	At the age of 5, she had realized she was a princess. ‘Mwommy, whats a pwincess?’ ‘You are, honey. You get to grow up, and be a Queen, and rule the kingdom.’


	At 12, she had decided that she wanted to fight, and not be a princess. ‘Momma. Why, in all the stories, does the princess never fight for herself?’ ‘Its just not done.’ ‘Why? I don’t want to grow up to be helpless!’ ‘Calm down. A Princess shouldn’t have to fight. That’s what the Royal Guard are for.’ ‘…..But I wanna be a hero! I think it would be a lot more fun that being a princess!’


	At 15, just 2 years ago, she left to become a warrior. ‘Mom, Dad. I don’t care what you say, you won’t stop me. I am not going to be a princess. I will not depend on my knight in shining armor, I will not sit in the castle and make tea for neighboring diplomats, and I will not being married to some poor schmuck for the sake of peace. I’m going to learn how to fight, and rule, by the sword. Then, maybe, I’ll come back.’





	Another day, just the same as any other. Wake up before the sun, train hard all day, and sleep like a log. Today was looking to be the same, waking up at dusk, the ‘Rooster’ making his rounds of the barracks. Get up, dress. A quick prayer, a quick moment of remembrance as to why she’s here, then off to a sergeant taking roll. Then, 50 push-ups, and then breakfast. Breakfast was almost always steak, pancakes, and eggs, on a rare occasion delicacies would be served. After breakfast, back out to the yard for more exercise, first, running, then more push-ups. After push-ups, came weights and boxing. Then it would be about noon, and time for lunch. This is where the day decided to differ from the others.





	Cries of alert sounded. “Monster! Monster! Prepare yourselves!” Dein blinked, currently on her way to the mess hall, along with a group of 20 other cadets. One of them immediately spoke up. “Alright, enemy attack! Lets make our way to the armory, then join the rest!” She, along with the others, turned as one, moving out at a quick march. Once to the armory, the ‘leader’ spoke again. “Quick, two file. Get in, grab a weapon, get out! Lets move!” Two cadets went in, came out, then two more, then Dein and another. Dein grabbed for herself a shortsword, and a tower shield, then exited quickly. Two more followed. Her group then marched towards the front yard.





	Upon sight of it, a part of her instantly knew it was there for her. No ifs, ands, or buts. It-was-there-for-her.





	In the front yard, a large expanse of cleared ground, mostly used for large group training and formations, there was a black and brown monster, about 9” tall. It had scales, like they said dragons did, but with spikes all over its surface. It was surrounded by another group, who were already armed and ready, attempting to herd it outside the camps walls. And failing. The monster didn’t really seem to notice them, or their weapons, as ineffectual as they were. It was… looking, smelling for something. A sudden spike of fear, and a voice inside her going ‘ITSGONNAGETME! ITSGONNAGETME!’, caused her to turn, and duck behind the corner her group had just turned.


	She watched as her group marched by, to join the ones already attempting to herd it away. Her knees were weak, and her entire body felt as if all her blood had just decided to leave it. And she was so deathly afraid. ‘Of what! I must not let fear control me! For fear will only get me killed,’ she thought. Trying to think away the fear, she got up, slowly, not quite trusting her legs, then finding them trustworthy. She took a quick glance around the corner. The monster was pacing back and forth, still surrounded, looking around, almost nervously? The cadets around it were still trying to herd it, poking and prodding at it with their weapons. Nobody seemed to be outright attacking.





	And then it saw her.





	Her eyes, and the demons, for a demon it truly was, locked, for a mere moment. Fear, horribly ghastly fear engulfed her, as the demon dashed through the crowd surrounding it, as if they weren’t there. It was at least 200 yards away, she could swear, but it was at her in a split second, clearing the distance between her and it as if they were right next to each other. ‘Defend yourself! Do not give in to fear!’, she told herself feebly. No use. Her arms weren’t working, refusing to bring her sword or shield up to bear. 


	And then it was there, upon her, towering over her limp useless body. It raised one huge clawed hand slowly, and thrust it downwards, piercing her completely, and coming out the other side. Then a huge molten boulder crashed into it, she couldn't tell from where, slamming the demon into the barracks to the side with a loud CRASH! She tried to keep her eyes open, but failed.





	She awoke about an hour later, and realized she was still hurt badly. ‘Badly? That should have killed me.’ Her whole body was throbbing painfully, as if the wound had infected her. It hurt. Best to go back to sleep. Her body cooperated wonderfully, and she did.





