Coming Home

“Angela!” Duran dove across the room to her, watching in horror as she smashed against the wall with a thud, before slumping slowly to the floor. His hands cradled her as she finally reached a resting place. Her face, oh her beautiful face. She was burned beyond imagination. “No,” Duran looked up, a ninja walked into the inn, “You did this,” Duran growled, “You killed her,” Duran got up, “You bastard, you killed her.”


A rage, anger beyond anything he’d ever felt welled up in Duran. One moment, he was tenderly pushing Angela’s corpse aside, the next he had leaped headlong into the ninja. Duran felt shurikens stab into his chest, a momentary flash of pain, Duran didn’t care. He felt a dagger puncture his abdomen. The pain burned, Duran didn’t care. In a second the ninja was prone on the floor as the full weight of a paladin came down upon him. Duran saw the ninja put down his weapons to surrender. Duran didn’t care. 
He screamed, screamed as his fists rained down. With each punch he could feel the satisfying crunch of bones, his rage gave him strength, his anger drove him harder and his pain reminded him of how many people this man must have killed in his life. Faintly, through his rage Duran could hear himself cursing, repeating “You killed her,” again and again. But that felt like another world, another person. In this world, the only people that existed were him and the ninja, the only thing that mattered was how badly he could batter his opponent, how much blood he could stain his hands with. Duran laughed, in this world, he would have his revenge.
Duran could see the blood leaking from the man’s head, he knew somewhere the ninja was dead. That didn’t matter now. Nothing mattered. For some reason, his punches stopped. He didn’t know why, he tried to continue, but his hands wouldn’t move. Somewhere, in the other world, someone was saying his name. Duran looked around, someone was restraining him, he recognised him somehow.

“Duran, stop!” the familiar voice said.

How could he ever stop, “He killer her!”

“Angela’s still alive Duran, she’s breathing,”

Duran stopped, “But,”
“You need to heal her Duran, now,” said Kevin.

Duran forced himself to his feet, his friends; they were staring at him, as if he were a monster. He staggered back to Angela, kneeling by her side. The world around him, it still didn’t quite feel real. He didn’t feel like himself, or at least, he didn’t feel like he was the same person as he had been ten seconds ago.

Duran tried to cast heal light, but there was no mana. Something had taken it away, so Duran gave up on that method. Instead, he sought out the elusive power, the one borne of his frustration, his anger. It wasn’t hard to find it, not the way it had been the first time, not with the way he felt right now. He felt himself reach out, the torrent of power flowed through his veins, mana never felt this good. A green glow enveloped Angela, he could see the burnt flesh begin to mend itself, her silky skin reforming by the second. Duran wanted to laugh, to have this kind of power was to be next to the Goddess herself, it was to be truly great.


And then he lost it.


One moment it was there, the next, he couldn’t feel it. He couldn’t draw on it. The green light dimmed and died, Duran looked down at Angela. She was healed, all but for a small cut. A small cut that ran down her cheek, a cut that would heal naturally.


That was his fault. It would scar, it would ruin her perfect face. Duran looked up at the others, he opened his mouth, but words were beyond him. What had happened? How had he lost his power? He needed it back, for Angela. He needed to fix the mistake he had made. Desperately, Duran searched, with the same desperation that had driven him on the bridge, with Lise. There was still nothing.

“I can’t finish it,” he said, finally.


“Why?” Kevin replied, evidently everyone had figured out something was wrong. Duran had expected to be berated, but there was no anger in the beastman’s voice.


“I can’t find the power,” the paladin responded.


“You mean it’s run out?”


“No, I would have felt it running out I’m sure, it’s just not there anymore.”


Kevin looked over at Angela, “She’s stable right?” Duran nodded his head, “The wound will heal and the scar won’t kill her, it may hurt her pride slightly, but that’s a hit I think all of us agree she can take.”

Duran frowned; she shouldn’t have had to take a hit at all. She would blame him for this, she would never trust him again. Duran wasn’t sure whether it was that or knowing that no matter how hard he tried he was too weak to help his friends that hurt him more.


Angela’s eyes began to flutter open, for all she’d hurt him, Duran still liked the sorceress. He didn’t want her to hate him but she would, for a moment, Duran wished time would stop right now, so he wouldn’t have to endure what was to come.


“Where am I?” Angela said, half a whisper, “My cheek hurts.”


“You were attacked,” Duran stuttered, “a ninja, he’s dead now.”

Her eyes widened in realisation, “How am I alive? You healed me didn’t you? Why does my cheek still hurt if you healed me?”


