Soul to Soul


Atrius Delarian couldn’t sleep. It’s not that he wasn’t tired enough, it had been a rather full day. No… his brother was having a nightmare. His eyes were drawn over to the figure across the room, his twin. Rizzen was curled up in a ball on the bed; his long black locks splayed over the pillow that he tightly clutched. He wasn’t making any noise, but down the link between their shared souls, the disturbing vibes was filtering over to him. Rizzen couldn’t help it, Atrius knew. His ‘younger’ twin had always been maddeningly sensitive. But then, even though he was only ten, he was an alpha and that kind of power comes with difficulties; that’s how their parents explained it. Rizzen’s so called nightmares were occasionally Visions that the young child couldn’t interpret. That was okay with him, he always felt protective of his brother who was so emotionally fragile. But right now, Atrius was very sleepy and Rizzen wasn’t helping any!

He stared at the ceiling silently, irate and caught a muffled choke from the other bed and another wave of fear-filled vibes. Sighing deeply, not wanting to deal with sensations that he couldn’t see or fathom their cause, he reached down the soul link and lightly brushed his twin’s mind. It was much the equivalent of a gentle pat on the head and as before he sensed his brother jolt slightly and returned a groggy, wordless inquiry. Rizzen was still mostly sleep but his mind was aware enough to recognize the source of the mental touch. Atrius brushed over his twin’s mind soothingly once more and felt the response almost immediately. Comforted, Rizzen drifted off into a dreamless slumber and his body unraveled itself. Seconds later a soft, even breathing was all that was left of the nightmares and Atrius smiled. Peaceful sleep came at last.

**********

::Rizzen! Wake up already, are you going to sleep all day?::

Rizzen groaned and buried his head under the covers, knowing that wouldn’t help. The voice coming to him was not capable of being ignored as he heard it through the essence of his own being. There was no worse way of being woken up, than by a hyperactive twin with a direct connection to your soul.

::I’m up, Atrius:: he finally answered. 

::Good, breakfast is ready. You’re going to let it get cold!::

He stayed still a moment, woefully not wanting to leave the soft warmth of his bed. But there was no point in trying to stay with his brother already awake and about. He would never get back to sleep. Pulling back the covers, he shivered almost immediately in the early autumn air. His feet touched the wooden floor only briefly and he was out of the room in an eye blink, teleporting to the large tub in the back of their house. He pumped it full of water then heated it up. Briefly wondering what his brother did this morning. Rizzen didn’t feel him pull on his powers. He probably washed himself with it cold. Atrius was like that; capable of taking things rough. Then again, he was warrior training under their father. 

Drying off and getting rid of the water, Rizzen put on the cotton robes that their mother had made for him, located his brother out by the pond, and ported next to him. Atrius glanced at him briefly as he sat down, his plate appearing in his lap

“You know, you could have walked into the house and gotten that,” Atrius said amused. “Then maybe said good morning to Mom.”

Rizzen smiled, “I’ll go see her after I’m done. She’s used to this. It’s why my plate was already ready.”

Atrius shrugged, very true. For Rizzen using such abilities was as natural as breathing. He had been born that way. Atrius’ own powers were formidable, but nothing like his twin’s. Even then, he didn’t see the need to use them unless necessary. “Rizz, I’m going into town today. Want to come with me?”

The moment the words were out of his mouth, Atrius got a wave of sour distaste. Rizzen didn’t answer right away but then he didn’t need to. Atrius sighed, “You can’t stay cooped up in the house all the time! You need to get out and meet some people.”

Rizzen silently ate his food. This was always a trial for him. The town of Mystlar was down the road from their forest home. It was difficult being around a large group of people… too many minds, too many sensations. Because of the constant energy within him, he could never wear normal clothes like the other kids. He was doomed to wearing robes that didn’t restrict that flow which was usually teased as being a dress until his twin swore to trash anyone who said that again. Atrius always explained it as if he was a mage in training and that’s what they wore. Atrius was leader of the pack… no one dared question him. It was close enough and it worked well, but Rizzen hated being asked to come up with some ‘magic trick’ to prove it. 

The draw back was that he was still usually forgotten about when it came to games. He often knew too much or was assumed as being physically unable to keep up with them… he was a mage after all. What foolishness that was. Who did they think his warrior-in-training brother practiced against most of the time? Rizzen didn’t absolutely always have to wear the robes, just as long as he didn’t stay out of them too long he was fine. And as soon as he was better able to control it, he might not need them as much. 

Atrius noted his brother’s silence and knew why. There was no reason for Rizzen to suffer like this. “You’re coming with me.” He stated with a wink, knowing Rizzen would frown but not argue. “But we’ll do something different this time.” 

