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In the village of Vilamere, long ago, a priest walked side by side with two children.
He did what he always did: he helped the villagers and taught the little ones to do the same.
The priest was unusual — yet deeply loved by all.

The two children, Michael and Adrien, were orphaned brothers.
No one knew what had happened to their parents.
Everything seemed peaceful...

Little did they know that, years later, a tragedy would change the course of their lives forever.

Twenty years had passed, and much had changed in Vilamere.

The village had grown — more people, more life, more movement.

Yet among them, some stood apart.
They were loved by all, seen as the village’s protectors.
They were known as Noctis Vetra.

The Noctis Vetra were warriors created to confront the demons that emerged there.
They had turned the church into their fortress — the largest building in Vilamere — and their numbers were many.
Among them were Michael and Adrien, now thirty-four and thirty-one years old, and Sarah, the same age as Adrien.

Michael had always dreamed of joining the Noctis Vetra.
He had idolised them since childhood.
With the help of his brother — who had been accepted first — he had finally earned his place.
But unlike Adrien and Sarah, Michael was still weak.

Father Albino Cruce did not approve of the presence of the three among the Noctis Vetra.
And he had good reason for that.

The days passed.

The demons were slaughtered by the Vetra, and the people of Vilamere felt safe — so safe that they even sang songs in honour of their protectors.

But Father Albino remained unmoved.

One day, Adrien and Michael approached him.

“Father... are you still angry with us?” Michael asked.

“I am not angry,” Albino replied, his voice heavy, “only afraid.”

Adrien frowned.
“Afraid of what?”
Albino looked at them with deep seriousness, almost distressed.
“Boys... they are not what they seem. Leave while there is still time.”
The brothers exchanged glances. They could not believe it.

Ignoring the warning, they returned to the Vetra.

The day was drawing near...

That night, the great church was bathed in candlelight.

The Noctis Vetra gathered around long tables, jugs of wine and loaves of bread passing from hand to hand.
They laughed loudly, like brothers in arms.
Sarah sat near Adrien, exchanging knowing glances with him.

Michael, in their midst, finally felt part of something greater.

One of the warriors slammed his mug against the table.
“To the glory of the Vetra! May no demon survive our blades!”
Voices rose together in a roar that echoed through the church.

Michael lifted his cup, his chest swelling with pride.

Outside, however, Father Albino stood in the shadows of the doorway, watching in silence.
He did not share their celebration.
In his eyes lay only the weight of a dark foreboding.
And so the days passed... until one night, while all were asleep, the mystery arrived.

A death.
A disappearance.
By morning, screams echoed through the village.
A body lay upon the ground, and bloodstains trailed beyond the borders of Vilamere.
The Vetra were summoned.
And at their head came the most idolised, the most admired of them all: Devin Blood.
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Devin is the throne made flesh — a sovereign of blood.

Tall and broad, his thick beard framing a face carved by war,
every movement he makes commands both respect and fear.
Blood flows through his hands like an instrument,
like a weapon,
like a crown.
The more blood he witnesses, the stronger he becomes.

Devin examined the scene in silence, his cold expression heavy with frustration.
At last, his voice cut through the stillness.
“How could this have happened right under our noses? It can’t be...”

Father Albino approached slowly.
“Mr. Devin, if you will allow me.”
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Devin hesitated, then nodded.

Albino knelt beside the corpse, his rosary clutched firmly in his hand.
He touched the body and murmured,
“He was killed without mercy. I sense demonic power at work. He was slaughtered.”
Rising, he followed the trail of blood.

“Here... someone was taken. The signs are clear.”

Devin frowned.
“How do you know that? I can’t see anything that proves a kidnapping.”
Cruce lifted his gaze, steady and unyielding.
“I know much about demons...”
Devin looked away, then turned to his men.
“Alright, let’s clean this up. And I promise you, people of Vilamere — we will catch those cowards.”
And so it was done.
Michael and Adrien helped with the work, but the priest remained silent.
Within him, a single thought burned like fire:

I knew it. It has begun... damn demons.

The following day, a Vetra patrol was organised — and Michael, Adrien, and Sarah were among those chosen.

At the door of his house, Father Albino stood leaning against the wall, eyes closed, lost in thought.

“Where are you, you damned... damned demon...” he murmured.

Michael, Adrien, and Sarah approached and called out to him, but the priest did not hear them.

“FATHER!” Michael shouted, impatient.

Albino flinched and opened his eyes.
“Oh, lad... no need to shout. I’m not deaf.”
Adrien laughed.
“We’ve been calling you for minutes.”
“I’m sorry,” Albino replied. “I was lost in my thoughts. But tell me — what is it?”

