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Prologue 
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Man had given birth to a new form of warfare. Some say the difference between this new age of gods and the end of the old one was how humanity grew vain. With the sudden rise of a super power, mass death and other atrocities were woven and gods returned into the fray. Some wars are still fought, some gods still refuse to be made to submit. Battles littered across the planet in areas long forgotten and some places freshly drenched in the blood of the vanquished.

Kutala tried to dabble in things she didn’t completely understand, nor know. She had little concept of what she wanted to achieve or what she hoped to receive. Most people would practice their shaman skills by reaching out to one of the gods that had revealed themselves in the last few decades. The world no longer shunned the old ways, new and old gods were worshipped on hills. As statues, they spoke with their people through the shaman, witch doctors, sangomas, demi-gods, angels and creatures long since lost to history. It was the kind of resurrection that changed the world in a very horrific and beautiful way. Within Africa, nearly a thousand gods had reappeared. Some had claimed dominion over their old kingdoms while others took new lands and new people. A few had banded together to survive slaughter at the hands of man.

Viktor Kutala’s son was a fascinating child. From an early age before he had his own original idea of being, before he could make a complex choice of whether to eat a burger or be vegan, his destiny was set in motion, as if it were preordained. Most parents try to give their child a future that is easy to live up to - with the freedoms we are all expected to have as a child; to go run in the rain to catch a cold; which god he would pray to or visit in their shrines. His mother opted to gift  him the death of worlds to be in his destiny.

Kutala was from a tribe south of what used to be called Queenstown, now simply called the Uzunibi people, they worshiped a sheep headed god who had a thing for child sacrifice and cannibalism. She had left her tribe when she was 13 to enter the city of Zalumbi. A beautiful city with the old god named Wamidosa a god of fire ,  industry and  prosperity. She wanted to see if she had the gift like she was told by her mother growing up. To see if she could be a shaman for or to an ancient primordial being, so ancient his name was impossible to speak and his language was so complex a certain level of madness was needed to interpret the words. She had all of that in spades and her foolish mind, along with  a childlike kind of curiosity. She was proud as she had been dabbling in the dark arts, a tall woman toned with arms and fists covered with scars from fighting. Her beauty was harsh to the eye, and many would lose to rage when denied and her many victims of passion found she enjoyed the taste of their misery.  

Though she ran from her village, the sly girl’s devotion to Uzunibi remained resolute. Uzunibi was a lover of his people; he would look after them when they were away from his wool. The god carried a spear in his two arms, a dagger between his teeth and a shield on his chest. His people were blessed with natural skills for fighting, something Kutala routinely engaged in. .
She cut her fingertip deep to the bone, her blood flowed freely as she drew the symbols and wrote what she understood in the language she tasted on her lips. She would bring this new god and usher his reign and her own fortune would return. 

She quickly wrapped the tip with a flaming cloth to singe it closed, she barely flinched as pain was something she enjoyed to experience and something she may have relished in sharing a little too much. Kutala’s mind drifted to her memories/recollections of Viktor’s father, a timid man when they met in the bar. He could barely keep the conversation engaging but she still thought he might be different. She lured him to the dance floor of the bed and set herself loose upon him. She stayed with him for a few months before he left one day, a Womb filled with their dream and never returned, fate had sent him to war. Kutala recalled the look in his eyes, they were desolate at the concept of leaving her behind, the man she loved would die for a war he could never protect or understand. She would have gone in his stead but alas she was pregnant. She resented the infant but it was all she had left of Victor,  enceinte with child and a fond memory. Within six months the news arrived that he had been killed in an ambush, with no remains to send back. Only a letter and a cheque each month as pay for his death half a year prior or was it a sacrifice to pay for his life’s worth.