Rizzen glanced at his twin suspiciously. Atrius’ flares for the dramatic and mischievous tendencies were well known to him. He shrugged absently and got up. “Alright, I’ll meet you in the field. I’m going to go see Mom.” And he vanished.

Soraya Delarian was in the gardens as usual. It was a gorgeous place that she had cultivated deep in the wilds of the small woods about their house. Hair as golden as the sun fell all the way past her waist as she nudged the growing things about her into their fullest. The earth responded to her as it would no other, save Rizzen perhaps… and even then maybe not him as much. He wandered in, smiling at the heady scents and sights. He caught sight of her great wings, white as snow rising up over the plants. And another pair, large black ones nearby.

“Dad!” he called out surprised and raced over. His father had been away, travelling the continent and seeing what changes has happened since the great Rift. He was often gone, looking for signs of others who might have escaped that day or trying to fathom what happened to the other Avariel. Atrius would be so happy!

Vorays Delarian turned around and swept up his ‘youngest’ son in a single muscled arm. Rizzen beamed. Shoulder length black hair, the mighty black wings, such strength and power in him. Rizzen always thought it wonderful that while Atrius had their father’s strength and courage, he had the honor of having the beautiful black wings. As he was lifted into the air, they sprouted out in a midnight wave and his father smiled proudly.

Moments later the tall Avariel was tackled by a white winged Atrius who found this more than enough reason to use his teleportive powers. Vorays simply laughed and caught the other one easily. Soraya could only smile at the sight. It was good having everyone together.  

“Goodness, such a welcome!” he cradled both sons in his big arms.

“When did you get back?” Atrius wiggled, trying to get out of the grip on his own.

“Just a little while ago.” Vorays set Rizzen down but kept hold of the other to see if he would get loose by himself. He chuckled at the antics of the determined child as he tried to match strength for strength and pry himself free. Atrius finally pulled one leg out and braced it against his father’s chest and yanked loose. He tumbled out of the hold and crashed right into Rizzen who was watching. Vorays burst out laughing as they both went down in a feathered heap!

::Atrius!!:: Rizzen promptly floated his twin into the air. 

::Put me down, Rizzen!::

Rizzen looked up at him and rolled out of the way and ended it. Atrius started falling but vanished just before he hit the ground and reappeared in front of his brother. The two glared at each other for all of the five seconds that their soul to soul argument lasted. Then they giggled at some joke that would only be for them.

Vorays tussled the elder twin’s hair, “You would have made a great Sentinel. Never giving up is always important.”

“Never give up! Can’t does not exist!” Atrius happily declared, boxing at his father’s hands. It was the first thing Vorays had taught him and he had held those words to heart always. 

Vorays grinned, “You two going to town today?”

Rizzen started to say something but before he could even open his mouth Atrius gave him a look and said, “Yes WE are.”

Soraya caught the glance between her sons and looked at Rizzen worried. She most of all understood his dilemma, but also knew he did need to get out of the house more. “Well, that’s a good idea.” She nodded in approval and tried not to give in to Rizzen’s shocked look. 

Now Atrius was really fired up. Not only was Rizzen not going to be able to argue, Mom agreed with him! He turned and grabbed his twin’s hand and tugged. “Come on, we need to get you ready.”

::Ready??::  Rizzen was hauled out of the gardens and down to the clearing at the side of the house not far from the pond.  It was part of and yet separated from the fields that Atrius and Vorays sparred and trained in by a wall of brambles and tangle weeds. It was their spot alone and could only be safely accessed by teleportation. Atrius gated them seconds before they touched the wall. 

Rizzen folded his arms and looked at his twin with a small amount of trepidation. “What is this ‘Ready’ stuff?” he asked.

Atrius pulled a pack of clothes out from the bushes and rummaged through them. He had been preparing for this. “You aren’t going in robes.” He stated. “And before you start, I know you can’t stay out of them long. I wasn’t planning on being in Mystlar long, even more so now that Dad’s home.” He looked his brother over. “We need to do something about your hair.”

Rizzen immediately backed up, his hands flew to his long locks in alarm! “You are NOT cutting it!” he firmly declared.

Atrius paused and looked at him oddly. “I wouldn’t do that to you, Rizzen. You should know better than that.”

Rizzen stopped and gazed at his twin sheepishly. Of course not… yes, Rizzen should have known better. His brother wouldn’t do anything to hurt him. He never would. Even though this crazy idea about going into town didn’t sound too great, still he would trust his twin’s judgement.

With a sigh he went and sat down on the ground nearby. Atrius pondered him a moment then went around behind him.  Considering the locks he then proceeded to turn it into a single long braid. He then fished out some clothes and waited until Rizzen changed into them.

“Much better!” he nodded.

“I look like you.” Rizzen tugged at the shirt a bit and looked at the pants a tad self-consciously. 

“You look like me anyway,” he shrugged. “You feel okay?”