Michael looked at him seriously.
“What do you think about what happened yesterday?”
The priest let out a deep sigh.
“I told you already... they are not what they seem. He is already here...”
Adrien leaned closer.
“Who is?”
But before the priest could answer, a voice cut through the air.
Devin was calling them to the patrol.
The patrol ended with no sign of demons.

Michael walked a little ahead, lost in thought, while Adrien remained behind with Sarah.

“So... that was dull,” he said, pretending boredom.

Sarah chuckled softly.
“Were you hoping a demon might liven up the day?”
“Maybe just a small one,” Adrien replied, leaning toward her with a mischievous grin.

She shook her head, amused, and nudged his shoulder.
“You and Michael... always looking for trouble. But you know I prefer quiet nights.”
Adrien smiled — a smile he rarely showed anyone else.
“As long as it’s with you, I’ll accept even the dullest of nights.”
Sarah blushed faintly, yet did not look away.
They stood there in silent understanding until Michael called from afar:
“Are you two going to crawl, or are you coming?”

Sarah squeezed Adrien’s hand before following.
He lingered for a moment, his heart full...
unaware of how dearly that love would one day cost him.
The days went on... until another tragedy shook Vilamere.

Once again, it came in the night, while all were asleep.
Once again — death and disappearance.
By the time the villagers awoke to the screams, Devin was already there.

“Damn it... this is too much. This time, more innocent people. It cannot be. Father... look at this.”

Albino approached in silence. Three bodies lay before him.
He knelt, resting his rosary upon one of them.
“The same method... but now I sense something different. These people were weak. That is why they were slaughtered.”

Rising, he followed the trail of blood.

“The same signs. And once again, people were taken beyond the village. But this time... I feel nothing more. All I can say is this: it was demons.”

Devin turned to those gathered and raised his voice.
“This ends now. From today on, there will be night patrols. Groups of five will guard the streets. Tonight, it will be you three.”
He pointed at Michael, Adrien, and Sarah.
“Let’s see if those bastards show their faces.”
As murmurs spread through the crowd, Albino remained silent.
But inside him, fury burned.
There were more this time... how many will have to die before I catch you, you bastards?

And in the silence of his home, he made a decision.

He would patrol that night as well.

Night fell over Vilamere like a heavy cloak.

The streets lay deserted, doors tightly shut, with only the faint glow of torches to light the way.

Michael, Adrien, and Sarah moved forward together, alert to every sound.
The silence was so dense that even their own footsteps seemed to echo too loudly.
“It’s too quiet,” Michael murmured.

Adrien tried to ease the tension.
“Maybe it’s a good sign. Who knows — perhaps everyone is sleeping peacefully tonight.”
Sarah, ever composed, rested her hand on his arm.
“Keep your eyes open anyway.”
They continued down the narrow street, torches casting long, wavering shadows against the walls.

They did not know that, only a few paces behind them, Father Albino walked in silence, shrouded in darkness.

His rosary hung from his hand, his lips moving in a low murmur of prayer.

He too was making his rounds — alone, unseen, alert to every trace of demonic presence that none of the others could sense.

Over the following nights, the patrols took turns.

Each round was led by an Elite — warriors set apart from the rest of the Vetra, stronger, more imposing, almost untouchable.

The villagers watched them with admiration and absolute trust.

If an Elite stood at the front, nothing could go wrong.

Even Devin — the most revered of them all — sometimes joined the rounds.

And so, night after night, the village felt safer.

But on one of those nights... fate shifted.

Michael was not chosen for the patrol.
Adrien and Sarah were.
Michael did not hide his disappointment.
He was used to always walking beside his brother — and that separation pressed upon his chest with a strange, uneasy weight.
A few minutes passed... and Michael could no longer bear it.

He left the room, only to find the church deserted.

“What’s going on?” he whispered, his voice swallowed by the silence.

He moved toward the door.
The moment he stepped outside, the sound struck him like a blade — screams... and laughter.
Strange laughter.
Distorted.
Almost inhuman.
He turned toward the noise and froze.

Bodies.
Bodies everywhere.
Vilamere was dead.

Michael swallowed hard, his stomach twisting.
He tried not to look at the fallen faces, yet his feet carried him closer.
He slipped into the shadows, his heart hammering like a drum.

And then he saw it.

He saw something that would change his life forever.

The Noctis Vetra.

Those Michael had idolised.

It was them — the very demons who had slaughtered the innocent.

The blood froze in his veins.