She looked at little Viktor in his crib, a circle of graveyard soil drawn around him, the texts and symbols she used were ancient. She wasn’t sure she was even drawing them right, but the issue was she wasn’t sure of anything. She didn’t know what made her find that book in the street, why she read it and how she came to notice the way to bring him forth. All she knew was she had been chosen. Chosen to be a herald for a god that existed before there was a here. She uttered the words of the ancient text, they reverberated in her throat “Krinico trunivic voronito der munitu grominoge kurimanika zviri itawkohc vitisosimo drigrominutius. “

Silence fell upon the room, the air was still, the window still ajar. Then a slight rumble started,  faint like a car engine’s grumbling starting beneath your seat. She looked around as she felt the trembles. She felt unsure then the sensation vanished from her as if  she’d dreamt it.

A large man formed  before her as though he had been there the entire time, lounging between the cracks of reality, very similar to noticing something from your peripheral then suddenly it’s there in full focus and weighing down on the room, perhaps the entire building even, with proof that this being before her was clearly something that stood above the divine and sinister. A wide brimmed hat covering long silver hair flowing down to his midsection. He smelt of brimstone and charcoal, though another smell also lingered on him but she couldn’t register. ‘He could be a god of battlefields, going around healing those caught in the Catholic stand in Rome against the Greek gods. Many people had been struck down by a very angry Zeus within Europe and some had become lost to the wars all over. People had named this the age of the gods return.’. 

The man in the emerald suit looked at the little infant and smiled menacingly, baby Viktor screamed and began to weep. Kutala nearly ran into the large man but she managed to control herself as she got into his line of sight. 

“I have so many questions. Who are you?” She spoke her heart pounding in her chest like a drum, she was somewhere between terrified and exhilarated. She thought this must have been true love, she had never felt this way but Kutala enjoyed it. 

The wolfish smile from his face grew unnaturally larger, his yellow stained teeth showing his age and negligence for hygiene. She knew there was something wrong but her naïve mind thought, ‘I summoned him I can sure as hell send him back.’ 

“You must be the mother. That’s good to know I get dinner and get to put a curse on this place. Oh I have missed this world. Amongst all the worlds in the cosmos yours is the only one where people will bring something like me.” His voice had no sound you could distinguish, it was terrifying to listen to and even more so unsettling. You could almost hear the evil in his words as he spoke. The shiver he would send down her spine made her feel like her bladder was full and about to burst.

“Excuse me?!” Kutala said sternly, uncertain if  he was serious, but certain she would not entertain it. She had brought him to this world and sending him back would be just as easy. She could see the book behind him, all she needed to do was to say a few words and erase the circle then the being would be gone. Kutala pushed past him as she suddenly froze, she held her breath. Her skin grew cold, her heart slowed almost to a stop before it beat ferociously to life, dread, pure dread is what she felt.. 

“Do you know what they call me? My name is The Unknown. I have existed in the universe long enough to know I am but an infant in comparison to it. My master told me they would bring me to this world and he asked me to plant a seed. You have given me the seed.” As he looked down at Viktor in his arms silent, she looked back down at the crib , confirming he was gone. She hadn’t even noticed that Viktor had stopped crying. She looked back at him, his eyes now clear to her but she felt lost in them like staring into the night without stars. “I dedicate this death to Madness given form may this world never be the same.” 

“Dea.......th?!” Kutala felt something slip between her ribs into her chest, blood flowed out of her mouth slowly at first then all at once as she coughed out, splashing Viktor in the face with her blood. Her child didn’t make a sound, she watched as the man pulled her still beating heart out of her chest and sprayed blood onto Viktor. Her last thought wasn’t about Viktor, she didn’t think of her baby being left alone. No thought was spared for her child. Only that she didn’t want it to end without her learning any of the universe’s secrets. Then there was nothing for her, no sound, as she fell limp to the ground with a heavy thud. 

“You know Viktor I think she isn’t happy I came, but fret not my boy. I will grant you something to keep you safe, a piece of the universe, and I will set you loose on them. Either you shall become a storm that shows no mercy, or you shall save them from their lost path but you will never cease nor tire. “Come now child, drink deep.” As he poured a black liquid into the infant’s mouth, a smile ran across the man’s face as Viktor swallowed the substance. 