Rizzen considered that and looked around. He did feel a touch odd and the flow was a bit stifled, but it wasn’t unbearable. “I’m okay for now.”

“Good. Let’s get going.”

**********

Atrius was leader of the pack. And the crowd of kids that stood by the fence that overlooked the river greeted him as such. None however was prepared for the transformed Rizzen who almost made them do a double take! Rizzen had been firmly told not to shy away from anything they said and to act as if he owned the place. As usual, Rizzen simply obeyed and right when they were about to comment about his missing robes, gave the kids a gaze cold enough to line their skin with frost complete with a flaring glow before turning to silver again. Proving without question that robes or not he was still… well a mage in training and a rather good one at that.

It got to be funny after a while. Atrius thought it was hilarious! It took all of his will not to laugh at the whole scene. Occasionally Rizzen’s mental voice would question the ethics of being so ‘mean’. But Atrius would gleefully note that after today, he could come to Mystlar without him and not have any problems and that was the whole point of this anyway. Rizzen stopped asking after that and he was a rather good actor. Then they stunned the crowd with one of their practice matches. Rizzen showing easily that he was more than capable of keeping up with his twin, even if he lost. Mage yes, but not a lazy one. 

There was a lot to do and Rizzen slowly understood that these games were nothing more than physical challenges of domination and Atrius purposefully went through them without using his power. Proven superiority without even needing it. So be it then, Rizzen could handle that. The two did not lose to anyone. In footraces they showed just how evenly matched in speed they were. Atrius simply couldn’t be tagged out in anything no matter how many people tried all at once. Rizzen was an expert in tracking down people and once he hid, only his twin could find him. Atrius would scoff at any feat of strength and in ‘battle’ games Rizzen was a superb tactician and great at knocking others’ weapons out of their hands. 

Atrius was having so much fun that he almost forgot about the restriction he had placed on his brother. This was how things were supposed to be. All of the times he had done these on his own up until now were nothing. He had always believed that they were unbeatable together and this proved him right! But when Rizzen started getting oddly quiet, it got his attention quick.

::Rizz?::

Rizzen’s answer was strained. ::This is getting hard. I’m not sure how much longer I can hold this.:: he felt almost dizzy. Too much energy and no where to go. It swarmed all about him trying to find its natural course and not getting there. He could sense it swelling in him, charging him with power and it was taking all of his concentration to block out the sudden flares of voices as his telepathic abilities reached out randomly. 

Atrius’ concern rose to tap him. ::Sorry, let’s go.::  

Rizzen waited as his brother made up some excuse for them to leave so soon and so suddenly. He was determined not to damage the image that they had worked so hard to build here and watched the goings on with an indifferent air as if it were all beyond him. He never heard what was said and couldn’t really pay any attention to it. As soon as Atrius walked towards him, he turned on his booted heel and matched strides with him. 

A good ways down the road and out of sight, Rizzen broke down. He leaned against the tree dazed from the overflow of sensations and power. Atrius caught him, mentally berating himself for putting his brother through such stress and gated them back to the clearing. ::Here, get out of those. Here’s your robe back.:: he watched as Rizzen changed in an eyeblink then sat still as the strain eased off. ::Sorry… I didn’t mean to keep you out there so long.::

Rizzen smiled at him. ::Don’t be, niichan. I had fun!::

Atrius made a face and chuckles, ::What’s with this niichan stuff? I’m only three minutes older than you!:: he moved over to sit next to him. 

::We’ll have to do this again someday.::

::Oh definitely!::

**********

The days passed by as ever they did. Atrius and Rizzen both went through their training, glad for every moment that their family was together. The twins were unstoppable when it came to the occasional trip into Mystlar to the point that even if Rizzen went in robes, none dared to test the ‘mage in training’. Some days they just left the world behind and hid away in the bramble shielded clearing, joking around and Rizzen would listen to his brother talk about life in general as seen through the eyes of a 10-year-old that had so much potential and possibility open to him. 

These were the days Rizzen loved best. He loved just listening to his twin talk. It didn’t always matter what he said, but he always burned with such fire in his speech. The excitement and eagerness to seize HIS day with both hands, painting a hundred possibilities and discarding them for something even more grand. But what always made them the best of stories, is that no matter how wild or crazy they were he always put Rizzen in them. At no point did he say he would not have his twin with him and Rizzen couldn’t help but smile and agree with whatever madness he was coming up with this time. They were inseparable, it was pretty much understood. And both accepted that as a fact of life. 

They were young and all of life was before them. They were wise and terrible, noble and wicked, gentile and grand. They would race through leaf-strewn woods, mock the birds with their beautiful wings, and try to catch trout from the river in their bare hands… simply because they could. But beyond that, they were twins bound by soul and they bore their secret, silent world behind knowing eyes. A world in which a thousand words could be said without uttering a sound, where a multitude of emotions could be shared by another who would understand perfectly and without error, and where a simple touch would extend miles to tingle the very essence of their being and bring a smile to the one who knew them best.

