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There were so many other things I, Lady Sarah Webb, would rather be doing right at this moment instead of living in this nightmare of death. I would have preferred to be helping the elderly men and women in my village bring wood in for the icy winter instead of breaking their backs doing it, I would have liked to groom their horses and cook cheese stews for them. 

I would have preferred doing anything else right now.

I just stared in utter horror as the dark red rich blood of my mother oozed out of the slashes in her chest. Her bright red eyes sparkled at me and then shimmered as tears filled them. Not because she was scared of death, but because she was scared for me. 

Damn her, damn Taylor. She was always more concerned for me than her own life. 

Her dark red blood soaked her dirty white dress as she slumped over in the orange dirt and the sharp orange rocks dug into her flesh. She gasped and her lips moved like she was trying to tell me a secret or her final loving words, but she couldn’t.

My hands shook as I looked round at the nightmarish valley we were in. Orange dirt covered the horrible ground with razor-sharp rocks shattered off boulders littered the ground too. There were even small bones of rats, dire wolves and other magical creatures that should have known better than to come here.

Hell, we should have known better than to come here.

I should have known better.

I looked up the deadly sharp, claw-like slopes of the valley as dirt ran down them as three large demons stood at the top. These ones looked like massive humanoid trees with legs and arms as thick as oak trees that were hundreds of years old, and their claws were like slashing branches.

Their heads were what I truly hated. They still had perfectly human-like heads with human teeth, human noses and very, very human eyes. When I was a child I struggled to understand the humanness of demons, but I was so past that now.

Most demons were simply corrupted humans that had sold their soul to the Demon Lord Ashusher. Their mistake, their death, their dark fate because it meant with the rest of my noble house declared heretics by idiots who should have known better, I was the only person left to kill them.

It used to be me and Taylor. Now she was dead too.

The demons snarled, gnarled and muttered at me but I couldn’t hear them.

I could barely feel the warm autumn breeze with hints of damp, moss and freshwater springs against my cheeks, let alone hearing the demonic sounds of monsters.

I raised my sword at the three demons and I got into a defensive position. The demons smiled and looked at each other. Their human eyes constantly shifting and changing as if they were communicating in a way I just couldn’t understand.

Maybe they were. I was a human, they were monsters after all.

Taylor coughed up blood and my stomach twisted into a painful knot. 

I had never wanted her to be here. I had only read about the Breathing Techniques that my family had created over the centuries to fight demons without using magic. Our family didn’t have magic but we had the knowledge, power and determination to kill the demons.

And we managed it for so long until idiots decided we were the issue, not the solution. Damn the Light and those zealots.

The demons leapt down towards me and my whole body tensed as I tried to use the techniques I had studied for the past week.

First Way Nature Breathing.

I sucked in the warm air and I imagined vines, plants and slashing branches form round me. I imagined the air exploding in my lungs and becoming a force of nature that would power me.

Nothing happened.

The demons laughed as one and I tensed even more. 

“I fought your mother, your father, your brothers,” the demons said all as one. “They could master the techniques. You are nothing. Do you even remember them?”

I staggered back at the very question. How dare they. How dare the bastard demons say that or ask me that. 

“Of course I bloody can’t,” I said. “The Light murdered and annihilated my family when I was six years old. I was a child when they wiped out my family and just look at the Continent now,”

The demons laughed and licked their lips. “Yes, yes. Look at how much power the Confederation of Light has on the Continent. There are no more Empires, no more kings, no more rulers. The Confederation controls everything,”

I spat at the demons. I hated all of this. The House of Webb was a good House. I had studied history, my history and the politics of the entire damn Continent as soon as Taylor had stolen me away that night.

She had given me all the food, knowledge and skills I needed to become my family’s daughter and she never allowed me to forget where I had come from. It didn’t matter how much hate I heard about my family, no matter how much the laypeople of the Continent blamed my family for the demons because of the Light’s lies. She was always there for me.

And I loved her for it.