It turned his lips black as charcoal, his eyes changed from a gentle hazel to a harsh bluish red texture. The infant gasped for breath as the liquid shredded its way through his infant body. The being watched it flow through the child as a crimson energy oozed out of his every pore. Then like a torrent of a storm a blast shot out shaking the building as he let out a cry truly symbolic of rebirth. The toddler looked up at the man and as though a thousand years had passed between their glances they knew the next time they met death would befall one of them. 

When the neighbours felt the building shake most leapt under their beds shouting earthquake, aside from Larry. Larry was sort of sweet on Kutala, so when he heard the crying in the dead of night, he rushed to the door. Larry was wearing just pants, he had been working out and saw this would be an opportune chance to see her in something sexy. She was so pretty to him her body chiselled with curves only an African woman can pull off with grace. She forever smelt like a warm summer morning, her smile so bright he swore there was sunlight on her lips. As he reached his hand out to knock so he could make sure she was fine, the door gave way to his first touch. He saw a man standing over the infant's crib in the bright light, “Hey who...” As Larry began to speak, pausing as he saw her limp body on the floor, taking a closer look Larry made out a gaping hole in her chest; “Get away from him.” Came out of Larry’s mouth almost instantly, he rushed the man only to be caught by the throat, the man threw Larry back effortlessly smacking him hard into the wall,  knocking the wind from Larry. The Being walked back towards the limp corpse placing the child back into his crib, as Viktor reached out his hand to the being as it tipped its hat, turning away then picked up Viktor’s mothers body and vanished. 

Larry didn’t know what to tell the police when they arrived. He didn't touch the child crying or anything in the house. The cops were shaken to see the child gnawing at a human heart, the little baby was sent into the system as an orphan. They classified the case under supernatural events, the Tribal Warrior organisation closed the case as a suicide by ritual. Viktor’s mother had summoned an unknown entity into her home and offered her child or herself up so there was nothing they could do, her body was not there to investigate the matter any further. Viktor was sent into a foster home. Where he would quickly have to learn how to control himself. A child who would at nights wake in a cold sweat craving the blood of others but he knew he had to bury that part of himself. His intelligence, ferocity and natural gift of violence  he knew needed to be tamed. So he became timid, letting bullies have their fill. All while he could feel hatred in his heart, a hatred for someone but he never knew who. 

As he grew up going to Hatfield primary he learnt that the world was cruel to those that were different, and this cruelty was present in all people, even children. Sometimes he would lose his composure like any child once pushed too far, his incomprehensible hunger would ravage at his guts, making him unable to receive nutrients from normal food. He would sneak out at the dead of night and catch a stray dog.  As he got bigger he required more blood to satiate his thirst and temper. So he progressed to hunting big game or even killing animals at the zoo. Of course this birthed new problems as it became increasingly more challenging to obscure such activity,  and each new foster home came with it, a new form of torment that he had to endure. He had no friends at school, nor at the foster homes, and no one wanted to become his friend in fear that tragedy would visit their homes. So he was forced to keep to himself to stay out of the way like the outcast fate had seemingly deemed Viktor. 

Some nights he would cry himself to sleep, his cries muffled in the pillow, the therapists and foster parents warily kept their distance, because they wanted little to do with Viktor. The nights were long, the days were lonely. Laughter was something he taught himself to do but he saw little worth in the sound. He would watch the others play and have fun wishing he could be among them but all he experienced from them was their fists and boots. He never understood why they hated him but sometimes Viktor would imagine slaughtering them all then would find a rock striking him; for when he smiled, someone made sure to take that from him. He never prayed to any of the gods, he found prayer was begging and he would never beg for help.

Viktor joined the Tribal Warriors Army, after he had completed his high school. A good 18 years had passed by in the drawn out process of his growth. He had been working part time for nearly three years and raised the money to reach the test by himself. Breaking into buildings and slipping past guards unnoticed was something he had taught himself. Viktor had taught himself a lot of skills, how to hide his presence, how to react to events in split seconds. He knew how to strike a gorilla with enough force to knock it out cold and not kill it.