Devin’s voice rang out, his laughter slicing through the air:

“Kill the weak. Take the strong, and make them like us.
We will rule this world.
Ahahah! And you, Father... you will not stop us.”
Michael’s gaze fell — and the ground seemed to vanish beneath his feet.

Albino Cruce lay on the floor, mortally wounded.

No, Father... no... please. Why didn’t I listen to him?
the thought screamed inside him.
Another cry tore through the night, snapping him from his stupor.

Sarah.

Michael looked up just in time to see Adrien — transformed into a demon —
hurl himself at her.
The strike was fatal.

Sarah collapsed, lifeless.

Michael stood frozen.

His own brother...
even his own brother...
Devin laughed — a mad, broken sound that echoed like tearing steel.

Michael, hidden in the shadows, was not seen.
But he could not move.
“Let’s celebrate. We’ve cleaned this up...” Devin declared.

The Vetra agreed and turned toward the church.
They passed within inches of Michael without noticing him.
But Adrien did not follow.

His conscience returned in a sudden, violent rush.
He looked at Sarah’s body and dropped to his knees.
“No... Sarah... wake up, please.
I didn’t mean to... I didn’t mean to!”
Then — a faint voice.

“Adrien... come... here...”

The priest.
He was still alive.
Adrien crawled to him, sobbing.
“I didn’t mean to...”
Albino touched his face, his voice barely holding.
“I know, son... I know. Come closer.
I must mark you, so your brother will not kill you.”
With his final strength, he lifted the rosary and pressed it against Adrien’s chest.

“Mark him.
This soul is not sinful.
Mark him... to protect him.”
Pain tore through Adrien, fire burning into his chest.
When he looked down, a cross-shaped scar had been carved into his skin.
“This mark will protect you.
Now go... follow your brother.
He will need you.”
“But, Father—”

“Go.
Run.
Now.”
Staggering, Adrien vanished into the night.

Albino collapsed once more, his body emptied of all strength.

“Michael... I know you are there. Come to me.”

Through his tears, Michael stepped forward and embraced the priest.

“Father... why didn’t I listen to you?”

“Forget that... take this.
This cross is yours now.
For me, for all who have fallen... finish the mission.
End the evil you have witnessed.
From this moment on, this cross is your power.”
Michael hesitated, but he could not refuse.
He took the rosary.
“I promise, Father... I will end them.”

Cruce smiled, for the last time.

And he died in Michael’s arms.

From that day forward...
Michael was never the same again.
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A year had passed since the tragedy of Vilamere.

Michael wandered without purpose.
Lost.
He was never the same again.
He had become a cold, silent man.

The shock of the massacre had erased his memories —
the faces and the names of those he was meant to hunt...
even that of his own brother.
All that remained were blurred silhouettes of that night,
except for two: Sarah and Father Albino Cruce.
During that year, he trained without rest.

The twin daggers became an extension of his body,
and the rosary — which he named Cruce — was his sacred weapon.
Runes had emerged along his arms,
a shield against demonic corruption.
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The village of Morvain was larger than Vilamere.
More inhabitants, more markets, more taverns — a constant, restless bustle.
At the outskirts of the village, Michael fought wandering demons.

Back in the streets, he came upon an innocent being tormented by a shadowed figure.

He stepped closer.

“Hey. Leave him alone.”

The figure turned.
A young man — demonic eyes, darkness shaped into human form.
He smiled maliciously.
“Or what?”

Michael did not hesitate.
He shoved him back with force.
The stranger merely smiled...
then retreated into the shadows, casting one last piercing glance before vanishing.
Michael turned to the innocent lying on the ground and helped him up.

“Are you alright?”

“Yes... I am.”

But when the young man looked at Michael,
he froze.
“Michael? Is that really you?”

His gaze hardened.

“Who are you? And how do you know my name?”

The young man raised his arm and revealed the mark of Cruce.

“I was sent to follow you... by someone who has already passed.”

Fury ignited in Michael’s eyes.
He seized the boy by the collar.
“You’re not talking about a priest... are you?!”

The young man looked away, pretending not to understand.

Michael released him with contempt.

“Do whatever you want. I don’t care.”

Silence.

The young man thought to himself:

My God... what happened to you, my brother...

Michael headed toward the Stone Rose Inn, where he was staying.

The young man went in the opposite direction, disappearing into another part of the village.

He entered without looking at anyone and went straight up to his room.

Later, he came back down the stairs.

Behind the counter stood Mimi, the innkeeper, busy with her work.

Michael approached.

“Are you feeling better, dear?” she asked, her voice warm and gentle.

