Prologue

  I look to my left, at my twin brother.  We’ve been through a lot together, him and I.  I look back forward, to the task at hand.  An army.  Thousands.  My brother and I, just us two, against them all.

  As we charge into the battle, I draw the sword that has been on my back since my father was slain.  The first time I handled it I killed the bastards that took him from me.

  The fight rages on.  Magic spells and bullets fly.  Swords cut through the air.  There is a sharp pain in my back.  Suddenly the ground rushes up at me.  My vision begins to tunnel.  I know I am dying.  My life flashes before my eyes…
Chapter one

The Awakening

  A street.  I was lying in the middle of a street.  My head hurt.  I couldn’t remember anything, except my name.

  “Hey loser!  Get your ass out of the road before I yank that tail out of it!”  I looked up.  A man was sitting inside of a machine, with four wheels.  Probably some sort of transportation module.  I didn’t care.  I stood up and walked to a small cement walkway on the side of the street.  I looked down into a puddle.  A face with shaggy black hair, tan skin, green feline eyes, and two gray catlike ears stared back at me.  I knew that face well.  It was mine.  I had seen it reflected off the polished shields of many an enemy.

  I am Choco.  My whereabouts, I knew not, nor did I know my origins.  All I knew was that I was not like the others around me, who pointed and stared and gasped at the sight of such a bizarre creature.  Passing an alleyway, I heard a faint cry.  One word.  Help.  I instinctively reached up to above my shoulder.  There I found the hilt of a sword.  Evendread, the Magesword.  I drew it from its sheath.

  “Please, leave me alone!”  The whimpering girl said.

  “Gimme your cash,” A man with blond spiky hair stood above her, gun in hand.

  “I told you, I don’t have any.”  Came the reply.

  “You’re lying!” He shouted.  His finger tightened around the trigger.

  BLAM!
  The girl cowered in fear.

  TINK!
  She looked up.  Someone was standing over her.  But those ears… and that tail…

  I had sliced the man’s bullet in half as it sped toward the girl.

  “Sir, she has no money to give.  Please refrain from threats.”

  The spiky-headed man looked as though he would faint.  “Oh.  Shit.”  He turned and ran.

  I turned to the girl and offered a gloved hand.  “Are you all right?”

  She took my offered assistance in standing up.  “I think so.  Thank you.”

  I walked the girl home.  Her mother was grateful.  I had no home, so they offered to take me in until I could obtain living quarters of my own.  I refused, not wanting to be a burden, and instead stayed at the local shelter for the homeless.  Each day, I would eat breakfast and go out to find a job.  In the evening, I would sit on the edge of a bridge, from where I would stare down into the water, musing about many things.  Then one day, it happened.

  I was going about my business, happier today than usual, for I now had a job and was living on my own.  It didn’t pay too well, but it kept the bills in check. Suddenly I heard screams.  They came from a small boy.  Standing a few feet away from him was the same thug I had run off six months ago.  

  “You again?” he asked, sounding very pissed.  “Man, I’m getting tired of you meddling in my business.”  He raised his gun.  Once again I deflected the bullet.  The boy, terrified, made a beeline for home.  I watched in horror as the crook took aim and fired.  I saw the boy drop to the ground, blood pooling around him and gushing from the hole in his head.

  “Y-you…you took his life… you killed him…” I stammered.

  “Yeah, what’s it to you, cat-boy?”  He snarled.

  I stood a bit straighter.  “You killed him, but to what ends?  What could you gain from the loss of a life?”

  “Dead men tell no tales,” he replied coldly, “and soon, neither will you.”  He fired at me, point blank.  I dodged, and was unscathed.

  “How the hell did you move so fast?” he demanded.

  “I don’t know,” I admitted, “but if you aren’t fond of dying, you’ll move faster.”

  “Oh.  Shit.”  He dropped his gun and fled.  Fueled by pain, sorrow, and a sense of failure, I laid chase.  I didn’t even think about what I was doing.  He tripped.  I raised Evendread.  He stared at me in fear.  The Magesword struck human flesh, then asphalt.  Only then did I realize, by killing the crook, I was no better than him.  I had killed him, and I failed to save the boy.  He was dead, and it was my fault.  I could have taken that bullet for him.  

  The day after I went to the boy’s house and apologized to the boy’s parents.  I could have saved him, I told myself; I could’ve.  I felt worthless.