I flew at the demons.

I leapt into the air.

I allowed two decades of fury to flood my body.

My body felt on fire. I wanted to kill. Slaughter. Massacre. I wanted all the demons to die.

I swung at the demons.

The demons leapt towards me.

I couldn’t move. Couldn’t change my position. Couldn’t react.

I was sure there was a breathing technique but I didn’t know it. I was defenceless.

The demons slashed at me.

I swung my sword and I barely missed their slashing branches.

One branch slammed into my back like a massive cane. Pure agony shot through me and I screamed.

I landed with a thud but I was my family’s daughter so I forced myself up and stared at the demons.

Except there were no demons now, they had all combined into a single massive, slashing demon with three human heads on top of an immense tree-like body. 

“The Confederation is everywhere,” the demon said. “The Light strangles out all the hope on the Continent. Your family and those of a thousand other children died for nothing. How does that make you feel?”

My hands formed fists. It made me angry. It made me so mad that there were thousands or even hundreds of the other children who were just like me over the past twenty years. We had all lost mothers, fathers and siblings to the Confederation of Light as they seized so-called divine power for a Goddess that did not even exist.

The Light were the monsters, not us.

The demon grinned at me. “What if I offered you a chance to get revenge against them? What if-”

“Enough,” I said. “I do not need your offers of demonhood. I will never betray my family, Taylor and everyone else I have saved over the last twenty years by becoming you,”

Second Way Silent Breathing.

I sucked in the wonderfully warm air and imagined it exploding in my lungs. I imagined an entire bell roaring inside my chest creating a null space where no sound, no magic and no demon could hurt me. 

The Breathing Technique was meant to rob a demon of all its power for a few seconds. Just enough time to kill it easily.

Nothing happened.

The demon laughed. “You are a pathetic example of a Webb,”

The demon charged at me.

I flew forward.

Running towards it. Raising my sword.

Tens upon tens of branches slashed at me.

I rapidly swirled my sword. Slicing through branches. Black sap gushed out the wounds. The demon hissed in pain.

I twirled my sword.

I hacked through the branches.

I charged forward.

The demons roared. The branches slashed even faster. They became a blur.

I did not stop. I kept charging. 

I leapt forward.

The demon leapt backwards.

The slashing branches jerked suddenly. They sliced my legs like barred wire.

I screamed in agony as the black sap covered my legs.

I landed with a thud and I rolled round on the ground.

My legs felt heavy and I hissed as crippling pain pulsed from my legs in short, sharp waves. My skin turned hard like wooden branches and I tensed even more. I couldn’t believe that this was how the tree-like demons were made.

They were infected with the black sap and even now, I could feel the blood in my legs become more solid as it turned into black sap. My heart pounded in my chest as it tried to push blood into the sap-filled arteries. 

“You demons,” I said. “You monsters. You are trying to convert me,”

“Of course,” the demon said. “You are already a failure to your family, a failure to your mother, a failure to your House. The Light was right to wipe you out and that was probably why they left you alive. Because you are nothing,”

My shakily picked up my sword and pointed it at the demon. I was not a pathetic failure, I wasn’t. I had spent the past twenty years surviving, studying and practicing my sword fighting. 

I killed my first demon when I was eight years old because I had run away from Taylor one night. I had sneaked out the house and I had wanted to face and kill a demon just like my family had for centuries. I found and killed a demon.

I was never allowing myself to become a demon because I was a Webb and I was not dishonouring my family.

“You will not win demon,” I said forcing myself up.

My legs really didn’t want to work but I forced them to, only because I used my sword as a crutch, but still.

The demon took a step back. “You should be dead by now,”

I untensed my entire body and I took a deep warm breath of the moss-scented air. Every single muscle in my body untensed and unrolled itself as I realised I was my family’s daughter


















































d2d_images/cover.jpg
BESTSELLING AUTHOR OF WAY OF THE ODYSSEY

\W

-
FOUNDING
THE SLAYERS






d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