Michael returned his usual cold gaze.

“Why do you ask?”

Mimi smiled softly.
“Because you came in without speaking to anyone.”
Michael stopped, realising it.

“You’re right. I didn’t mean to. I was tired... I had just finished hunting demons and only wanted to rest.”

Mimi nodded.
“That’s alright. I know what you’ve been through — that’s why I took you in.
But I’d like to see a little smile on that face someday.”
Michael looked away.

“Maybe someday.”

Suddenly, a shout echoed through the common room:

“MICHAEL, LAD! ARE YOU ALRIGHT?!”

Michael turned.
A dwarf, already quite drunk, was dancing atop a table, raising a fish like a legendary weapon.
“This is the Hammerfish! It shows no mercy!”

With a poorly calculated leap, he lost his balance and landed flat on his backside —
yet the mug in his hand remained upright, as if sacred.
The entire room erupted in laughter.

Even Michael... let slip a rare smile.

Mimi did not miss the moment.
“Ah! So I did see your smile earlier... may I see it more often?”
Michael retreated into his usual reserve.

“Perhaps... someday.”

“Only Hyen could pull that off...” Mimi muttered with a knowing grin.
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Hyen is strength and laughter in equal measure.

Thick beard and hair, powerful muscles, a mischievous gaze.

From ordinary objects, he forges improbable weapons — never useless ones.

His enchanted mug intoxicates demons... and, quite often, himself.

On the battlefield, he is condensed fury.

Beyond it, he is the lightness that saves the group from its own pain.

He is laughter in the midst of tragedy,
the friend who never walks away.
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On the floor, Hyen groaned, yet refused to let go of either the fish or the mug.

“Ah... my backside... my poor backside...”

He rose with a limp and headed straight for Michael.

“So, lad... how are you?”

Michael forced a smile.

“Fine. I’m fine.”

But the smile vanished in an instant.
His gaze turned cold, fixed on the inn’s door.
The innocent stood there, frozen.

He had witnessed the entire spectacle with Hyen...
and now did not know whether to laugh at the dwarf
or fear Michael.
Mimi noticed at once and spoke up:

“Young man, what do you need?”

The young man replied at once:

“Do you have a room?”

Mimi smiled.
“You can stay in room fourteen. Here’s the key.”
The young man approached cautiously, wary of Michael.

Hyen, once again, stole the scene.
“So, lad... are you a groom around here?”
The young man blushed.
“A groom?!”
Mimi stepped in quickly.
“I think my husband means new.”
Relieved, the young man nodded.
“Ah... yes. New. I arrived today.”
The common room laughed at the misunderstanding, and the young man hurried upstairs, embarrassed.

The next morning, he came down the stairs for breakfast.

Hyen, Michael, and Mimi were already busy in the inn.

Hyen wasted no time. He approached the young man with his usual expansive manner.

“Hey! I’m Hyen. And you — what’s your name?”

The young man lifted his gaze.

“Adrien. I’m Adrien.”

Taller than Michael, slender yet strong, Adrien bore upon his body the marks of tragedy.

His long hair, tied in careless disarray, failed to hide his green eyes —
beacons of both hope and torment.
A tribal tattoo marked his face, a reminder of the hybrid blood running through his veins.

Upon his chest, the scar of a cross recalled the day he was saved from corruption.

And in his heart...
the weight of having lost Sarah still lingered.
Hyen broke the silence.

“Lad, since you’re new around here, would you like to lend me a hand with a few chores?”

Adrien hesitated.

“But you don’t even know me.”

Hyen shrugged, smiling.

“That’s true. But that doesn’t stop you from helping.
We’ll talk, you’ll get to know Morvain a bit better.
I just want to help you settle in.”
Adrien studied him for a moment...
then nodded.
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Adrien — marked by a cross and by tragedy.

He carried pain and guilt within him,
yet still tried to live.
A master with the sword,
a warrior by skill and kind by nature.
He saw his brother as an idol.

The days passed.

Adrien grew closer to Hyen, who soon called him friend,
and to Mimi, who treated him like a son.
Michael, distant yet ever-present, accompanied them on their demon hunts.

One of those nights, back at the inn, Adrien pulled a flute from his satchel.
He sat on a chair and lifted it to his lips.
A gentle melody began to fill the common room.

Everyone fell silent, astonished.

“What a beautiful tune... I like it, I truly do!”
Hyen exclaimed, eyes half-closed in delight.

––––––––
[image: ]


Michael said nothing.

But for the first time in a year, he felt... light.
As if the melody had eased — if only for a moment — the weight he carried within him.
As Adrien played, a silent thought crossed his mind:

How could my brother have forgotten me...?