There was no one else Rizzen could imagine wanting always to be near than his fiery twin. Atrius protected him fiercely, from bullies to nightmares. This being so like him who would never fail him nor fault him, who listened with total trust and whom he could trust always no matter what. Rizzen knew and understood and accepted without question all that he was, is, and could be. Atrius had the ability to use Rizzen’s powers as if it were his own, if his brother gave control over to him. It always meant a lot that anytime he asked, Rizzen allowed it without needing a single explanation. It was total trust.

::Dad’s going to be leaving again soon.::  Atrius balanced on a boulder and hopped from it to the next one and the next as Rizzen walked along the edge of the riverbank.

::Wonder where he’s heading to this time?:: Rizzen pondered. Their father was always journeying.

::He’s looking for the others like us.:: He jumped onto the riverbank in front of Rizzen.

::Do you ever wonder about that, niichan? I mean… he hasn’t found any yet. Maybe we are all that’s there.::

Atrius looked at his brother oddly. ::Why do you ask that?::

::Well, what kind of kids would we have? They’d only be half-Avariel! Would half-Avariel have wings at all?::  Rizzen looked up at the skies and the shifts of autumn colored leaves.

::Well maybe he’s going to find others so we don’t have to worry about that.::

Rizzen made a face. ::But wouldn’t that be an arranged marriage?::

::So?::

Rizzen looked exasperated. ::I don’t want to marry someone I don’t know or even like!::

Atrius grinned at his brother. ::It won’t matter to me! I’m going to have lots of wives!::

::What??:: Rizzen laughed! ::Isn’t that a harem or something?::

::Of course it is!:: Atrius put one foot on a boulder and ran his hand through his black hair. ::It would be huge! And who would resist the most powerful warrior of all?::

Rizzen shook his head and pouted. ::If you get a harem I’ll never see you again.::

::Sure you would.:: Atrius turned and settled on the boulder.

Rizzen tapped his foot with an amused smile wondering how he was going to explain this one. ::Oh really?::

::You’re my brother Rizzen, you don’t think I’d have anyone of my household mistreating you, do you? How could you think such things?  They would be all given instructions to treat you as well as me!::

Rizzen almost choked. That was ridiculous! ::Wouldn’t that be kinda awkward?::

Atrius looked at his twin seriously. ::How so? You are and me and I am you.  We’re one in the same, aren’t we?::

Rizzen paused and smiled brightly. ::Yeah, I guess we are.:: he looked at his twin mischievously. ::What if I make one before you?:: 

Atrius turned around and looked at his brother with a wicked twinkle. ::Shall we make it a challenge? See who can come up with one first!::

Rizzen laughed! ::What for? We’ll both have harems then!::

::If we both have one, we can swap!:: Atrius chuckled.

::That’s sick Atrius!:: Rizzen was finding this all too funny.

::Please, we’d probably have to.::

::Why????::

::Because YOU have no taste!::

::What?!:: Rizzen turned and booted his brother off the boulder. ::So you say! Mine’s would be based on quality not numbers!:: 

Atrius whipped around and took off after Rizzen who was running as fast as a fleeing deer. The woods rang merrily with the laughter of the two children as the winds blew its cooler air and swirled the leaves high into the sky.

**********

Rizzen was having another nightmare; and this one was worse than any Atrius had yet seen his twin deal with. He rubbed his eyes and looked over at his brother worried as the rapid waves of terror could be sensed through the soul link. Rizzen was actually buried under the covers of his bed, quaking as if somehow that would shield him from whatever it was he was seeing. Atrius heard a choked sob and he sat up.

This was bad. The perpetual energy that effused Rizzen was fluxing, enough that his brother could feel it. That was really bad! Rizzen was scared enough that he was trying to defend himself and subconsciously his powers were activating. Atrius quickly reached down the link and thwapped his mind hard enough to jolt him. But it only scared him worse as he drifted on the edge of sleep and waking, his confused mind not being able to determine if he was awake or not! Petrified, an energy shield started forming around Rizzen’s bed and Atrius’ eyes widened!

::Rizzen wake up!:: 

The shield collapsed almost immediately and the lump under the covers went still in shock. Silence… then the form shifted and two shining, silver eyes peered out into the darkness from under the covers. Rizzen looked pretty shaken up and his eyes darted at the shadows of the room.

Atrius watched him a moment concerned. Wondering what in the world could have gotten to him that badly. He’s had bad dreams before but this… this was very different. Sighing he shifted over. ::Come here.::

Rizzen blinked at his twin but seeing him move to the side, he understood and such relief flooded out of him that Atrius gasped at it. He slid out of the covers, his feet not making a sound on the wooden floor and climbed up into his brother’s bed. He felt immensely better already, soothed by his brother’s strong, familiar presence so nearby. His fearless twin so close… nothing could hurt him here. He tried to forget the horror of what he had seen in his mind’s eye. 