	She dreamt of demons, big and small and scaly, as if they were common as a fly. Slaughtering everything around, infecting each of their surviving victims with their demonic essence. And turning into demons themselves.


	The scene shifted, and she saw through somethings eyes, that something slaughtering a person, then fast forwarding to the next victim, and the next, and the next. Then her, but it felt different, to the something, when Dien was the victim. Something creepy and magical, exciting its demonic senses, inciting it to do more than just kill this one, the


clawed hand came down, and a man in an all concealing robe conjured a huge molten boulder to fend it away, just after it had begun its feast, and it fled, driven away by the crazed mage in a magic dead world.





	Dien sat up, blinking, clearing her eyes, wiping the vision of the ...mage? from her eyes. Was that a dream? Or a memory? Wierd, she could still remember it clearly, unlike a normal dream. Demons and magic? Magic was supposed to have ceased to exist a long time ago, at least 7000 years ago, after a sorcerer had destroyed it with an ultimate spell.





	And that was supposed to be the end of magic in this world, but for some reason, she felt it was here again.





	"I just want to sleep...." she muttered. "All this thinking is hurting my head." She lay back down, staring at the ceiling for a bit. The thought occured to her, that she might have been infected by the demon, but a part of her, something deep down inside, was telling her it was something different. That she needn't worry.


	"Shutup. I want to sleep," she said flatly, closing her eyes, wishing away her thoughts and aches, attempting to get back to sleep.





	Later she awoke, again. She felt great. Stronger. The big gaping hole in her chest was fully healed. Strange, she thought she’d get a scar or something from that. How long was she out? Must’ve been a long time for it to heal. 


	She sat up, slowly, looking around. In the infirmary, alone. That in itself was odd, as usually there were at least a dozen people in here, with injuries from training or sparring. A faint whisper made itself known to her, from nearby, even though she couldn’t see anything there. 





	“-must be killed,” was the whisper of the Camp General. “As the loyal servant of the royal family, I won’t allow that,” was the whisper of the Royal Doctor. “You know what happens when demons get someone,” was the Camp General again. A different voice, now. “That wasn’t a normal demon.” “Fine. Let’s tell-“, spoke the doctor. She stopped listening, standing up fully, stretching. 


	‘So they want to kill me? But I haven’t been infected…. It’s cold.’ She shivered momentarily, realizing she wasn’t wearing anything. Looking down, and tracing a finger around where the claws had sunk in, slowly. “Clothes…”, she said, looking around for some. She found the clothes she had been wearing, shredded, and next to that, a white-blue gown, and put that on. ‘A warrior has no need for wealth’, she recited mentally, and looked outside again. About 50 yards away, were three people talking about something. She recognized 2 of them as being the Royal Family’s doctor, and the Camp General. She idly wondered how she could hear them from so far away. “Might as well report in”, she said to herself.





10 minutes later.





	3 men were gathered in a room. The room itself was a plain enough room, slightly lavish, with various weapons and such scattered around. The room was also closed off, locked tight, with soundproof walls, and an enchanted veil kept those not in the room from knowing what went on within. These three men were here to talk about something important, not meant for the ears of those uninvolved. The first one, a big, burly man, who looked like he ate nails for breakfast and broke iron bars in half for fun, was silent at the moment, watching the third. The second in the room, an old looking man, with the mark of the Royal Family on his robes, was also silent. The third person there, his mere presence made you feel like you were talking too loud even if you weren’t saying anything, oozing silence and secrecy from his person. He was the only one speaking.


	“I am a learned scholar, sent on behalf of the late king and queen. I’ve come to take Princess Dein with me, as per their request.”


	The first man spoke, recognizable as the Camp General. “Trainee Dein is in no condition to be moved anywhere. And when she first came here, she came with a Royal Waiver barring Royal interference whatever may happen to her. Unless The King and Queen together come in person, Dein’s royal authority is first priority.”


	“I see. I still must insist that she come with me,” the mage said, the scent of secrecy dripping strongly from his words. And more than that, a suggestive influence contained so they would listen to him, believe him, twisting their thoughts in his favor.


	“Yes. I will tell-“, began the Camp General, but then interrupted by a knock on the door. The room fell silent as the door opened.


	“Trainee Dein, reporting in, sir!” The Mages’eyes widened, then he quickly calmed itself.


