Kuja’s Second Chance

     The Lifa Tree was going berserk. Zidane decided to stay behind. His only thought was to save the last family member he had. The branches on the tree were going crazy. He dodged his way through them until he finally found Kuja. Kuja was out of Trance. But his injuries seemed really bad. Physically as well as mentally. Zidane bent over and lifted his brother’s head up. “Kuja call your dragon it’s our only way out of here!” Kuja’s eyes fluttered open. He gave his younger brother a cynical smile. 

     “Were both going to die here Zidane. Can’t you see?  Look how everything is closing in us. So my dear brother you should just leave it at that. Die with your older brother.”

    “Dammit Kuja I don’t want to die and neither do you.” Zidane cried out while shaking Kuja. Thinking he could shake some sense into him. “I know someone who can help you. Come on Kuja don’t die on me I want you to be my older brother. You’re the only real family I got left.” The branches were closing in on them. Kuja’s eyes closed. “Dammit Kuja wake up.” Zidane started shaking him awake again. Before Zidane knew what was happening a flash of silver rushed past grabbing the both of them before they were smothered. Zidane climbed up on to the dragon while carrying Kuja. He laid Kuja down on the back of the dragon. Kuja’s eyes opened again. He smiled his sinister smile. Zidane shook his head. “Always the one for suspense.” Kuja laughed his mocking laughter and coughed at the same time. “Tell your dragon to take us to Lindblum.” If Kuja did or not the dragon seemed to be heading in that direction.

     Aya was in her room writing to a letter her mother in Alexandria. Aya was small and slender. She had burgundy colored hair that reached her small waist. She wore a black floor length jacket with no sleeves. It tied to the front with a strand of leather. She wore red leather pants and black boots up to her knees. The only real jewelry she wore was the black bracers on her upper arms and wrists. She sighed at the fact that the letter she was writing was a complete and total lie. She didn’t enjoy being a knight in Lindlum. She found the sword clanking at her side a total nuisance. Her mother didn’t believe in the use of magical arts. Even though she was born with powers of white magic. Everyone in the family became a knight. That meant her little brother would be joining in soon. Aya rubbed her cheek as to remember the time her mother caught her on one of her surprise visits with a spell book in her hand. Her mother ripped the book out of her hand and slapped her across the face.  “I never wanted to become a knight. Magic has always been my means of study. Why are you the one to controle my life? I never see you treat Fuyuki that way.” Next thing that Aya felt was the sting of her mother’s hand crashing into her face. Aya put her hand to her stinging cheek. Tears were welling up and streaming down her face. Her mother stood there and stared at her with anger flaring in her eyes.

     “Mages are weak. Is that what you are a weakling. If you are you can just leave this family.” Her mother grabbed her by her hair and pulled her up. “ Or maybe this will teach you a lesson not to put our family name to shame.” There was a glint of silver coming out of her jacket. 

     Aya shook her head to come back to reality. “That’s what you think.” A ball of flames appeared in her hand. She let it roll over her fingers with ease. “Someday my prince will come for me.” She had been courted many a times. None of them ever suited her though. They were always more brawn then brains. And they never thought with the right head. There was one mage she thought in particular that she had seen around Treno. But he had an evil reputation. “And my chances with him are very slim. From what I’ve heard he’s probably dead by now.” Her thinking out loud was broken by a knock at the door. “Come back later I am very busy.” Not really she just did want to deal with anybody at the moment.

     “Aya it’s me Zidane! Open the door I need your help!”

     “Zidane!?” Aya jumped from her chair and ran out of her room. She opened the door and nearly fainted at the sight of a large silver dragon at her front door. The beast shook its head like a horse. ‘Uh I hope it’s friendly.’ She thought to herself.

     “Up here.” Zidane voice rang out. Aya looked up to see Zidane on the back of the dragon. He was starting to climb back down. She noticed he wasn’t alone. “Help me out here. He needs your help desperately.” She walked over to the dragon. The dragon lowered a flank to help her up. Zidane was lifting up the person. Aya carefully walked on the dragon’s back to the other side of the person to help lift him up. Aya looked at the person’s face and gasped. 

