Kuja’s Second Chance

Chapter 5

     Kuja was still lying in bed before Aya returned. He was kept himself occupied by reading one of Aya’s spell books. “Hmmm, I never thought about using Shadow Flare before.” He looked up from the book when he heard the door open and close. He set the book back on Aya’s nightstand as she entered. Aya walked in the bedroom carrying the package in her arms. “I’m sorry I took so long. I ran into some trouble that needed to be taken care of.” She knew she wasn’t lying completely. Aya did rub into some trouble with Yuuhi. Kuja nodded and Aya breathed a silent sigh of relief knowing he bought it. She handed him the package and the rest of his money. “I got you something simple so it would some what hide your identity. I hope it pleases you.” Kuja unwrapped the package and held up the shirt and pants. 

      “It will do until I get home.” He looked up and smiled. Not his evil cynical smiles but actually a sweet smile. It reminded Aya of Zidane when he smiled. Aya realized she was staring and cleared her throat.

     “Go ahead and try them on” Aya pointed to the changing screen she had in the corner. “Your boots are and grieves survived your last battle. But everything else…” Aya trailed off. Kuja nodded and picked up his grieves and went behind the changing screen and began to change. 

     “I wish I could do something about this accursed tail.” Aya heard him grumble.

     “Kuja why be embarrassed about it.” 

     “Something I have been ashamed of. I feel like the world has to stare at it.” Aya looked up and took her sword sheath off. Placing it on the floor. 

     “I find nothing wrong with it.” Aya realized she blurted it out. Kuja stepped out from behind the screen. His boots clicking on the floor. Aya nearly had to pick her jaw off the floor. The clothing she bought for him perfectly fit him, almost too perfectly. The leather pants were tucked into his grieves. He left his shirt unbuttoned and un-tucked. His tail was swishing back and forth. Aya caught herself staring at him again. 

     “Um we might need to do something about your hair.” Kuja grabbed his hair and shook his head.

     “Oh no I would never cut my hair. I would rather have my skin ripped off and my body rolled in salt first, before cutting my hair.” Aya grimaced at the thought. Kuja sighed. “It’s a figure of speech.”

     “That’s not what I meant.” Aya grabbed what remained of his tattered jacket and tore a strip off and walked over to him. “Turn around.” Aya didn’t realize how tall Kuja was. Aya was never a really tall person. She grabbed his hair and stood up on her tiptoes and wrapped the fabric into a ponytail at the base of his neck. Letting the short ends of his hair fall to his shoulders. “That should work.” Kuja turned back around. She realized that he still had dirt and paint streaked across his face. “Here sit back on my bed.” Kuja walked over to her bed and sat down. Aya grabbed a bowl of water and a wash cloth. She dipped the wash cloth in the water and began to clean Kuja’s face. Kuja grabbed her wrist. 

     “Why are you doing all this for me.” Aya dropped the wash cloth, but Kuja kept a firm but gentle grasp on her wrist. “I caused so much pain and suffering in this world yet you treat me like an old friend.” Aya hand began to shake. Kuja loosened his grasp on her wrist a little but still hold on. “Your knight and your hiding an enemy. You could be executed for this.”

     “I know.” Aya sighed a deep and heavy sigh. “But I promised Zidane I would help you. When he brought you here. He was so afraid of loosing you. I can understand what he means by it all.” Kuja released her wrist. “You’re his only sibling. I would hate to lose my brother.” Kuja stared at her like he was trying to burn a hole into her soul. “You heard what my mother wants.” Kuja nodded. “All I have ever been to her is a game piece. Just for her reputation as a knight. I never wanted to be a knight. Magic is my love not wielding a sword.” Aya began to clench her fist in anger. “But does she care no!” Aya shouted the words out. Kuja nearly fell back in surprise of her raised voice. In the hours he’d known Aya she had been very soft spoken. Aya turned around and pulled the back of her jacket down. “She did this to me when I was thirteen.” Kuja looked up to see a large intricate design of a cross carved into her left shoulder blade. 

     “She did this to you.” He reached up and touched the scar with his fingertips. He never saw such abuse done to someone before. Even during his childhood Garland never treated them so cruel. 

