned her hug and kissed her on the head then backed away. “I.. I must go. I love you, Lenoa.” Turning from the girl he loved, he sprang into the black chasm in which the greatest kind of evil rested, holding Sephiroth forever in it’s poisoning claws.

Watching him disappear into the abyss, she felt as though a violent force was growing inside of her. She loved these two too much to just let them die without her say in the matter. Fighting the urge to kill something she climbed into valley of doom. She felt that her death lay there beneath the rock and sewage.

 She growled to herself, trying to think of a summon that would carry her into the chasm without causing a further collapse. Looking down off of the ledge deep within the ravine. Her mind hummed as she skimmed over many thoughts.

Lenoa listened to the crashing below her and the screams of her comrades. She was just able to make out the phrase “Eternal Burning.” She had never heard of this summon before but that didn’t matter at the moment. She reached into the item pouch and drew out a materia orb of crimson and slid into her shoulder pad. Making sure all her armor was secure, she turned to the opening far above her and whispered “Phoenix Flame” readying herself for the deep rumbling of the earth, but it never came.

She shook her head and sighed, sliding the orb from her armor. She dropped it into the bag and reached for another orb. Sliding this one into the blade of her knife, she yelled “Silent Squall!” and the familiar rumble of flapping wings and the flash of lightning. A Giant green bird soared down to it’s Summoner, lowering it’s head to her. Lenoa smiled and replaced Terra Elemental with the Bolt Armlet and stepped onto Quetzacotl’s head and sliding onto it’s back, holding onto it’s slim neck as they soared to the bottom of the perdition.

Bright green caught Lenoa’s eye as Quetzacotl lowered her a safe distance from the battle ground. She turned to find where the flash had come. Her eyes skimmed over a river of makou. It ran freely like water, but the stench proved how toxic the chemical was whether in liquid or gaseous form. The girl turned to the summon and nodded her thanks. It, in reply, let out a beautiful song as it flew back to the above world.

Covering her mouth, she stepped towards the substance. She took out a vile from her coat and dipped it into the liquid. Surprisingly, it melted at contact. Lenoa’s eyes opened wide in shock. She shook her head and turned away from the toxins. 

She took count of the materia and equipment she had, every once in a while switching out a weapon or piece of materia. Once she was finished checking her inventory she stood, jotting notes down in her mind. Her total came to Ziedrich armor, equipped with mastered Elemental Earth combination, Phoenix, and Quadra magic Leviathan combination. Also a gift from her grandfather, a lance made by a Cetra and blessed with the power of water. Holy Javelin would be very effective against the ground based enemy that dwelled down here. It had Alexander and Bahamut equipped as well as Full Heal and a mastered Life materia. Just for luck she tied a black Ribbon into her long hair to hold it back.

Pulling out her lance she turned to the makou and whispered “Tital Wave.“ Gazing out over the river she saw the giant cerulean water serpent’s fin skimming over the glowing liquid. It’s head shot out of the makou as it turned it’s eyes towards her, waiting for it’s summoner’s command.

In the summoner’s tongue, Lenoa quickly explained what was going on with the Makou monster and Sephiroth. It nodded and replied. “Skani kabite higano. Suitenk.” It raised itself out of the glowing substance and waited for Lenoa to mount. She once again nodded her thanks and jumped onto the serpent’s back. It instructed her to grasp the spikes protruding from it’s back. Lenoa followed the creature’s request.

Leviathan swerved and skimmed over the substance at a quick pace, being careful not to knock it’s Summoner off balance. The girl upon it’s back had a long journey ahead of her and the least it could do was help her in her times of need.

Rounding a corner, Lenoa found herself staring at a bloody tomb. Bodies of children and adults alike lay dead upon the cavern floor. Some of which were members of her own brigade such as Sarah, a brunette with lively yellow eyes and a sense of fun and innocence, Kristian, a blonde boy with light green eyes and held a cocky disposition but was kind to the people he was aquatinted with, and Nagusame, a boy with spiked black hair and the amber eyes of an owl, he was quite friendly and loved animals. The Major said that he was useless when it came to fighting, but he knew his herbs and spices. On long trips made by the brigade, Nagusame would make delicious meals from edible herbs roots and animal flesh and meat. He was a talented young man, but a week before he had disappeared. Now Lenoa knew where to.

