Author’s notes: 

    For a long time I’ve been working on a series of stories that all take place on a planet somewhat like earth, but there are gods, demons, fairies and some other weird stuff around apart from humans. 

    This is really the prologue of my attempt to write one of the stories out properly, but it might as well be a short story (with a fuzzy ending).

    On sidenote, one of the characters who’s not showing up here but in the bigger story is named Weiila, and that’s where I got my pseudonym from ;)

Zcetar of Deca

I don’t remember all of it…

    I remember that I woke up because I suddenly heard a scream, followed by another. And then a choir of screams.

    A wavering, fading and rising chorus of horror.

    The shadows in my room came alive, closing in on me as the choir continued to grow and die. All those shadows moving like the demons of my nightmares. I was too scared to move, pulling my legs up against my chest to become a frightened, shivering lump of fear.

    I was twelve years old.

    I was a child.

    My mother suddenly rushed into the room, I had never seen her run before. She had always moved with grace, warm and beautiful.

    As every child I loved my mother above everything else.

    She was crying, her eyes wide in terror as she reached for me and screeched that I had to get out of bed. I could hardly stand, seeing my beloved mother in such a state didn’t ease my own terror.

    The screams continued; there were hard, cold sounds of metal hitting metal. Still distant, but they seemed to creep closer for every violent beating of my young, scared heart.

    Mother’s hands were trembling as she helped me pull a soft shirt over my head; I could hardly get my shaking arms through the sleeves. When I tried to ask her what was happening my words came out as whispered stuttering and she just cried at me to hurry in a low, broken voice.

    Father rushed in, harshly calling my and mother’s name. She had such a beautiful name, too. It was Zcentie; I was named after her as the Deca tradition ordered. 

    I loved my father too. He was everything I ever wanted to be; strong, brave, the leader of his clan. His name was Menatar. 

    And then…

    He held a sword in his hand. Our family sword, I saw the ornaments’ reflection despite the dusk. A dark liquid stained it, glistening evilly in the burning moonlight as it dripped onto the floor of my room.

    I had never seen blood in such amounts before. On my father’s sword, on his hands, splattered over his chest, over the light shirt he wore.

    In that moment I learned that my father could kill.

 “We have to flee, now!” he growled, reaching for my mother with his free hand.

    She took his hand in hers, shivering even more and sobbing of terror.

    The blood on his fingers blemished her silken skin.

    She tried to speak, but nothing except more sobs of horror left her lips.

 “What’s… what’s happening, father!?” I remember I choked, about to cry of fear as well.

    He took his hand away from my mother; leaving her all alone for me. 

    The blood he spread on my soft cheek by the touch was still warm.

    Everything turned crystallized in that moment, I suppose that my mind froze in shock as father painted me with human blood.

 “It’s Desraya, the murderer,” father whispered, and the night made it impossible for me to see his face as he spoke, “he has broken the truce we had and has sent his troops here. We have to flee, the Kalshes are too strong.”

    Kalsh, the enemy clan. I had never believed that they would ever dare to fight my father.

    How could they attack?!

    I was a child, I didn’t understand that Kalsh under the leadership of Desraya attacked us simply because they had grown stronger than Deca.

    The next thing I remember is my cousin’s face, mirroring my horror as it was drowning in his tears of dread. 

    My cousin, Xédar. I’m one year older than him; he was only eleven back then. Maybe I used to order him around when we were even younger, I don’t really recall anything from those days. But we were always close… so close friends… like brothers. That much I can remember.

    He used to smile and laugh a lot. Maybe I did too, when I was still a child.

    He did not smile during that night.

    I remember clearly that his mother Xélana didn’t cry. Her face was gray as ashes even in the flames that had begun to dance in the trees outside, their horrid light forcing it’s way inside of the house that should be silent and peaceful at night. But she did not cry. 

    Maybe she was stronger than my mother, or she was simply too shocked to cry.

    I think that our parents threw a few words at each other, surely in fear and rage at what was happening. But I only recall their distant voices, no words. I was staring at Xédar, and he stared back. Without a word, watching each other’s fear. Too terrified to move or speak if we weren’t commanded to.

    There were suddenly steps to be heard in the corridor, closing in. 

    Father smashed a window with the family sword, and almost threw me and mother outside. Xédar, his mother and father continued.

    My father came out last, his bow almost getting stuck in the broken frame of the window.

    Then I only remember one word.

 “Run!”

    I think mother held my hand and helped me flee through the forest outside. Hungry flames were devouring the blossoming trees. Every single spark from a silken petal laid in ashes trying to give away our escape.

    Father led the way. Xédar’s father Shodar ran last to watch our backs.

    All the time I silently prayed to the sun that it was all just a nightmare…

    I was so weak.

    And then.

    We.

    Reached that road.