     “Zidane isn’t this…”

     “I’ll answer everything after we get him inside. He bleeding badly I don’t know how much blood he’s lost. I need you to heal him.” Aya nodded and lifted the almost lifeless body up. The one name rang in her mind. ‘Kuja the evil mage.’ “Aya? Aya?!” Zidane broke her thoughts.

     “Oh sorry let’s hurry to my house.” They stepped back on the dragon’s flank and were set back down on the ground. They carried him through the door and set Kuja on Aya’s bed. His breathing came in short gasps. His own life’s blood was seeping through his clothing. The long white sleeves were tattered and now a crimson color. The gold breastplate was beyond damaged. The only thing that was really intact was his black grieves covering all the way up to his thighs. “We need to get his clothing off and put him in...” Eyeing the strange assortment of clothing. “…something more comfortable. Zidane I think my brother left a pair of pants here. They should be in that drawer over there.” She pointed him to the direction the drawer. Zidane walked over to the drawer and started searching. Aya began removing Kuja’s clothing. Zidane walked back. 

     “Uh wouldn’t it be better if I did that.” Seeing her strip away Kuja’s clothing like it was nothing. Aya turned around and raised an eyebrow. 

     “I’ve seen worse. You have to remember I was there when Brahn attacked the city.” Zidane nodded and Aya turned back to what she was doing. She saw something poking out from behind Kuja. It was a long silver and black striped tail. “Zidane he has a tail.” Looking at Zidane’s tail. “Like you only silver and striped.  

     “He’s my brother.” He said handing her the pants. Aya slipped them on Kuja. 

     “You can tell me the rest in a minute. We need to clean out the wounds. Go grab me rag.” She reached under bed and pulled out a bottle of alcohol. He handed her the rag. She ripped the cork out of the bottle with her teeth and poured the liquid onto the rag. Taking Kuja’s arm she began to clean out the wounds. They finally new he was still there because he started to scream out in pain. It wasn’t until Aya was almost complete with cleaning out his wounds that he started to cough and shake uncontrollably. “Not good he’s going in to shock. I have to risk doing this. It worked once. I hope it will work again.”

     “What you going to do?” Zidane was getting worried.

     “You’ll see hand me your dagger.” Zidane reluctantly handed Aya his dagger. 

     “You can’t be thinking of a blood transfusion. They’re still risky and you don’t have the proper tools either.”

     “I know that. And I don’t need them.” Zidane understood. He knew there was only one way to save Kuja and that was Aya’s way. “I need you to hold him down and keep his mouth open.” Zidane pinned Kuja’s shoulders down into the bed and slightly opened his mouth. Seeing that done Aya set to work. Closing her eyes she began to chant a cure spell. Her body began to shimmer with a blue light. Taking the dagger to her wrist she cut it open. Blood began to pour out. She let the blood pour into Kuja’s mouth. The blood was shimmering with the blue light. To Zidanes’ amazement, Kuja’s wounds stopped bleeding and began to close up. Kuja stopped shaking, his breathing became regular and he trailed off into a natural sleep. Zidane let him go. He stood back up and gave Aya his childish smile. 

     “That’s truly amazing Aya.” Aya smiled back and took a bandage and began to wrap her wrist up. She then took the rag she used to clean Kuja’s to clean Zidane’s dagger and promptly handed it back to him. He stuck it back in his holster. He looked back at Kuja. “So is he going to be alright?”

     “Yes he’s going to fully recover. Right now he’s just sleeping. God knows when he actually really slept sense the whole war started.” Zidane nodded in agreement.

     “I know I haven’t.” He took off his gloves and scratched his sandy blond hair. Aya sighed and stretched her back. 

     “You want to tell me what happened? I thought you didn’t even have family?” She said during mid stretch.

     “I said I didn’t know who my family was. It was more ironic to find out that the one who started this whole mess is my older brother.” Zidane pulled up a chair and sat himself down. “You might want to sit down, it’s a long story. But actually it’s kind of a short one.” He laughed at the joke he made. Aya just pulled up a chair and sat down, crossing her arms in front of her chest. 

     “So he’s your older brother. By how many years?”