She shook her head and tried to hold back tears of regret. The fury from before was now replaces with an irresistible sadness. All of the other bodies were either rotting, mutilated, or merely bones and flesh. The smell of rot and dust filled the air and the taste of copper filled the girl’s mouth. These were people she had known and people she had sparred with in training. Now all of them were beyond her reach in mortal life. She would never see them smile of hear them laugh or even smell their dirty gym socks. They were drug into the hands of death, and soon so would she.

Looking back up to face the evil before her she decided that thinking about her death would only make it worse when it came. Lenoa made herself concentrate on the battle of evil. The slow-going of Leviathan wasn’t making her feel any better, for she knew that the summon felt the darkness overpowering it. Lenoa leaned over to the serpent’s ear and asked if it was faring okay. It nodded shakily, but continued.

The path began to curve and there a shock of evil hit Lenoa’s mind. She felt helpless to the darkness and the only way to end the torture would be to give in. Lenoa shook her head and let out a long, skull-piercing shriek. It reverberated off the stone walls and echoed throughout the cavern. The Ribbon slid from the soldier’s hair, leaving her helpless against the darkness.

A blinding pain filled her soul as she forced herself to sit up once more. Fumbling through her item bag, she fought the gloom piercing her mind. She reached for the closest Ring available and slid it onto her right middle finger. To her surprise her mind cleared and she was able to focus once more. She glanced down to the ring and smiled fully. Upon her finger sat a silver annulus engraved with faerie protection spells and minute stones of dark green and black were set into the rim. Kissing it she became fully aware of why Seph had not let Zeki junk it when we found it. The Fairy Ring really was helpful in times like this.

Returning her attention to what lie ahead, she noticed that Leviathan had slowed to a stop. She leaned forward and asked it why it had stopped and it merely turned it’s head to the left. Lenoa, taking the hint, turned to follow Leviathan’s gaze and saw Sephiroth surrounded in a pool of his own blood, his eyes blindly staring into the ceiling. Half-way draped over him was Zeki. His skin was deathly pale and a large crack allowed blood to ooze freely from his forehead. Their clothing was ripped and tattered revealing deep wounds from the battle before.

Jumping from Leviathan’s back, she rushed to the benumbed forms. She cursed beneath her breath and glanced at her mental notes, remembering that she had Phoenix and Life. Focusing into herself she felt the presence of Phoenix. Mentally she called for it’s assistance and whispered “Phoenix Flame.” A golden drop of liquid trickled from the cavern ceiling, pooling into a puddle on the stone floor. From it a red light emanated, shining onto her fallen comrades. A beautiful bird soared from the light, covered in flames. It’s song soothed Lenoa and rose her comrades from their current unconsciousness. The wounds on their bodies began to heal and their eyes became focused. The phoenix turned to Leviathan and blinked, then returned it’s attention to Lenoa and her crew.

Opening her eyes, Lenoa smiled at the bird and thanked it with a solemn bow of her head.  It nuzzled her on the cheek and cooed to her, dissolving into the darkness. The only trace of it’s being was a single flaming feather from the tail of the beast. 

Zeki attempted to rise but found that one of Seph’s arms was holding him down.  There came a grunt from the being beneath him as he found himself thrown back onto the stone floor. His eyes focused on Seph. He was slouched in a cross-legged position, his head nearly reaching his large feet. Silver hair flowing over his shoulders and trailing onto the black surface supporting him. His eyes were closed and sweat still covered his face from the battle a few minutes before.

The makou behind him sent an eerie glow onto his back, reflecting off of his metallic hair and onto the ground. To Lenoa it almost seemed as though he was bathing in the rays and yet, flinching at the very smell of the foul liquid. His eyes opened slightly, staring blankly at his own feet.

A stuttering whisper came from his parted lips. 