The music grew, gentle and serene.

Hyen, distracted, grabbed a candle —
and without meaning to, conjured a flower.
Startled, he quickly offered it to Mimi.
“Thank you, my love,” she replied, blushing.

Michael could not help himself and let a small smile escape.

Hyen, even more flustered now, hugged his hammerfish as if it were a shield.

No one dared interrupt.

Only the melody echoed, filling the entire inn.

One day, a new wave of demons approached Morvain.

There were many — far too many.

Screams echoed through the village, calling the warriors and the group to arms.

Michael, Hyen, and Adrien burst out of the inn and ran straight toward the horde.

Chaos erupted.

Swords slashed.
Claws tore.
Cries filled the air.
Hyen brought down a demon with his hammerfish and raised it triumphantly.

“See? My hammerfish never fails!”

Despite the danger, laughter rang out — and for a moment, courage surged anew.

Then the ground trembled.

A roar shook the trees.

Panting, Adrien asked,
“What is that?”
Michael narrowed his eyes.
“One of the great ones is coming.”
From the forest emerged a demonic colossus.

A massive body, eyes blazing, limbs crushing the earth beneath each step.

Hyen went pale.
“Oh no...”
The monster advanced, unstoppable.
Each swing of its arm sent warriors and stone crashing down.
Michael and Adrien, already exhausted, could barely remain standing.

Hyen rolled aside to escape, shouting,
“No, no, no! I do not want to be crushed to death!”
When all seemed lost...
a blinding flash split the sky.
A torrent of light descended, shattering the giant’s arm and piercing its heart.

The colossus let out one final roar before collapsing heavily to the ground,
making all of Morvain tremble.
Silence.

Everyone stared in disbelief toward the direction from which the light had come.

From within the settling dust emerged a woman, calm and serene.

“I apologize for the impact. Are you all alright?”

They were all struck by her beauty.

Flustered, Hyen accidentally transformed a stone into a rose.
He offered it to her, saying,
“For you, my lady... for saving us.”

She accepted the rose with a gentle smile.

Michael inclined his head, thanking her with quiet courtesy.

Adrien, however, was left speechless...
lost in her gaze.
Then she spoke:

“There’s no need to thank me. I was merely passing by.
I was told of a village with an inn — by the description, this must be it.
I should have thanked the one who told me... but one does not thank demons.”
Hyen hurried to reply.

“My lady, yes! There is an inn! We can escort you there.”

She corrected him, smiling softly.

“Not my lady.
Call me Kehlan.”
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Kehlan is beauty and power in a single breath.

Too beautiful, deeply calm and serene.

Long golden hair, its tips stained with many colors;
uncommon rose-colored eyes.
Her light spells end demons with ease,
yet the healing she offers demands a price:
she cannot use it endlessly.
She is hope —
but also vulnerability.
In her presence,
even darkness hesitates.
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The group arrived at the inn.

Mimi was distracted, but when she lifted her gaze and saw Kehlan,
she was left speechless for a moment.
Then she exclaimed,
“Oh my, what a beautiful young woman! Come, come. Make yourself at home, dear.”
Kehlan thanked her with calm grace.

Mimi then turned to her husband.

“Hyen, my love, did you solve the problem?”

Hyen pointed at Kehlan without thinking.

“We didn’t. She did.”

Kehlan immediately understood their relationship and, wishing to avoid any misunderstanding, said gently,

“It was your husband who gave me this. I thought it best to tell you.”

Hyen blushed up to his ears, but Mimi smiled warmly.

“Ah, his gallantry never fades... and thank goodness for that.”

Kehlan handed her the rose.

“Place it in a small vial. That way, you’ll always remember the gallant husband you have.”

Mimi smiled, deeply moved.

Hyen, growing ever more flustered, accidentally transformed a chair... into a broom.

Michael muttered, incredulous,

“Hyen... first the fish, then the rose... and now a broom?”

Adrien spoke up for the first time, catching Kehlan’s attention.

“He’ll turn the broom into a weapon, for sure...”

Kehlan let out an amused smile.
Adrien immediately blushed.
And Hyen, wasting no time, raised the broom as if it were a legendary sword.

“My Masamune Broom will finish them all — you’ll see!”

The entire inn burst into laughter.

A few days later, Kehlan already felt like part of the group, remaining with them as though she had always been there.

That morning, they left the inn to explore the village — all except Kehlan, who chose to stay behind — when they came upon a disturbing scene:

a man was circling a group of children, too close, too attentive.