Back when he was 6 he had a lively experience which taught him the meaning of what restraint would be needed to not be hunted in the current world. He was playing in a tree with a group of other kids. They were not very high up. Maybe five meters but to a group of 6 year olds it might as well have been a mountain top drop. There was a gentle breeze, the Zimbabwean sun warm with clouds lazy in the sky. Viktor hung upside down watching the clouds dance overhead. As the other kids climbed, reaching for the fresh peaches at the top of the tree. A sudden bird flew in to grab a peach startling a child at the top. And gravity took over pulling the child's head down as they hurtled to the earth assured of their demise. Viktor saw a different scene and the sound caught his ears. His perception slowed almost to a stand still, his breath consumed filling his lungs and muscles. As he saw the child just a few meters from him falling. Without thinking he unhooked his legs from the branch and before gravity could take priority , pushed off the branch,accelerating his descent well beyond nature's intentions, snapping the hefty sized branch to splinters sending shrapnel through the air like a shotgun. Viktor caught the child his size midair but his strength was above human. So unrestrained and without even realizing it he crushed the child’s shin and ankle to powder. 

When he grabbed them by their ankle pulling them so violently towards himself the whiplash knocked the child out cold but fortunately the child survived with only a strained neck, shattered ankle and shin. Viktor was scolded and consequently sent to another orphanage where the event was covered up by the police department under a divine event. Saying it was an act of god that had lead to the outcome. Viktor was tested to see if he carried the ability to be a divine emissary but they found no aptitude for spiritual power. Viktor knew that it was impossible for him to worship another. He just felt that he was not beneath the gods but he knew he would have to keep it to himself. After saving that child he found himself weaker and more famished till he drank some blood from a poorly cooked piece of meat. And when he awoke the next morning covered in blood he knew what he craved. His instincts would feed him whether he wanted it to happen or not. 

He knew how to identify animals or people by scent alone, he could see in the dark. Viktor had an energy inside him that he was always quite good at controlling its flow. He became aware of it the more he consumed blood by age 8 it was heavier and would physically affect things around him making them heavy causing strain on objects around him if he didn’t push it down or keep it close to his skin. How it moved and strengthened or reinforced his muscles and bones. Viktor had been using it to protect himself from the beatings and attacks, bestowed on him by his foster father and mother. The kids at school would often hit him and wince in pain at his increased durability. It deterred most of them but there were always those who would never give up. 

Viktor reached the train station buying his ticket, he got on the train for the heart of Gaia, formerly called Congo. The train took about an hour to make the trip, Viktor reached the barracks without much going on. When he reached the barracks he found himself meeting Busi Aisiba, The Fire Empress. Commander Busi was the  leader of the deadliest force, The Prowlers, and she was here to find herself a replacement for one of her recently deceased soldiers. Viktor saw her glowing divinity, a piercing orange glow from her god, all the gods glowed orangish yellow but when their emotions changed the color would darken or brighten but as she walked past Viktor her blazing sword died out. She stopped staring at Viktor and she would take note of his face, Viktor waited for his name to be called for his combat proficiency test. He wore a shirt, a pair of stained blue shorts while barefoot. Viktor entered the arena, it was packed with people both from the police and military organizations all over The Cradle. 

Across from Viktor was a young man who was gifted with magical powers allowing him control of wind and ice. Everyone assumed the fight would be over before Viktor could do a single thing, he had no registered abilities in comparison after all.