	The Camp General blinked once, then twice, then bellowed, “Trainee Dein, why are you not seek medical attention? A warrior who isn’t at his best drags down the team.”


	“Sir, I feel fine,” she responded, with a salute.


	“Is that so?”


	“Sir, if I may inquire, how long was I unconcious?”


	“….” The Camp General fell silent at this, unsure as how to answer.


	The doctor spoke up. “Princess Dein, it is good to see you well. I have other information to give, but for now, it has been three days since you were injured.”


	“Three… days?” Dein stepped back slowly.


	“Three,” the doctor repeated.


	The mage spoke up. “Now that she is recovered,” a hint of some secret unspoken crept in, “I shall be leaving.” He suddenly wasn’t there.


	“Trainee Dein, report to your group and resume training,” ordered the Camp General.


	“Yessir.” She saluted, and left.





	Demons. Hearing so far away. 3 days. Had the mage worked some magic? (It never occurred to her, or anyone else for that matter, that magic was long dead and mages didn’t exist anymore.) Too strong. She was stronger than before.


	All this went through her head as she worked out. ‘Maybe I’ll be able to beat Daken today. If I am this strong, and we’ve only had ties before…’


	“42.” Up, down. “43.” Up, down. “44.” Up, down. “45.” This is a lot easier than before. “46.” This is taking no effort, actually. “47.” Well, let’s see how much easier. “48.”


	She was still going easily at 150. ‘Odd, I’ve never gotten past 82 before.’ 250. She was somewhat of a spectacle now, as a sizable group had formed to watch, amazed by the fact someone mortally wounded just days before could be doing so well. “287.” Up, down. “288.” Up, down. People were cheering at every sit-up. “289.” The demon that attacked… “290.” Up, down. “291.” Up, down. “292.” “293.” The numbers ran together. She was at 400-something when the crowd parted, and the Camp General stopped her. She hadn’t even broken a sweat.





(insert somewhere cheers to whispers as demon rumor spreads)


Fix from here~








	“Sir?” “Fight me.” The General tossed her a short sowrd, and got a long sword for himself.


	 “But, sir, I’m afrai-“ Dain started, unsure, but was cut off by-


	“QUIET.” the Camp General ordered.


	“Yessir.”


	He started, with an overhead strike. Blocked, and then a underhand strike to the legs. Blocked again. More, and more strikes, blows, swipes, fients. None of them got through, none of them had made her budge an inch.


	“Sir? Are you okay?” He was sweating profusely, breathing heavily.


	“..Y..Yes.”


	Dein put down her sword, realizing it as a mistake immediatly, as he wasn’t done. Reflexivly, she grabbed the oncoming blade. ‘NEVER grab a blade! Get out of the way, why did I do that?’ She felt him trying to pull the blade away, then blinked, opening her eyes. He was trying to pull the blade away, straining.


	“Sir, let go.” He let go, and she set his blade down next to hers.


	“Sir, are you okay?” she asked, concerned.


	He flopped onto the floor. “You’re… too strong.”


	“Sir?”


	“You are confined to you barracks until further notice.”


	Dein blinked. “Yessir.”








	Fights and contests and yelling always happened at night, in her groups baracks, and others. Usually they were too far apart. But she could hear it all. She could hear who was fighting who, why, and who they were. Who was muttering stuff in their sleep, who was snoring, who was standing guard. She could hear animals scurrying about the walls, the cry of an owl as it caught a mouse. An image of the demon dashing at her, paralyzed with fear, flashed by. She wondered how her family was taking the news, as they probably found out by now. An image of her father, an empty spot the size of a watermelon in his chest, her mother in different pieces. Are they okay? Is that what was troubling the family doctor? Baken beat Marcus at arm wrestling, halfway across the camp. An image of ger, naked, alone, badly hurt, fighting something horrible. It persisted for a moment, then went away. “You are the key to the revival of magic,” a shadowy image spoke, that image replacing her, then, too vanishing. At least her temper was gone for the moment. She really wished she could get to sleep.





(insert doctor talking to Dein here)





	“Sir, I request permission to visit home.”


	“Dein… you don’t have to call me sir aymore.”


	“Then what should I call you, sir?”


	“Mattson will do.”


	“Yes… Mattson.”


	“Permission granted. And, you are... done here.”


	“…Sir?”


	“You won’t learn anything here now. And there is no hope of you going to the royal armed forces.”


	Dein's eyes flashed angrily, before she caught herself. “But, why?” she finally asked, forcibly calming herself down.