::Thank you, Atrius.:: Rizzen snuggled under the covers that were so blessedly warm. 

::No problem, Rizzen. Just get some rest.:: Atrius lay back with a yawn and had to admit it was a familiar comfort with his twin so nearby. Perhaps this was how they were before they had come to this world. 

::Atrius?::

Mostly sleep-fogged, his mind awakened only a tad. ::What?::

::Dad’s coming back soon, right?::

It had been only three days since Vorays had left again. Leave it to Rizzen to ask silly questions in the middle of the night! ::Yes, now go to sleep!::

Silence… ::Okay. If you say so.::

Briefly Atrius’ mind wondered why that sounded so doubtful, but he was too tired to dwell on it.

**********

The morning dawned bright and clear. The air was crisp and cool. Rizzen ate his breakfast silently with none of his usual playfulness. Atrius noticed it and recalled the whole incident the night before. Finally the quiet got to him and he set down his fork.

“So what did you dream last night?”

Rizzen wasn’t expecting that question and it brought a lot of bad memories to mind. For the first time, he looked like he really didn’t want to talk about it. Atrius made a face and nudged him.

“Come on! Talk! It’s morning, the sun iss out, and I’m sitting right here. Nothing’s coming to get you.”

“It wasn’t me…” Rizzen whispered softly not wanting to remember, but knowing his twin won’t take no for an answer. Not when his curiosity was piqued. “It was Dad. He got hurt… really bad.”

Atrius frowned. So that’s why the weird question last night. He shrugged, “Its okay, Rizz. Dad’s been hurt before! He’s been in lots and lots of battles and he’s strong. Besides, we all heal very fast.” 

Rizzen shook his head, his eyes haunted as he was forced to recall the dream. “There were things chasing him. Black things, many of them. They were all over the place, too many of them… like a wave of black water with claws and teeth and red eyes and they were all coming at him!” he trembled. “They rolled over him as if he weren’t there and he was knocked down…”

Atrius set down the plate stunned by the sound of that. He could see why Rizzen had been so scared, that… didn’t sound very good. He chuckled nervously, disturbed by the image. “Well that’s no big deal. He’ll just fight them all then!”

Rizzen’s plate crashed to the ground and he hid his face in his hands. Atrius looked at him in alarm! “He didn’t get up, Atrius! He didn’t get up!”

Atrius Delarian heard more than enough. Only three days… no four now. Their father had been gone more time than that and had always returned. He always did. “He’s coming back.” His voice was firm and wouldn’t hear anything else. “You listening Rizzen? It was a dream that’s all and its over now. Dad will be back here and I’ll laugh because I told you so!”

Rizzen shook his head violently. He wanted to believe, Gods did he but there was such a dread. Something there. “Atrius… something’s happened, I just know it!”

::That’s enough!::

Rizzen actually recoiled away from his twin in total shock at the vehemence in his voice. He stared wide-eyed as his brother stood up with fists clenched tightly. Stunned he could only sit still under his brother’s furious glare, the silver eyes flaming and currently directed at him.

::I don’t want to hear any more of this craziness! You and these nightmares! They are JUST dreams Rizzen that’s all it is. And you need to learn how to control that! A person can’t sleep at night with you fussing about something you’re only seeing in your head.:: Atrius didn’t intend on snapping like this, but the very idea was so unbelievable… how could Rizzen possibly think that it could be true? He recalled his mother saying that Rizzen’s dreams were sometimes Visions.  No… no way. Disturbed he turned his head away from the pained look on his brother’s face. 

::I’m going to practice, like Dad said do until he gets back. When you’ve shaken off this madness THEN come look for me.:: and he vanished. 

Atrius was mad at him… not just annoyed or irate, honestly angry. He had never yelled at him like that before and Rizzen could only look at where he was once standing. He almost called out to him, but somehow knew he wouldn’t answer him. Swallowing a lump in his throat, Rizzen started picking up the pieces of his plate with shaking hands. Then carefully picked up his twin’s discarded breakfast plate. He walked down the path from the pond to their home; walking slowly. Soraya was out back and looked up in surprise to see him shuffling towards the house.

“Rizzen?” worried at the haunted look in his eyes she went over to him.

Rizzen gazed up at his mother, lost and frightened and more upset than he could handle. “I dropped the plate…” he absently held up his twin’s plate filled with uneaten food and the shattered remains of his own. 

Soraya frowned, this wasn’t like him at all. She took the dishes and picked up her ‘youngest’ son. The one who must bear powers that many adults she used to know couldn’t handle. “Rizzen, what’s wrong?  Tell me.”