Michael already sensed the truth behind that mask, but before he could act,
an ethereal arrow tore through the air.
It passed mere millimetres from his shoulder and buried itself in the stranger’s chest.

The body collapsed instantly, revealing its demonic form.

From the shadows emerged a woman.
The bow of energy still shimmered in her hands.
She ignored the travellers and went straight to the children.

“It’s over now. You’re safe,” she said —
her voice firm, yet carrying a surprising gentleness.
The children, still trembling, nodded in silence.

The woman knelt beside them, her eyes sharp — like those of a lioness on guard.
Only when she was certain the danger had passed did she rise again.
Michael, his sword still in hand, cast her a cold glance.

“And if he had been human?”

The woman raised an eyebrow, not stepping back an inch.

“If he were human, I wouldn’t have fired.
I don’t wait to think... I act when it’s necessary.”
Michael narrowed his eyes, wary.

“A little too confident, don’t you think?”

A brief, provocative smile curved her lips.

“Confident... or simply certain of who I am.”

Adrien exchanged an amused look with Hyen, who seemed wide-eyed at the woman’s lethal precision.

The group continued down the street as the woman took the opposite path.

Michael muttered, annoyed,

“Tsk... confident or not, she nearly skewered me with that arrow...”

Hyen burst into loud laughter.

“Skewered? That was aim, my friend. Wow!”

“And Kehlan, Mrs. Mimi?”

“Ah, dear, she went to rest for a bit. She’ll be down shortly,”
she replied in her gentle voice.
Adrien blushed slightly and smiled.

A while later, Kehlan came down from her room and joined Adrien and Hyen.
Michael remained by the counter when, at that moment, the door opened.
Endy stepped inside... and froze in surprise.

“Kehlan?”

Kehlan lifted her eyes, equally startled.

“Endy? Where have you been?”

A smile lit up the newcomer’s face.

“Well... training my aim.”

Kehlan laughed, shaking her head.

“Even more? You know you can’t go past one hundred percent, right?”

“Hey, I need more strength. I’m small — not much muscle here,”
Endy replied playfully.
From the counter, Michael muttered under his breath,

“What a terrible idea...”

Only then did Endy notice him.
Kehlan frowned, intrigued.
“Do you two know each other?”

“No,” Michael said, crossing his arms.
“But I can say she nearly killed me.”
Endy raised an eyebrow, firm.

“Killed you? Please. I saved those children, you arrogant idiot.”

“Conceited,” Michael shot back coldly.

Kehlan sighed, folding her arms.

“You two already sound like cat and dog...”

Adrien leaned toward Hyen, murmuring with a grin,

“And I thought Michael didn’t even know how to argue...”

Hyen raised his enchanted mug and slammed it onto the counter.

“Well then! We’ve got ourselves a new warrior at the table —
and she’s already done the impossible:
she made the ice block boil!”
The entire tavern burst into laughter.
Even Mimi smiled from behind the counter.
Michael shot Hyen a murderous glare, but the dwarf merely winked back, shameless.

“Don’t thank me, lad. A good quarrel warms you up better than wine!”

Seizing the moment, Kehlan asked,

“Mrs. Mimi, do you have a room for my friend Endy?”

The woman smiled warmly.

“Of course. Room sixteen is free.”

“Thank you,” Endy said, easing the mood with a smile.
“I’m already starting to like this inn.”
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Small, beautiful, yet strong as steel,
Endy carries duality in her gaze.
One eye deep blue, the other intense red —
a heterochromia that makes her unmistakable.
Her vivid red hair is streaked with blue strands.

Her arrows are not physical:
they emerge from an ethereal bow she conjures —
translucent, forged of living energy,
shifting in color with the magic she wields.
Her temper runs hot,
yet she is warm and caring by nature.
A tear-shaped tattoo rests beside her eye,
guarding a story she does not share lightly.

––––––––
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The tavern slowly emptied.
The candles burned low, casting soft shadows along the stone walls.
Mimi closed the doors while Hyen already snored at the table,
his mug still firmly in hand,
as if even asleep he could not part with his faithful companion.
Michael climbed the stairs in silence.
In his room, he sat on the edge of the bed but did not lie down.
Instead, he watched the window, blue eyes lost in the night.
The world outside seemed at peace,
but within him, the storm never ceased.
In the room next door, Adrien lay on his back.
The wooden ceiling felt heavy upon his chest.
He thought of his brother — so close, and yet so far away.
“One day, I’ll bring you back...”
he murmured, before closing his eyes.
In the next room, Kehlan sat before an extinguished candle,
letting only the moonlight illuminate her serene face.
She joined her hands and prayed in silence.
Her faith was calm,
yet the weight of every healing reminded her
that even light carried a price.
Endy, newly arrived, lay upon the soft bed Mimi had prepared for her.
She turned onto her side and sighed.
A smile escaped her as she recalled Michael’s arrogant gaze.