     “Let’s see I’m nineteen and he’s twenty-four. So then it would be.” He counted on his fingers. “He’s five years older then me.” Aya nodded. Kuja slept peacefully on the bed. Zidane began to laugh. “That’s the first time I have ever seen peace on his face.”

     “So are you going to tell me what has been happening these past months.” Aya began to shift in her seat uncomfortably. Zidane told her the story of what happened sense the attack on Lindblum. How queen Brahn met her untimely death. “I heard about her death. How Kuja killed her, using the power of the eidolon Bahamet. So that means Princess Garnet ascended the throne.”

     “Well she was until Kuja attacked the city using Bahamet again. Garnet and Eiko discovered the castle was another eidolon. Alexander to be exact.”

     “The holy eidolon of legend. I thought they were a child’s tale until Brahn attacked the city with them.” She shuttered every time she remembered that day. Zidane continued he told about when they discovered another world. A world called Terra and the city he was created. 

     “We found this city called Bran Bal. I saw this girl that looked just like me. We followed her into that city. That’s where I discovered I was born there. This was my home.” He shook his head as it pained him. He continued with telling her about Garlands’ plan. Kuja losing control of himself and Trancing. “Kuja destroyed Terra with the power of his Trance. All we could do was take the rest of the geo-gnomes with us and bored the his shop the Invincible.” He continued on to were they found the Lifa tree all deranged with evil, They discovered the inside was a place called Memoria. “Everyone had their memories shown in this world.” He finished the story with the destruction of Necron, the Lifa tree and finding Kuja near death. “In the end I brought him to you.” Aya frowned and let it all sink in. It was a lot to bear down. She uncrossed her arms and scratched her head. She then noticed how big of a mess Zidane was. His hair was no longer tied back. His lace collar looked more like pieces of thread. His shirt was torn and there were many rips in the knees of his pants. He was cut and bruised just about everywhere.

     “You look like you’ve been run over by a chocobo.” 

     “Well that happened to me a couple times.” He chuckled nervously. “Actually when I went to save Kuja the Lifa tree seemed to be closing in on it self and I fell with it”

     “Let me heal those wounds then.” She started to place her hand on his forehead. He promptly removed it from him. 

     “Save your strength. I’m more worried about then him…” He motioned over to Kuja. “…then I am with myself.” He stood up from his chair. “ I need to go find Tantalus any ways. I don’t want them to think I am really dead. Blank would never forgive me for that.”

     “So you need me to take care of Kuja for awhile?”

     “Please if you could?” 

     “Alright but I’m not very good with hiding people.”

     “You’re not really hiding him. You’re taking care of him for my sake.” Aya nodded. Zidane grabbed his gloves and began to put them back on. “I’m going to go hide the dragon. I’m sure Kuja will know how to find it.” He began to leave. Then turned around. “Aya thanks for taking care of him. You don’t know how much I appreciate this. He’s the only family I have left.” Aya noticed that there were tears running down his face. Aya ran up to Zidane and hugged him. She called a cure spell before he could react. She let him go and smiled. His wounds began to disappear. She playfully shoved him.

     “You’re a guy you’re not supposed to cry.” He laughed and wiped the tears away from his face.

     “Thanks I think I have my dignity back.” He bowed and went out the door. Aya watched him leave then quietly shut the door. She went back to her room and looked at the sleeping Kuja on her bed. Aya grabbed the rest of the bandages and began to cover the wounds that hadn’t healed completely. 

     “They should be healed by tomorrow. Better safe then sorry.” She said to herself as she finished covering Kuja’s arm. She brushed a strand of his silver hair away from his face. “I have never seen someone this young with this color hair.” Admiring his hair color. She stared at him for the longest time. Aya then realized she lost her train of thought and the time. She looked at the clock it was after two-thirty in the morning. She took a blanket and covered him. She then grabbed a chair and set it next to the bed. She sat in it and continued to watch Kuja sleep. Resting her chin in her hand her eyes began to close. “No I can’t go to sleep now. What if he wakes up in before morning? He won’t know what to do.” Her body wouldn’t listen. It refused to stay awake. Aya finally gave in and drifted off to sleep.