He didn’t want to. He didn’t want to think about it. “Atrius is mad at me.” He leaned his head on her shoulder. 

Soraya was honestly surprised at that. The twins had never fought before. “Do you have any idea why?”

“He doesn’t like my nightmares. I keep waking him up.” 

Soraya started towards the house with a very worried look. Rizzen’s visionary powers usually emerged in the form of disturbing dreams. “You had a nightmare? Come on, we’ll talk about it.”

Atrius came back to the house hours later, a tad hurt that Rizzen hadn’t come looking for him but at the same time it gave him the opportunity to think a lot of things out. The house was oddly quiet. He found Rizzen in the kitchen making dinner himself, must have been his turn. But Soraya was staring out the window and the look on her face told Atrius more than he needed to know.

“You told her.” His voice was cold with returning anger.

Rizzen knew that was coming. “She asked! I tried to get around it but you know that won’t work with Mom.”

That was true, but knowing Rizzen was right didn’t help! In fact that irritated him more. “She believes you?” 

Rizzen sighed. “I dunno, niichan. I’m not sure of anything right now.” 

“Gods of all Light…”

Rizzen set down the pot with a frustrated bang. “Look! I don’t know what I saw. Only that it didn’t feel like a dream that’s all I know. Believe me, I wish more than anyone that Dad will come through that door and then you can call me stupid all you want to! But until he does, I can’t help but feel something is wrong!” 

Atrius looked at his brother a moment. Frustration, anger and helplessness warring in him. He wanted to deny it, to refute it all. But, as Rizzen said, until their father came back he could say nothing. He turned on his heel and walked back out the door. “I don’t want to hear anything else about this. No more of these stupid dreams! Call me when dinner is ready.”

**********

The next few days were draining on Rizzen. With each passing day that their father didn’t show up, the house seemed to fall into a uneasy tenseness. What were the black things that he had seen? What could possibly have taken down Vorays Delarian… if indeed he was. If he was hurt, how would they know to come help him?

He slept, more tired in spirit than in body. But still hoping to escape…

And awoke moments later more horrified than the stark terror the previous dream had bestowed upon him. He could still see it… his own brother standing under a single beam of light. The swarm of darkness that he had seen before surrounded him. Pressing against the light as if to drown it out. His twin had looked out from the dream as if he were aware of Rizzen’s eyes watching and smiled bittersweetly, his eyes shedding tears of blood, the white wings were disappearing. He had waved at Rizzen a little as if in farewell and closed his eyes just before the light that must have been protecting him shattered….

::Atrius?!:: he called out desperately. Please... please… let this be wrong!

::What?:: Atrius answered, his voice sounded puzzled. ::What’s your problem?::

Rizzen sighed, thanking all the Gods at once. He tracked his twin down to the fields that he normally practiced in and watched him go through the motions. Moving with practiced grace and motion, deeply into it. The sun was bright out here… and it was cool but Rizzen didn’t care. He leaned against a tree and just looked and looked… watching his twin in motion. He’s okay. It’s just a dream. He’s here and he’s okay… there’s nothing wrong. It’s just a dream…

Atrius noticed him but didn’t stop. That outcry was almost panicked. When he finished he stretched out his muscles and looked back at his twin who was still staring at him. Finally he rolled his eyes. ::What???::

Rizzen smiled serenely and shook his head. ::Nothing. You’ll be a great warrior someday. The best anywhere.::

Atrius blinked at the sudden compliment then beamed. ::Of course! I’ll ride across the lands, slaying evil wherever it goes!:: he made sword-swinging motions.

Rizzen closed his eyes a moment reveling in the fiercely determined spirit. His brother was so very alive… so full of fire. ::Can I go with you?:: he asked quietly, opening his eyes again.

Atrius chuckled. ::Of course silly! We always go together, right? Me and you, defending the weak and powerless!:: he jogged over and semi-tackled his brother. ::We are one in the same. Why would I leave you behind?::

Rizzen smiled. ::Glad to hear it.:: More than glad. There was no where on earth he’d rather be than at his twin’s side. His fearless, strong twin.

Atrius raised an eyebrow. He was being weirder than usual, but oh well. He started off towards the bramble clearing. ::And I’ll still get an harem before you!::

Rizzen laughed! ::Mine would be better!:: he called back and ran after him.

::You wish!::

Nighttime fell and with it came doubts. He considered telling his twin, but remembered how angry he had gotten the last time he talked about his dreams. Atrius had made it clear that he didn’t want to hear such things and besides it was banished with the sensation of his brother moving about their home and lands. Rizzen was going to take a nap but was jittery about the dreams coming again. It was Atrius’ turn to cook and Rizzen sat at the table to watch him and smiled as he prattled away about something or another. Not that Rizzen wasn’t listening, because he was, just that the subject didn’t matter. He was simply enjoying the company and the bright familiar presence. 