	“Rumors, my dear, rumors. They don’t want a demon in their midst.”


	A low growl caught itself in her throat. “Yes… sir.”


	"You have my permission to leave, what are you waiting for!”








	She couldn't believe it! 2 years of her life, in basic military training. She had already gotten enough recommendations to get into the Royal Armed Forces, with no mention at all of her royal blood. All on her own. As a girl, no less! Near impossible, the strict standards and high expectations they had for admission. And all gone, now. Due to some stupid rumor. Her chance to prove herself, with no help from anyone.


	Tears crept to her eyes, unbidden, unwished.





	Whispers of demon and monster, cursed, crept silently into her all-encompassing hearing. ‘My tempers back, at least.’ She grinned wryly, ignoring the looks form people as she passed by, and just for fun, smiling a toothy smile at some. That seemed to quiet them somewhat.


	 She made her way to her barracks, then her bunk. Thank god noone was there. Clothes, a leather breast plate. A curved dagger with the royal symbol on it. A silver pendant, shaped like a heart. A plain silver ring, and a plain black one. All these were gathered, and packed away. A quick glance around the empty barracks, and she turned, and walked briskly out. Nothing more left for her here.





	On her way to the main gate, she noticed Daken off to the side, leaning against the wall. She looked to the ground, walking faster, hoping he wouldn't notice her. "Hey, Dein!" Damn. She stopped, looking up, watching him approach. "Daken." she said simply, flatly.


	"Hey, thats no way to say goodbye to a friend. You look like your family died, and your family's family died, and your dog got sick, too," his constantly cheerful voice said, putting a hand on her shoulder.


	"I'm sorry. I though you'd... you'd be whispering about me too," she said slowly, something of a smile appearing.


	Daken laughed, and playfully slugged her in the shoulder. "Who, me? You know I'd of charmed the socks off that demon with my brilliant personality if I'd been there. And then they would be whispering about me." He paused, looking at Dein more closely. "Seriously, though. I'd never say something like that behind your back, or even to your face."


	Dein smiled. "Thank you." She hugged him tightly, and kissed him on the forehead. "I needed a smile." She paused, to say something else, then closed her mouth again.


	"It's okay, you don't have to say goodbye. Just be sure to visit when I become a great general, yah?"


	"Yeah, I'll do that." She squeezed him gently, then let go, and made her way to the main gate, tears glimmering in her eyes. 'Goodbye.' She somehow knew deep in her heart, she would never see her dear friend again.





(insert generic walking from cmap to castle scene)





	“I’m on my way home.” “I’m back.” “I, Princess Dein, have returned.” She turned the various words around, trying to find something that sounded right. An image of her mother and father, Queen and King of the country of Rastur, both slaughtered. It disappeared again. “I really don’t wan’t to return.” She sighed. “But that vision, of them dead. I have to see.” Glancing at the sky, then forward, she guessed she’d be ‘home’ in 7 hours.





(insert royal doctoer going with her)





	Upon reaching 'home', and setting foot upon it's soil proper, she found it hard to breath. "W-what!", she cried, gasping for breath, desperately crawling to the road. Her entire body was burning, on fire,  unable to breath. Seconds became minutes, minutes became weeks as she struggled to get back to the road. She eventually made it, and collapsed, trying to catch her breath.





	Since ancient times, it was said, the land was holy, and destroyed any evil that approached. And then a castle was built there. Magic still existed then, and the soil was soaked in blessed water, and then the land itself was blessed, and protective spells and enchantments were cast. After that, people thought the land was alive, and not just alive, but paranoid, as it would sometimes keep out people who should be there. It still did to this day.





	"Why is it not letting me in...", she muttered aloud. And there were no people around, either. Normally, there were crowds of people around. She had not seen a single one since she had left. The air had a hostile feeling about it, but it wasn't for her. "I am Princess Dien, child of Queen Marle and King Vincent, I claim my bloodright to rule over this land, and all that dwells on it, as well as right of passage through." She stepped forward cautiosly. Nothing happened. For a moment, anyways. Then her chest caught, and she couldn't breath. She stepped back quickly, rubbing her throat. "Dammit. Holy land and all. Let me in! I must see my parents!" No dice. She finally decided she wasn't getting in. "So, what now?", she asked herself. An image of a shadowy figure. "You are the key to the revival of magic." Then gone again. Damned wierd visions. "Might as well try to find a person. Anyone.... this is creeping me out."