Viktor stretched as they  waited for the fight to start. The referee looked to both fighters explaining that it was only to be a light spar, the objective to show what they could do. As he said fight, the young man across from Viktor couldn’t gauge their difference in power but resolved himself to attack first. A few jabs to see what Viktor was capable of doing. He started his attack rushing towards a still stretching Viktor, a part of him was irritated to see his opponent being so casual but a more primal part was weary of him. As he jabbed at the slender teenager in front of him, Viktor seemed to vanish before his very eyes. As he felt Viktor’s hand push grab his face the force stopping all his forward momentum almost pushing his face into his skull. Viktor pulled back his strength, he only needed to knock him out, he could feel the force was too much and jerked his hand back before pushing him down into the ground. The opponent was about to splatter against the hard floor but Viktor cradled his head and stopped him but the inertia still made him lose consciousness from his brain moving back and forth so quickly there was nothing a normal human body could do to handle that amount of sudden jerking motion and sudden stop to resist. Viktor even cracked the ground with his foot to give off the sensation of explosive power while hiding what he did. It was over within a blink of an eye. Only Busi and some of the lesser gods seated watching saw what he did and they were all thinking the same thing. They wanted to own him. The fight was over and the crowd for the first time was silent, they had nothing to say. As they had all seen what was essentially a blitz. Busi stood up from her seat leaping onto the battlefield, she wore pants, military boots and a coat that was a deep amber colour. She removed her sword sheath from her side and planted it in the ground. 

Busi was intrigued by this boy, she wanted to see what made him so strong, who did he sacrifice to and what did he gain for it? She started to walk slowly towards him, her hostility oozing out of her body. She dashed suddenly, appearing beside him fist cocked back, Viktor turned striking her cocked back fist stopping the motion. Busi couldn’t make him budge, she felt she was only as strong as a human before him. She felt like she stood in front of a wild beast, snarling gently beneath its breath, seething with raw power. She wanted him to own his power, to taste it, she coveted the strength that was inside him. Without thinking she grabbed his face, “You are mine Viktor. You will swear loyalty to me and I will keep you safe. You are mine Viktor till your last breath.” As she turned away, grabbing her sword, she turned towards him. The blade pointed at his chest.

“Kneel!!.” It was the first command she gave him but it was the first time someone had wanted him. She was the first taste he had of love, she took him under her wing. Training him for two gruelling years, manufacturing the single most deadly god in the world.
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Viktor was assigned to The squad, after a year of hellish training regiments with the senior members.Mary Fixuna, the daughter of a war shaman, she trained Viktor to gauge his compatibility with magic and magical objects but they found that when it came to magic, training Viktor was not only arduous, but also extremely volatile. She had tried to give him a simple task, to channel his energy through a magic sword. The blade however, was unable to contain the power and the resulting explosion nearly killed Mary. She awoke thrilled at this shallow comprehension of the power lying within Viktor. She deduced that he carried similar energy to a god, but unlike most gods he did not require human faith to become stronger. She also deduced that he drank blood to replenish his power. Though since he was only consuming animals his power would likely grow depending on what blood he ingested. Mary titled him the first Vampire demi-god. Mary had a Middle Eastern skin tone, she dressed in the clothes of her people a turban. 

Rufaro Hwanunga, a fierce follower of Zauno a patron god of mercy and deceitful vengeance, she took over Viktor's training after the incident with Mary,  hand to hand combat being the next course. She trained him on how to use his powers to the greatest extent possible and pushed him past his super human limit. Rufaro after their training would sit and talk with Viktor to hear his story. She, like Mary, was truly a loving person. Rufaro saw Viktor as a little brother. Rufaro’s mantra was, “A warrior must carry love even for an enemy or they have lost their way.”

Viktor’s last trainer was Siegfried the silver knight and dragon slayer, he had turned against his old lands. In the first year Siegfried helped Viktor comprehend what divinity meant and how it was used in battles against gods and other creatures. It had two uses, to amplify properties of something exponentially beyond imaginative lines. Simply put the god of war would be a being that feeds on war and conflict to gain strength, but using divinity they can also feed on the desire for war, the dreams of those plagued by war and so on. Then divinity can command or in some instances inhibit one’s will, this allows those that are blessed with divinity to be otherworldly in their charisma and even their ability to invoke feelings, loyalty and sometimes sacrifice in others. Siegfried was sad in a way he had been almost lost to history, his real story so distorted he was mindless before he met Busi she used her divinity to pull him together and give him purpose.