He started to get sleepy in this comforted state. Atrius noticed and stomped his foot, pretending to be irritated. ::I’m talking to you and you’re falling asleep!:: he complained. ::Go take a walk and wake up! Dinner will be ready soon.::

Rizzen grinned but thought that it might not be a bad idea.  The air outside was sharp and chilled, but so clean and filled with the scent of pine and oak. He watched the twilight sky paint rainbows of color and the slowly deepening night. He took a deep breath.

::RIZZEN!!!:: 

The sudden scream down the soul link froze Rizzen in place stunned! Never had he heard his twin cry out in such horror! In a flash he needed no explanation, he knew… he knew why the cry was like that! 

Gods….

No…

No!

Rizzen ran like he had never run before. The world flew by in a darkening blur as he went back towards the house with which night had already overtaken. There was crashes coming from inside and Rizzen burst in through the back door and into the kitchen. Before he could even move or speak, someone had grabbed him and hauled him into the pantry, swinging the door shut. Atrius was holding onto him, his eyes wide and his breathing heavy. 

Rizzen peeked out the crack, biting his lip to keep from screaming. He turned and clutched hold of his twin and they huddled there, watching as black deformed shapes moved against their mother who was beating them backwards with everything she had. Rizzen almost fainted. ::Its them.. its them!:: he quaked in terror, realizing his dream was real. ::The ones that got Dad, Atrius that’s them!::

Atrius felt a chill run through him with that knowledge. Their father… their warrior father, taken down by these beasts that was now attacking their mother. He couldn’t deny it, it was all real!  With that understanding came a burning fury that overtook the fear he had first felt. Soraya wasn’t a warrior, she shouldn’t be fighting them!

He pushed Rizzen against the wall and crawled towards the door. Rizzen panicked for real and grabbed hold of him with every ounce of strength he had!

::Atrius no! Don’t go out there! You can’t go out there!::

::Dad asked me to protect you two. I’m not going to let Mom fight this alone! They hurt Dad… they will pay for that!:: he pulled out of Rizzen’s grasp and looked at his brother. ::Stay here Rizzen.::

Rizzen shook his head and looked like he was going to try and find something to tie his brother down with when Atrius put his hands on both sides of his head so he didn’t have a choice but to look him in the eye.

::You must be safe. I won’t let anyone hurt you… I told you that, didn’t I?::

Rizzen was shaking. Tears filling his eyes and he couldn’t move, mesmerized by horror and his brothers words. ::Don’t…::

::Shhh… its okay.:: Atrius touched his forehead to his twin’s and smiled. ::Stay here. I will win, believe in me. I can always win if you believe. We have a contest to finish remember?:: 

Rizzen couldn’t fight against his brother’s dominant spirit. He crumpled and could only watch helplessly as he ran out into the chaos of the kitchen. Atrius reached their mother and touched her back. Before her surprise could even find a voice, he had teleported her out of the house altogether.

Atrius grabbed a heavy iron pan and started bashing anything that came at him. Rizzen could only watch, terrified… the darkness of his dreams threatening to pull him into madness. He couldn’t take this. His mouth moved but no sound was coming out, pleading with a twin who couldn’t hear him. He wanted to move, to run out and grab him and run off.. but knowing that wouldn’t work. Atrius would fight to come back. He saw something sneaking up behind his twin and when it pounced something sparked inside as the overwhelming panic took hold. A light flashed out behind his brother and the creature was blown out of the house! Rizzen gasped at the sudden loss of energy from the blast. He knew the creature wasn’t dead, but it wouldn’t be getting up any time soon. He hadn’t thought about his powers being capable of doing anything like that!

Atrius’ eyes flickered briefly in that direction but gave no indication that it had been anyone but him.  

The monsters were wary now however; they hadn’t expected such a power in someone so young. They backed up and surrounded Atrius. Slow clapping was heard and he looked up to see the tall figure of a man dressed all in black standing in the ruins of the doorway. 

“Perfect,” he said. “Such power, such ferocity. You surpass our expectations.” He smiled and looked at the young warrior. “You will do nicely.”

Atrius didn’t know what this stranger was talking about but he wasn’t going for it. He shifted so his back was to the stove and watched the man carefully.

“You wish to fight, young one? I assure you its useless. If your father could not handle us. What could you do?”  The dark eyes gleamed wickedly and he tossed something into the room.

Atrius dropped the pan and it clattered onto the floor.  Rizzen choked as the nightmare turned full circle. Both gazed at the bloody, torn wing that was once their father’s. There was a rage unlike anything ever known in Atrius’ eyes and he was still and silent staring at the broken wing. The man laughed.

“Give up? My, my I’m disappointed!  No matter, you’re coming with us now.” And he started to approach.