    The road going up to our burning home where our faithful zavis, soldiers and servants would fight to the last drop of blood to give us cover to escape. We, the family they were born to protect.

    We didn’t step up on the road since that was too viewable; anyone could have seen us. Instead we stayed by the bushes and trees, the fire was far away by then.

    Until then my reminiscence is almost completely blurred, too hard for me to grasp at times. But the next few moments where hammered into my memory.

    For the rest of my life.

    I could loose my head and still remember, I swear.

 “Where can we go, brother?” Shodar growled as he wildly looked around, sweat trickling down his face in the moonlight.

    The flames were too far away then, and only the moonlight illuminated our closest surroundings.

    Even though I was staring back at my burning home I still heard what they told each other.

 “Somehow we have to reach our allies,” father rasped, gasping for air after the tense run, “perhaps the Uretins or Sevas…”

 “The Sevas are far too close to Dia,” mother hissed, her voice shivering but determined, “and the Uretins are too weak. We should try to reach Xélana’s father.”

 “Wise,” father nodded, “now hurry before the dogs…”

 “There they are!”

    The call cut through the night. Three simple words tore the whole universe apart.

    And mother kicked me backwards. I stumbled into Xédar and we tumbled back into the forest with halfway-strangled cries of horror, hidden behind the adults. Through a mist I saw mother try to push father out of the way.

    Mine and Xédar’s cries were drowned in the screams of our parents as the poisoned arrows that warriors of Kalsh used hit them. Screams and screams and screams and screams…

    Going on.

    Forever.

    I couldn’t move, I felt Xédar shivering behind me. We were too shocked to make a sound, completely frozen.

    That saved our lives.

    Those rats never thought about checking the bodies closely; they were in a hurry to report the victory to their leader. And they wanted to get started with plundering the remains of Deca’s house.

    They took father’s sword; the family sword that only the master of our clan has the right to wield. Only by being run through by it had anyone else the right to touch it.

    Not only did Desraya’s men murder my beloved parents, they raped the holy rules of all clans. 

    And then they left, hurrying up the road towards the burning house.

    I still heard distant screams as I crawled over to my father, but even though they came from dying men and women they sounded so hollow in my ears. They didn’t matter anymore.

    Xédar was crying, almost lying on his father’s still warm chest and helplessly reaching out for his mother.

    Arrows stuck out of their bodies; father had two in his legs and one through his stomach. Mother was dead; a couple of arrows in her chest, in her legs, in her arm and one through her neck. She had tried to defend father and taken a few of the arrows meant for him.

    Xélana and Shodar were dead. My mother too. But father was barely alive.

    I think…

    I think that maybe I was a child still when I kneeled by his side, my tears falling into the dark, bloodied grass.

    But then…

    Never will I forget…

 “Look… there…”

    Father’s voice wavered, shivering. He was stuttering and I saw his grimace in the moonlight.

    And he weakly pointed, I can hardly believe that he managed.

    I looked around.

    Barely fifty yards away. On a horse.

    A shadow against the fire, watching the destruction from the small hill that me and Xédar maybe had been playing on the day before.

    I believe that in that moment something else took control of my body.

    Somehow I managed to rip father’s bow free from below his heavy shoulder, threading it over his head.

    Somehow I ripped one of the arrows out of my mother’s chest. 

    And…

    Somehow I stepped up on the road, and I shouted something.

    Desraya looked around.

    I had never been able to shoot properly before that.

    But.

    I hit him straight in the chest. His horse screeched almost like a human as its rider fell off it, and it fled in panic. Leaving the murderer on the ground where he belonged.

    And I sat down by father’s side again.

 “You must… avenge us… son…” he whispered.

    Then he coughed up blood that stained his familiar face so that it didn’t look at all like I remembered it…

    And he died.

    Xédar was still crying, scared to death.

    But me, I no longer felt anything at all.

    I threw away father’s bow and told my cousin that we had to get away before we were found. 

    Despite his fear, somehow I managed to get him up on his feet and we fled.

    However… two children had been kneeling by their dying parents, but only one child stood up again. Because… that other boy was no infant anymore. I don’t even know if… it… was even human. 

    That night I went through my first flight. I had never fled for my life before, and when me and Xédar were safe by his grandparents’ clan house a few days later I swore to never flee in any way again. Only my nightmares betray me, but they are not important.

    I don’t remember how we made it to safety, maybe somebody from our allies’ clan found us and helped. It doesn’t matter. We got there, and my hate could grow in sanctuary until it was strong enough for my revenge.

    I am Zcetar of Deca. I was twelve years old when I murdered for the first time.

    And I will keep murdering until not a trace of the wretched Kalshes are left. Shiver beneath me, glorious empire of Jatanya. Your blood will paint my hands for years to come.