Commander Busi the Fire empress returned at the beginning of the second year of Viktor’s combat training, and saying she merely took over  his training would be an understatement, more like she took him to task. She intended to push Viktor to break him, yet also teach him to keep getting up. The training started when she left Viktor on an island called Xubalino (The home of death.) Viktor found out this was no cake walk. She gave him a choice of any weapon he wanted, Viktor opted for a sword, a decision he would regret a few days into his stay there. Throughout the first year of his training with the Prowlers he had spent it with hand to hand combat, the others had been given direct orders not to allow him to wield a weapon. So Viktor was outstanding at hand to hand but his fighting would not work with a weapon, he was unfortunately not as gifted with a sword, and would strike trees chipping the blade while trying to cut fire wood. 

Two weeks on the island had passed Viktor, lived near a water source high in a tree to be safe from the animals that were not frightened of his divinity. He woke up with the sun, deciding that he would head deeper into the island. Busi had not given instruction on what he had to do, she just simply gave him the weapon of his choosing and pointed at the mountain leaving. Viktor decided to walk to the mountain and try not to cause any unnecessary noise. It was high noon when he reached a vast clearing, the ground scorched in the center a small creature too small to discern exactly what it was, only that it was so tiny. Viktor decided he would approach it like he had most things, if it resisted he would crush it. 

​Viktor reached the creature quite quickly, it opened an eye, a bright red glow emanated from the socket. “You cannot pass this point without an offering, boy god.”

Viktor stood still examining the creature, it was small with white fur, it looked like a cat with nine tails each a slightly darker shade of gray until the last tail was black. “I think I can pass for free unless you’ll impede me..” Viktor was suddenly looking up at the sky before he could react his head was involuntary propelled by the impact so violently, he rolled backwards on his head flipping to his feet. As he looked around seeing nothing but the small cat like creature, its eyes still closed.

“Go back into the forest, find yourself boy god. See the truth of who you are for the next time I will do more than trip you.” Viktor stood up and ran back into the forest, he never looked back. He stopped when he was by the beach he had arrived on to find Busi seated by a log cooking a piece of meat over the flame. 

“You met the little guy, scary isn’t she, her name is Xubalino. She is the goddess of this island, she killed every man, woman and child on this island. Then replaced them with animals long forgotten, this place is no home for humanity but she also sits on one of the greatest treasures in all existence, the staff of Ra. With such a weapon we could increase our might and ensure our safety as children of The Cradle.”

“So you want me to get something like that from her without being killed by her? That is impossible.” 

Busi placed her finger on his lips gently, “Viktor do you know what you are? Do you know why you exist in this world? Have you forgotten your origin, the position fate gave you? What you needed to carve out the stars as you see fit? On this island you will find all these, you will attain something here that you could never have anywhere else. Do not be afraid Viktor, I believe in your power.”

After he ate , he fell soundly asleep under a rock whilst the fire still crackled, sparks dancing before his eyes. The light of the flame gently presenting the shadows of figures, and so he dreamt deeply. He dreamt a dream so real it could not have been called a dream. The words Busi said like a warmth in his heart, he was sure they would light a flame.

Viktor walked on the beach in his dream, the night sky illuminated by the spirits of the animals and people as they danced and swam in the azure night sky. Viktor reached out his hand, and was touched by a coldness that he had never felt before. Things were not as they all appeared, the vision of color turned to dread. As a large spirit appeared, its form indiscernible, like a crimson death streaking across the sky. Every spirit ran and those that could not run, were melted into the living ether. It turned the glow into what could be considered eyes. It began to take shape, it was Busi, hung in the sea, her hazel brown sun kissed skin, a gentle red glow around her curves. 

Viktor laughed when he saw the form so stunning, he recalled a night, as though to follow the thought he found himself somewhere else. The dream had drawn him to the edge of the forest, the dark woods called to him with their creeks. Viktor felt something watching him, before the wind blew a scent sweeter than honey on the kiss of a lover. 