Arrogant, yes...
but still interesting.
She brushed the thought aside with a quiet laugh and closed her eyes.

And downstairs, Hyen — whom Mimi had barely managed to drag to his room —
snored loudly, like distant thunder.
The Masamune Broom, leaning against the corner,
seemed to guard his sleep like a faithful dog.
And so, another night passed in Morvain.

The next morning, Kehlan walked slowly through the stone streets of Morvain, lost in her own thoughts.
A gentle wind stirred her hair as a woman passed by.
The woman stopped abruptly, her eyes fixed on the young woman.
It was not beauty alone that made her halt —
it was something deeper, something her heart recognized instantly.
Kehlan frowned, puzzled.

“Are you alright, ma’am?”

Without thinking, the woman rushed forward and embraced her tightly, tears streaming down her face.

“My daughter... my dear daughter, it’s really you...”

Kehlan froze.
Her arms trembled, her chest tightening as the words struck her like lightning.
“Mother?” she whispered, her voice breaking.

The woman cupped her face with tenderness.

“They stole you from me. They took you away, and I thought I would never see you again...
but the gods willed your return.”
They embraced once more, and Kehlan, for the first time in a long while, allowed herself to feel without restraint.

“Mother... so much has happened.
I lived far away for years, learned to wield the light, fought, healed...
yet always with this emptiness inside me.
Now I understand why.”
Her mother smiled through tears, though a heavier weight filled her eyes.

“You still have a brother... Cade.”

Kehlan’s eyes widened.

“A brother?!”

“Yes. When they took you, he was only two years old.
Perhaps that is why you barely remember him.
You were already nearly grown, and he had only just begun to walk.
But you were everything to him.
Later, when he understood what had happened, he never stopped searching for answers.”
Kehlan took a deep breath, trying to pull at faded memories.

“Vaguely... I remember a child with light eyes, holding my hand...
but it feels like a distant dream.”
Her mother nodded, her voice trembling.

“He grew up carrying the weight of that absence.
And some time ago... he disappeared.
He did it to protect me, so I would not be used against him.
It was his choice — to sacrifice himself to save me.”
Kehlan pressed a hand to her chest, feeling a pain both sweet and bitter.

“Then he still lives...”

“He does,” her mother confirmed, saying nothing more.
“And perhaps one day the gods will reunite you.
But for now... let me simply look at you, my daughter.
The miracle is having you back.”
They embraced once more — mother and daughter —
while the streets of Morvain continued their indifferent rhythm,
unaware of the reunion that had changed everything.
In the early days of the following week, rumors began to spread.

In the tavern, a merchant spoke anxiously:

“They say a woman of the waters drowned an entire ship without lifting a finger!”

At another table, an old woman crossed paths with Mimi and whispered,

“They speak of a colossus made of stone, walking across the mountains...”

And at night, by the counter, Hyen overheard two travelers wagering coins:

“This winter won’t pass. The Six Evils will destroy everything.”

Michael listened in silence.
His gaze grew ever more distant, lost in truths only he seemed to grasp.
Throughout the week, the murmurs spread like fire through dry straw.
The names of the Six Evils were whispered in fear, each tale grander than the last.
Then, on a night when silence weighed heavily upon the tavern,
Michael broke it at once.
“I’m leaving on a mission. In two days.”

Everyone stared at him, stunned.
Even Adrien caught his breath.
Michael stood, meeting each of their eyes.

“My mission is to hunt the Six Evils.
If I don’t, salvation will be nothing but a mirage.
I may not return alive — the task is nearly impossible.
But it’s time to begin.”
Then he told them the truth — what he remembered:
the massacre, the shock that stole from him the faces and names.
Adrien froze.
Inside, he screamed, but outwardly he remained silent —
if he spoke, Michael would see him as an enemy once more.
This time, not even Hyen dared make a joke.
The air was too heavy.
It was Kehlan who spoke first, calm yet unwavering.

“I’m going with you.”

Michael turned to her, incredulous.

“No. Don’t put your life at risk like this.”

But Kehlan left him without words.

“I found my mother here.
I made her a promise — and I intend to keep it.
If I go with you, perhaps I will find my brother as well.”
The revelations echoed like thunder.
Adrien was shaken to his core upon realizing she too carried a stolen burden.
Endy uncrossed her arms and stood at once.