“I had no.... no idea.... of th....this creature’s strength.... It was almost blinding.... Everything was an inferno of all my torture and a reflection of all my pain.... I just.... couldn’t handle it anymore.... The force.... the whispers.... the General urging me to let him take over....” He suddenly jerked his head towards the ceiling, tears flowed freely from his pooling green eyes. “I just.... The blood rage came over me and all of my moves were tactless and foolish.... All I wanted was blood... I wanted myself covered in it.... I wanted to taste that beautiful coppery sensation flowing into my mouth never-ending... My skin screamed for it.... and sadly..... I myself longed for it....”

His silent tears flowed down face and dripping onto the ground. His silence faded into shuddering sobs as he brought his hands to his head, entwining his fingers in his hair and clenching at the skull beneath it... almost as though he wished the bloodshed so much that he would pry his own head from his shoulders.... perhaps that is what he was thinking.... The only release from the sorrow and the antagonizing pain was the end of his own life.

Lenoa stepped forward, but s hand gripped her shoulder. She flinched and shot her head around, but no person was there to match the pressure put on herself.... no body there whatsoever, though a voice whispered in her ear, one that she had heard before.

“Leave him be.  This is a challenge that he himself must overcome. Life is full of torture, however each challenge is unlike any other and only makes you stronger in time.”

“N... Nagusame...?”

“Hush.... something’s coming.”

Lenoa, out of sheer suprise looked around. The pressure on her arm had released, but there was no sound save the quiet sobs of the Colonel. 

Zeki glanced up at her and stared past her as though he were about to faint. His child-like eyes were vacant and almost sad as he attempted to stand, but fell to the ground with the sensation of another presence. The will of this creature was strong, very strong and it’s being was the pure essence of evil.  Though people say that there is no true evil in the world,l at this point in time it seemed as though Saytin had returned to rule the face of the Planet.

Lenoa, however, felt nothing but the light quiver of fear from the spirit of her colleague. Nagusame’s stale breaths did not realy exist, but just like any other being the breath could be felt and heard. Having equipped the Faerie Ring, The woman could not feel the presence of darkness or even the realization of the deepening shadows within the cave. A light green glow was the only source of light. Its filmy mist carrying an eerie feeling within the gaseous fumes. The sheer smell was almost overwhelming, but that was something that had to be ignored....

Zeki cursed suddenly and struggled to his knees, grabbing his weapon from the ground. The metal blade glinting in the toxic light. Dragging himself up, using the scythe as a prop, he grimaced at Lenoa. How could she not feel the pain.... the agony. It was torture through an eternity of weakness. The feeling could be described as what one would imagine after having your flesh ripped off and you left with your muscle exposed to the sun and the salt within the oceanic air around you. Like an uncovered wound deep in your body.... there are not enough words to describe it.

He attempted to utter something, but all that escaped was a croak. He glances at his gloved hand and saw that it was ripped and tattered beyond repair. Luckily the materia orbes had remained. What he would do without that Great Lizard, he wouldn’t know. Though, she realy wasn’t a Lizard now. She was a humanoid, a summon, a beautiful creature who’s face was lined with pale silver scales and her crimson eyes glowing within the deep darkness.... but there was no time to think about that beauty now, he had to warn Lenoa....

“Lenoa... the creature....”

His voice was cut off by the sudden rumbling of the ground and the hideous stench overpowering the makou. It was the smell of sulfur.... It reached out to all around it and only one person seemed to be left untouched. That person was Sephiroth. Perhaps his body was filled with an immunity to evil, but how would that explain his earlier defeat and his near death with the wound within his chest? Those were questions that would have to wait for later answers. The creature was drawing on them and there was nothing.... nothing in the world that could save them from certain death. 

Note: Alright people, I’m sorry that I’m cutting this off so soon, but I couldn’t find anything else to write and I’m brainstorming for the battle. If anyone here has any ideas that aren’t too cliche let me know and I will check over them to see what I can do. For now I hope that I will be able to avoid any more moving problems and also any major chunks of depression. Someone please tell the freakin’ Writier’s block to stay out of my path, ‘else I will turn it into a self wravaging piece of chaos! Thank you for reading this section once more and please be on the look out for more to come! ~^ 

~ Haily

P.S. If you people don’t know my E-mail it is zekirocks@yahoo.com Really easy if you know my URL. That’s about it! Jaa ne!