Viktor ventured into the forest following his nose, something sweet, a little bitter with a dazzle of splendid was near. He reached the end of the trail and it was an odd sight. “Somethings are normal to find within the depths of a forest”, he realized, but the cloven hooved creature with its wide granite coloured body, bright green flames engraved into the plain woman’s face was an unworldly sight.

These ancient rarities escape even the paths of gods, since forest gods like her had always lived on the peripheral of existence. Forest gods will always teach you about yourself, so for most gods who were too proud, such a humbling event would not occur. 

“I think I am going mad,” He said out loud before denying the notion in his mind. 

“I won’t be going mad today,” he convinced himself. 

“That’s a first, really? I haven’t heard the thoughts of a primordial one in a long time. My name is Sivon means first child of the forest. A pleasure to meet you Viktor. Would you like to sit and talk with me?” As the serene waves turned into words within his mind’s eye, each note of Sivon’s voice like symphony of stars.

Viktor smiled at Sivon, she was pleasant and he imagined she would be a very interesting conversationalist. He walked next to her before she gestured him to climb her back, he leapt on with ease. 

Tell me Viktor what brought you to see me? Sivon was truly magnificent from close up, her skin a touch of moss, glistened with the dew of a clear spring, the vast faces of the hills on her back, sun kissed with green and red flowers. It seemed as though the sun was still gently rising behind her silent steps.

“I came to see you? I just wondered into the forest cause it smelt nice, you smell nice, actually almost delectable. Forgive me, I seem to be quite hungry.” As drool formed within the corners of Viktor’s mouth.

That is fine, if you are hungry feel free to take of my blood. I know what it must be like to be so far away from your home. Viktor looked at the grass covered back, and turned his nose up in disgust, he was still a person and seeing skin was something he wasn’t sure he would get over. He lifted what must have been her flesh, as a viscous silver liquid oozed out of her and he cupped it to his mouth. The moment he tasted it his hunger became ravenous and hunched over drinking out of the wound without restraint. 

He had his fill with her and never did she make a sound or look back, Sivon just kept walking where the trees looked alive. Their gazes filled with the imagery of her awe. To them she was their oldest, a god among them, she kept them alive even when man cut them down. She gave them a place to come and grow forever. 

“You called me a primordial one? What is that?” Viktor asked as he wiped his face clean. 

That’s a name we gave your kind, you are an unclear species. When everything was still young and learning to unravel into wonder your kind was old and tired of it all. I can’t be sure what you are, I just know you are a primordial one. 

Viktor thought how unclear that was to him, each word had made his heart sink with horrific realization. He had never been human, he was a creature that just exists to suffer through all. To be hurt by others was his portion in life. He wanted to be free of such a burden. To live a full life even if he had to break the world to do it. Viktor loathed each moment of this experience, his hatred for humanity boiling beneath his skin. His sad eyes began to burn with rage. Sivon screamed which immediately caught Viktor’s attention, as he looked up he saw that the trees had parted and that there was a red flame dancing around him consuming Sivon. He watched the wrathful flame burn for a few seconds before he pulled it back towards himself. 

“Sivon forgive me!, I don’t know what came over me.” She winced in pain falling to her knees, she panted heavily and Viktor could see why. He had to jump out of the hole he created in her back, it was nearly ten meters deep from the look of it and about the same in diameter. Was that his power to burn away whatever makes gods? 

“What did I do? I was thinking about what you said and then you started to scream.”

Sivon looked back as she said to him. You were thinking of hatred and vengeance on innocence and life, so you are a killer of the divine Viktor , you hate it and so you kill it. I am made of divinity. I was a dream born of the first trees. I don’t recall who or why but I have watched every tree grow, nurtured them across every world and when they die they join me in my eternal forest. We walk it and speak of all they have witnessed all they have tasted and thought in their long lives and those stories feed me. As she spoke an eonic  baobab tree trudged over breaking off a chunk of itself and stuffing it into the hole as she healed instantly. Her breathing settled, as she felt her life force center. She moved lifting herself up. 