Duran nodded soberly, he’d been dreading this part, “Yes, I healed you, but, I lost grip on the power just before I finished,”


Angela, stared at him, he could see the horror in her eyes, “I need a mirror and somebody get me a damn poto oil for this cut,” everyone just stared at her, immobile, “quickly, I have a cut, it’s not going to kill me, stop standing around like worried idiots or I’ll give you something worthwhile to worry about!”


Angela’s words got people moving, but they were hollow, he could feel her worry. He’d failed her. 
Hawk awoke early, this was rare. Carelessly tossing his blanket aside he rolled sluggishly out of bed. He hadn’t had much sleep if any. Admittedly some of the previous night had been occupied with Lise, trying to get her to calm down after what had happened to Angela, but that had only kept him awake an hour maybe two. He’d been assaulted by fitful dreams of his homeland, of the people he’d left behind to a fate that might well have been worse than death.

It had felt like years since he’d last seen them, truly he missed them all. In a way his journey had come full circle, not just in physical terms but emotionally as well. He’d set out, desperately missing the comrades that accompanied him now, wishing they were with him but now, he missed the small pleasures of seeing Edgar throw a bullseye or Kairen talk to him about the changes that had occurred at each of the oases.


Kairen, now there was a problem he had been hoping to avoid for as long as physically possible. To an extent, if he hadn’t set out on this adventure, he could have imagined himself ending up with her. What had happened the night of his departure, well that had been brewing for a long, long time. But then he left. 
He’d fooled around with Angela sure, but that had been a distraction more than anything else. Yes he liked the archmage, maybe given another life in other circumstances she would have been more than a friend, but even if fee

No, Lise was the real problem. She’d been the real problem since he’d met her seven years ago; Rolante, dying in her arms, he’d finally realised it, had the courage to realise what he’d known for so long. But of course nothing in his life could ever be easy or simple. No, that just wouldn’t be the way of the great Lord Hawk of Navarre. No sir, because when his thoughts had begun to stray to his home, to his other friends, he’d realised something else, something that could easily crush him beneath its weight. He still had feelings for Kairen.

Even if he’d buried them for all these months, under the façade that what he did on this trip somehow didn’t “count” they were still there. Damnit, there was something about that girl that made her impossible not to like, she was beautiful, charming, confident and yet somehow avoided being overbearing.

But it was impossible not to like Lise as well. There was nobody who connected with him on the level she did, at least emotionally. Even though they were two completely different people, she somehow just understood him. You would think a princess who frowned upon the very idea of thievery would never want to associate with a guy like him, but somehow she’d come to like him all the same.


Hawk shook his head. Trying to make a decision between the two was like missing a bull’s eye with a dagger, completely impossible. For every good point one had the other had something else in spades. The nightblade sighed, he would again resort to the only method he knew of dealing with relationships, desperate prayer. It was just so much easier to make out with a girl and forget than to have to deal with these blasted feelings.


He should have been worried about the assault on Navarre, how it would be defended, but no; apparently the freedom of his people came second. In any case, he knew pretty much every passageway in and out of Navarre and there were a lot of them. There were some that he’d discovered with Eagle oh so long ago that he was fairly certain were completely unheard of. That was how they would be getting in. From there, his friends would create a distraction by any means necessary whilst he assaulted the throne room. He wanted to fight whoever had betrayed him head on and his pride meant that he wanted to fight them alone.

Walking out of his room, Hawk strolled downstairs. He rather liked the inn in Sultan, the people there were always friendly and the innkeeper, Stone, had helped him keep his more, illicit, actions under wraps. Of course Stone was rewarded with a very generous gratuity for his trouble, but it was still nice knowing that at least someone was willing to stick his neck out for him. Hawk glanced at the innkeeper, giving him a nod before looking at the lounge where it would seem his friends had been waiting for him.

Usually the party waited till night for an attack, but Navarre had proven to be a special exception. An entire guild filled with ninjas who used darkness to cover their attacks was probably going to be more difficult to assault at night. Attacking during the day put them at somewhat of a disadvantage because they would have fewer places to hide. Hawk realised the same sort of logic should also have applied to him, but really he wasn’t planning on doing any hiding today. 


Hawk didn’t sit down opting to lean against the wall, his friends had been fairly quiet until his arrival, no doubt lingering uncertainties about last night. The cut that marred Angela’s face had healed up nicely with the aid of the poto oils they’d used. But still there remained a scar which the archmage would probably retain for the rest of her life. In some ways it blemished the near perfect beauty of the Queen of Reason, but in others it made her seem, well, more human. Hawk couldn’t really tell what he liked better but somehow he knew upon returning to Altena Angela would have her best mages search for a way to heal the scar properly.