“If Kehlan goes, I go too.
And I don’t care what you think.”
Michael frowned, but knew there was no room left to argue.

At last, Adrien rose.
His voice trembled, but did not falter.
“Michael, I cannot let you go while I remain behind.
I must follow you — even if you don’t accept it.
It is my destiny.”
Silence reigned.

Until Mimi, who had been watching all along, placed her hand on her husband’s shoulder.

“Hyen, I want you to go with them.
They need you.”
Hyen swallowed hard.
He could never refuse the love of his life.
“...Alright.”

And so, on that night, the group was formed.
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Chapter 3
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Two days later, just as Michael had promised, they all gathered before the Stone Rose Inn.

Mimi held Hyen tightly, tears held back in her eyes.

“Come back to me, you fool...
and don’t bring me any more transformed brooms, do you hear?”
she said, her voice trembling but full of love.
Hyen, flushed and emotional, only nodded, clutching his mug
as though he were holding his very heart.
Michael adjusted the daggers on his back and looked at each of his companions.

“We don’t know where we’re going.
We don’t know what we’ll find.
But one thing is certain: we will not stand still.
We set out to help those in need...
and we’ll see where fate leads us.”
Kehlan answered calmly,

“The road will show us the way.”

Endy raised her ethereal bow in a brief gesture, smiling with mischief.

“Then let whatever comes... come.”

Adrien murmured only,

“Together.”

And so, the five of them left Morvain behind.
The village faded into the distance, safe for now.
Ahead lay only the uncertain road, a promise of battles...
and of revelations.
When night fell, they were already far from Morvain.
Along the way, they brought down a few lesser demons, until they decided to light a fire in the darkness and prepare a meal.
They were talking amongst themselves when, suddenly, a figure appeared out of nowhere before them and uttered only:

“Zyro...”

He had no time to say more.

Michael instantly drew his daggers, Adrien raised his sword, Endy summoned her ethereal bow and Kehlan prepared her hands.

But all of them faltered when they saw Hyen already standing in front of the shadow, beating it with the broom and shouting:

“Who do you think you are, scaring us like that?!
We have a mission, we’re not allowed to die yet!”
Zyro tried to speak, but everyone talked over him, until the surrounding shadows began to move, retreating away from him.

“Zyro... name...
want help...
can speak?”
Hyen stared at the broken broom and grumbled,

“How did I break the broom if I didn’t even hit him?”

Zyro replied calmly,

“You did hit.
But Zyro hard head.
Zyro not bad.
Zyro want help...”
Michael kept his daggers raised.

“How can we trust you?
We know nothing about you, and you appear out of nowhere...”
Zyro lowered his head, his voice slow and measured.

“I know where you are going.
I can guide.”
Endy narrowed her eyes, bow still at the ready.

“A guide? And why should we trust a hooded figure who appears out of nowhere,
says his name like some secret password, and expects us to follow?”
“You have choice.
Wander without direction or follow one who knows where danger lies.
Zyro does not command.
Only shows.”
Kehlan glanced at the surrounding shadows.

“They moved away from him... not toward him.
That already tells us something.”
Adrien lowered his sword slowly.

“And if this is a trap?”

Hyen, clutching the broken pieces of the broom, snorted.

“Trap, my arse!
If it were a trap, I’d already be dead and so would you!
The bloke took a hit from my Masamune Broom and didn’t even flinch!
That’s what’s scary...”
Michael took a deep breath and sheathed his daggers, never taking his eyes off the hooded figure.

“Very well, Zyro.
You can walk with us.
But remember this: if you’re lying,
you’ll be the first to fall.”
Zyro inclined his head, accepting the burden.

“Then prepare.
Long road.
Trial begins.”
The fire crackled, illuminating tense faces.
For the first time, the group was not alone.
They remained gathered around the fire, the flames casting long shadows among the trees.

Michael broke the silence.

“Those who hide their face are always hiding something.”

Kehlan tried to soften the tone.

“If you’re walking with us, at least show us who you are...”

Zyro remained silent, motionless as stone.
When he finally spoke, his voice was slow and measured.
“Zyro must go.
Trail... do you want it or not?”
Michael crossed his arms, his gaze wary.

“Say it. But I still don’t trust you.”

Zyro lifted his head.

“Seek the shore... clear waters, mirror of the sky.
A village of smiles, happy folk... but beware.
What seems right... often is not.”
Then his eyes fixed upon Adrien.
He said nothing more.
Shadows wrapped around him, and he vanished into the night as though he had never
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