“So they are your divinity? If they stopped existing, you would die with every tree in every world across all stories?. Are you not afraid of the end of all of this? Even eternity reaches an end leaving you with nothing to do. Doesn’t such a terrifying idea plague your every moment?”

Viktor felt his heart race as he leapt off her onto the ground, the trees swept back. Sivon went back on her knees lowering her face so he could see her eyes. 

NO!

Viktor saw her conviction, he saw the lack of fear and he could smell her blood lose its appeal. She was not afraid, she was not missing something, and she was whole. “Viktor remember this when you are making a choice, your word can shape worlds or end them. Who will you hate when there is no one left to hate? Do you seek purpose or will you create it yourself?”

As she spoke Viktor burst awake in the forest under a rock that looked kind of like a woman’s face. Had he been dreaming again? As he felt something cold run on his chin, the blood on his mouth was silver in tinge thick it smelt good as he wiped it on the rock face. He smiled at the face thinking to himself how wonderful it was to meet beings so kind. Others that would rather talk to you than cause you harm. 

Busi sat naked her backside towards him, scars zig zagged all over her flesh. She had been carved up and tortured many times because of her position. She had known a former truth of being lower than dirt. When he looked at her skin he would feel a strange unease but it was the kind where you wished that you could take a few scars off her to share her burden. 

Viktor turned and he believed that a purpose had reached his mind. “I will retrieve the staff for you.”

Busi looked over her shoulder water running down her face exposing her face, half her mouth had been burnt off. It showed her teeth and lower jaw on the right side, above that was a missing eye and a metal plate protruded from the front side keeping her skull together. Viktor had seen her truth the suffering she had been given and lived past. Her powers of Surtur allowed her to disguise the scars behind a thin veil of fire but when she was with friends she would remove the magic. She would unveil her truth because she was that kind of a soul.

Viktor liked her truth, he saw the face of a true warrior. As he rushed into the forest, reaching the clearing in no time at all. Xubalino, her tail dancing in the air, opened both her eyes one was fiery green and the other fiery red. “So you met my sister in the dream world. Tell me, what did she whisper to you?”

“She told me that I can kill you.” As he smiled wolfishly at her before she vanished from his sight, appearing on his shoulder. He was about to react before he smashed into a tree. ‘What the hell happened?’ Viktor opened his eyes to see Xubalino still in front of him as he crashed through six trees, before a large oak tree broke cushioning him. Xubalino stopped, her body that of a cat, her tails, those of a fox and her face of a lion cub. Viktor got up his head shook, blood was flowing down the side of his face. He had several cracked ribs yet, he smiled, they were only cracked, confirming he was able to take her hits he just needed to match her speed. 

Viktor slowed his breath, thinking only of the fight. He would drain that little lion and he would become stronger for it. Viktor crouched one hand in front of himself on the ground, he was going to focus every ounce of his flux to speed and strength. Viktor didn’t transform, he couldn’t summon lightning or rewind time; all he could do was run fast, jump high and hit hard. 

Viktor dashed, the ground exploding dust into the air, and was over Xubalino in a matter of split seconds. She still vanished from in front of him, this time he felt the subtle shift in the wind, microseconds before the impact on his cheek, all he could do was clench down his jaw and brace himself. The strike bounced him clean off the ground, but this time he saw it, for just a glance. It was his time being compressed, almost as though it stood still. Xubalino’s fur stood on edge as power shot through every fibre in her body, her steps so fast they looked like a hundred before she launched herself and flipped. Viktor tried to raise his hand but they wouldn’t come up fast enough. He cut down nearly a mile of trees before he came to rest roughly into the side of a mountain face. Buried deeply the dust rising up into the air. 

Viktor pulled himself out of the human shaped crater, falling to his knees as blood gushed out of his mouth. Viktor collapsed, convulsing on the ground, he had never been hit that hard in his life. The pain was beyond description, he trembled from the pain and the blood loss. Most of his bones were either broken or
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