:Rizzen.::

Rizzen shifted his eyes upward to his brother from the hidden shadows of the pantry. Disturbed by the dark fury that coated the mental voice. ::Yes?::

::Lend me your power…:: 

Rizzen could feel his brother reaching out for him. This was different. He had asked this before but no… Atrius wasn’t just asking for the energy he could sense that.

::Atrius?::

::Join with me!::

The voice was insistent and Rizzen understood. Grimly he knew what was asked of him and this he had no choice but to allow. His consciousness flew down the link that bound them and he grasped his twin’s ‘hand’… Rizzen’s soul started to connect with his brother’s.

Atrius could feel it. Rizzen had come to him, he was there… inside and around. Linked and bound within the fusion of themselves, his power swelled Atrius to near overflowing! They were becoming a new entity of limitless force! Their duel souls collided and the power doubled over, one the force… the other the will and way. Atrius’ body glowed brighter than the stars that shown outside in the night sky. The stranger’s eyes widened in disbelief! Atrius’s brilliant silver eyes turned to his enemy.

“Impossible……!”

It was said for years after that the explosion that wiped the house from the earth could be seen all the way from the other end of Mystlar, miles away. Rizzen never knew exactly when the twin strike ended. Only that he finally came to himself sore and drained, all but buried under mounds of blackened rubble. He crawled out and looked about at the blasted earth that used to be their house. 

::Atrius?:: The dust was thick and he coughed. ::Atrius??::

“Rizzen!!” Soraya who had been scouring the area frantically caught sight of him and grasped him tightly. She was sobbing in part grief and part relief.

“Mom… where’s Atrius?” he looked around the area, finally noticing the cold sensation that was filling him. He couldn’t feel his twin! “Where is he?!” Rizzen started to pull away, trying to feel where his brother had gone.

“I don’t know, Rizzen. I’ve looked everywhere. I don’t know where he is!” she kept hold of him as if afraid that he too would disappear.

“He’s here somewhere, he has to be!” Rizzen tugged. “Maybe he’s under the rubble…” he was starting to lose his hold on here and now. “Silly, he’s hiding right? He said he won’t leave without me…”

“Rizzen…” Soraya held onto her son, knowing how much this must be tearing him apart. 

Rizzen shook his head. ::ATRIUS!!!!!!!!::  He shrieked down the link with everything in him and suddenly faintly… ever so faintly… an answer came!

::Rizz…::

Rizzen almost collapsed. “He’s alive… I hear him!” he announced proudly. “I knew it!”  he sounded so far away though.  ::Where are you?::

::I’m sorry… Rizzen.::

Rizzen stopped and his smile died instantly. ::What are you talking about? You won right? I believed…. I DID!::  was there more enemies? Others hiding and watching?  Fear gripped him. If so they could have just walked in after the strike was over. Neither twin would be strong enough or conscious enough to stop them!

Silence. 

::You can’t come with me this time.::

::Don’t you dare!:: Rizzen started sobbing wildly. ::You can’t go!::

::I’ll come back and find you. I promise.::

No… please no…  Rizzen doubled over as if in pain, Soraya looked at him fearful of the effects that losing his brother would have and she picked him up. He was too weak to fight. 

::Believe Rizzen. I’ll come for you. Don’t forget… okay?::

Silence. Just as sudden the link went dark and cold. One minute there was a faint sense of the other and then… nothingness. A void of nothing!  No bright flaming spirit… no connection... nothing! That was the final straw. Rizzen let out a scream of such horrible sorrow that it echoed out over the woods like the cries of the banshees that mothers tell to frighten children. Soraya, terrified, shook Rizzen scared that the severance was too much for him. Rizzen’s eyes rolled upwards and he convulsed, his voice growing hoarse until he could do no more than a choked whimper. 

Soraya gathered him up and fled the area, not stopping until they were far away… so far from everything they had known. Rizzen had gone catatonic. Finally she stopped, exhausted and shook him until his dulled eyes looked at her. “What did he say? You say he lives, well you would know better than even I. What did he tell you?” 

Rizzen sniffled. “He’d come back.” He whispered. “He said... he’d come back for me.” He shivered. “But he also said he wouldn’t go without me!”

Soraya clasped her son to her. “Maybe he still had enemies to fight. Warriors have that problem Rizzen. You know him so well, Atrius never lied to you right? If he promised you this, then believe it.  Take those words and never let go, no matter what horror this world brings you. Believe that! When darkness overtakes you, just know that he’ll come back to guide you to light again.” 

Rizzen stilled. Believe… that’s what Atrius said too. 

I can always win if you believe…

Rizzen wiped his eyes and sniffled. “I will then.” He whispered. Just win, Atrius.  I won’t doubt you. Just win and come back.

I’ll be waiting.

