III

The Angels and Demons wandering openly in St. Curtis had confused everyone with the Sinclair wagon.  Concern was fairly high among the visitors and residents of the city, but most were at least willing to live and let live, if they even believed it was real.


Most didn't.


As the two wandered the streets, though, they came across a very young Angel, and soon came across his mother.  <Thank you for finding Tirol,> she said pleasantly.  <Normally he does not like other Demons.>


Buwaro hesitantly said, "Um, I didn't understand that."


"Me either," Rhea shrugged.


"Oh, well," she said sheepishly, picking her son up, "Tirol is normally shy around other Demons.  My name is Kinako, by the way."


"Other Demons?" Rhea asked.


"What the...?" a heavy voice asked, as if frightened.  All turned to see a boar-like Earth Demon, who was staring at Buwaro.  "Wh-what...who are you?" she asked quietly.


"I'm Buwaro," the Fire Demon replied friendlily, "What's your name?"


She blinked.  "Um, I'm Sahne," she said, as if still nervous.  "Just Buwaro?" she asked finally.


Buwaro hesitated.  "Uh...Buwaro Elexion," he said finally.  "Adopted, long story."


The Earth Demon's jaw dropped.  "You have no idea what I'm talking about, do you," she deadpanned.


"What is wrong, Sahne?" Kinako asked.


"...it's nothing," Sahne said, in a quiet tone that made it clear that it was anything but nothing.


Buwaro suddenly understood and facepalmed a second later.  "I think I get it now," he sighed.  "No, I don't know how I got to be a Duke.  Well, not exactly.  I had a – what'd Rhea call it, conniption or something – over Snowy getting hurt by an Angel, because she was defending me."


Silence.  Even Kinako seemed nervous now.  "A Duke?  S-seriously?" she asked Sahne.


"Why'd you think I was so scared?" she chuckled, though there was no humor to it.  "Kid could fight a Guardian toe-to-toe.  I'm surprised he's even friends with an Angel, much less talking to us."


Buwaro stared at them.  "Buh?" was his response to those statements.


Kieri hugged Buwaro with one arm.  "Buwaro is gentler than that, and not well-trained as a warrior, since I only recently began teaching him," she admitted.  "The main reason he fought off my...assailant – far better trained than I – was he basically went berserk, without going, you know, Berserk."


The pair before the two lovebirds fell silent at that.  "Lemme get this straight," Sahne said quietly.  "A Warrior-clan Angel and a Duke of Hell are friends, and willing to fight for each other.  What next," she half-shouted sarcastically, "is Syndel gonna be at the stage tonight doing a violin show?"  Kinako merely shrunk away from Kieri, looking to shield Tirol with her body.


Buwaro stared at Sahne, then Kinako, then began to massage his sinuses with a groan.  "Look," he said, his voice now on edge as he glared at the two, "I don't know what your problem is with Snowy all of a sudden, but she's the nicest person I've met.  I don't know why, or what, but she seems to have family problems, and I'd really appreciate it if you stopped looking at her like she's going to explode and kill everyone any second now."  He shook his head and stalked away.  "Come on, Snowy," he said, "let's ask someone else about your brother."


Kieri shook her head in disbelief.  That had been fairly eloquent and quite angry – she's never seen him like this.  "Buwaro, please," she called after him, and he stopped, looking back sadly.  "Please calm down, they're not threatening me."


"Like we're that stupid," Sahne muttered quietly.


"Okay, ya know what," Rhea growled, "Kieri here's been through more than enough shit lately, okay?  Who gives a flying fuck what her family does?"


"We care," Kinako snapped, "because she's like those other two ruffians, trained from birth to be a killer!"


"Oh yes, trained from birth to kill," Kieri growled sarcastically.  "So what if I failed every test I ever took?!" she shouted, startling them all and causing Tirol to jump in his mother's arms.


In her anger, she switched back to Angelic, barely aware of the change.  <So what if I learned Lingo despite my mother desperately trying to keep me a simple, stupid soldier, to ban me from the class?!  So what if I simply didn't have the heart for fighting despite hours and hours and days and weeks and months of drilling that did nothing more than make my hands bleed?!


<So what if my mother had basically told me how worthless I was every time I failed to be even an average warrior?!  So what if she literally punched me for any perceived failure, so what if I literally had no friends my whole time in school, so what if my brother was my only comfort my entire life?!  I'm a Warrior, so I must be an accomplished, willing, bloodthirsty killer!>  She struggled for something foul enough to say, and finally switched to Lingo in order to do so, tears starting to stream down her face as she managed a weak scream of, "Well fffff-FUCK YOU!"  With that, Kieri took to the air and flew away.


Buwaro immediately took off after her, though he wasn't quite fast enough to catch up until she'd landed well outside of town, being clumsy with his wings still.  Either way, he managed to keep up for the most part.  Finally, she landed and curled up under a tree, sobbing uncontrollably.  Once he had landed as well, Buwaro sat by her, quietly trying to comfort her.  He hadn't understood most of what she'd said, but he'd caught a few words.  It sounded like she'd had some kind of problem with her mother.  "Snowy?" he said quietly.  "What happened back there?"


Kieri looked up into his eyes, her own eyes soaked with tears, and found she couldn't hide anything from him anymore.  She began to pour it all out, quietly sobbing every couple sentences or so as she explained her long, horribly painful life.  Buwaro let her get it out, his heart turning stone-cold in suppressed fury as he heard it all.  When she was finally done, he wordlessly picked her up and carried her back to the Sinclair family's wagon.


It was almost sundown before they got back.  Buwaro let her walk in, hoping she would be okay.  Rhea had already returned by then, and she hugged Kieri's leg.  "Kinako said she's sorry," she said quietly.  "She told me you'd apparently put up with a lot of shit you no one should ever have to deal with."


"Souns about right," Buwaro said quietly, his eyes darkened with rage.


Rhea actually flinched – his eyes weren't glowing, but he was clearly furious.  She'd been less scared of the time he'd gone Berserk, and was suddenly glad that his anger was obviously not directed at her.  "Buwaro?" she asked.  "What's wrong?"


"Snowy's mother," Buwaro said, then hesitated.  "If I ever see her, and if she doesn't beg Snowy for the forgiveness she doesn't deserve, I'm going to tear off both her arms and shove them in her mouth."  Surprisingly, he was quiet the whole way through his threat, his voice almost monotone.


Heathcliff winced.  "It's that bad?" he asked quietly.


"Do you recall your parents ever punching you?" he asked Heathcliff, his voice finally gaining an edge.  "That's not all she did to her, either."


It was as quiet as the grave for a moment.  "Holy shit," Sammy breathed.


"Language," Heathcliff murmured, though it carried little weight as a reprimand.


Kieri nodded, silent for the rest of the evening.  Her eyes were so puffy from crying so hard that a little black face paint would have made someone think she'd been punched out.  Buwaro did little more than comfort her the rest of the evening.