     “It was for disobeying my mother.” Aya could feel tears starting to run down her cheeks. “She pinned me down and took a dagger to slice it to my back. It was only minutes but it seemed like hours. Mother always has controlled my life. And now she wants to control who I love. I’m a puppet to her not her daughter.” Aya wiped her tears with back of her hand when she felt gentle hands bring her jacket back into place and then gently massage her shoulders.

     “That’s exactly what I was, a puppet, a tool for world domination. I didn’t realize until I broke the Life Crystal that I wanted to live. What do you do after you destroy the world. You destroy everyone and everything and even yourself. But I spent most of my childhood staring at a blue light. I was told to hate a blue light. When I came down here I hated humans because of their freedom. But at the same time I wanted to be human. That is why I hid my tail. I hated my race and I hated my brother. I then realized at that moment as I broke the crystal that I have been a puppet this whole time. My brother for whom had been my enemy spared me in the end.” Kuja turned Aya around and looked down into her eyes. “And a knight that should have arrested me healed me.” He gently wiped the tears away form her eyes. Aya stopped crying and smiled. There was a long pause of silence when a loud knock on the door broke through. Kuja let Aya go. “You better go get that.” Aya nodded.

     “It could be my mother, and I know hell will be raised if she sees you here. So stay in here.” Aya walked out of her bedroom and closed her door. She walked to her front door opened it waiting for her mother to make a snide remark. But she didn’t expect to see Yuuhi behind the door. “What do you want?” He pushed her back and let himself in locking the door behind him. Aya ran into a table. Yuuhi roughly grabbed her by her jacket. 

    “I decided the only way I can marry you is to take your chastity away from you.” 

    “No stop…” Aya’s words cut off by a silence spell.

    “That should keep you quiet.” Yuuhi roughly pinned Aya up against a wall. He then took a knife and cut the front ties off her jacket exposing her. Tears were again streaming down Aya’s face. 

     ‘Kuja why aren’t you coming to help me?’ The words were ringing in Aya’s mind. 

     “Oh why are you crying my love.” Yuuhi began kissing her mouth and groping her. He then paused for a second. “Oh what fun is it to make love on the floor.” Grabbing Aya roughly by her hair he dragged her to her bedroom. He opened the door and pulled Aya inside.

     “I wouldn’t hurt her if I were you. I had my eyes set on her first.” Yuuhi looked up and dropped Aya to the ground. Kuja was standing in the middle of the room. He had removed the fabric from his hair and was letting it flow back. Anger was flaring in his eyes that they seemed to be taking on a reddish color.

     “Kuja who knew you would be still alive.” Yuuhi looked down at Aya who was trying to crawl away from him. He abruptly kicked her in the stomach. Aya doubled over in pain. “So you little bitch you were hiding another man were you. And the enemy of the country at that.” Kuja raised a slender eyebrow.

     “Yes she hid me and cared for me. A lot better then you would have treated her.” Aya noticed that Yuuhi was slightly distracted with Kuja that she decided to reach for her sword. Yuuhi turned around and kicked it away. That minor distraction let Kuja cast a spell to lift Aya’s silence.

     “You bastard!” Aya screamed out and jumped on Yuuhi. They wrestled for a moment but Yuuhi pinned Aya down once again. He pulled his knife out again and held it up to Aya’s throat. 

     “Don’t even make a move Kuja. If you do I will cut her throat and then neither of us can have her.” Kuja began to laugh.

     “Oh I don’t have to do anything. She’s perfectly capable of taking care of herself.”

     “What do you mean by that?” It was to late for Yuuhi to have his question answered. A blast of purple colored energy sent him careening into a wall. Wings expanded out of Aya’s back ripping apart her clothing and lifting her off the ground. Her hair turned molten silver and a purple aura surrounded her. Her sword that was left on the ground came into her possession glowing with a purple flame. Aya looked at her new form confused. 

     “Kuja what happened to me? What did you do to me?” 

     “I didn’t do anything it’s the power of Trance?” Aya looked over at Yuuhi was up again and pulling his sword out of his scabbard.

     ‘Trance?’ She thought to herself. Yuuhi ran towards her wielding his at her trying to get a kill. Aya skillfully parried it. “Enough! Neither you or my Mother are ever going to control my life again!” Flames shot from her sword and blasted through Yuuhi like a hot knife through butter. Yuuhi looked down at the gaping hole in his chest. His heart if he had one. Was no longer there. He gasped out his last words.

     “Aya I never truly wanted to hurt you. Your mother put me…” His words were cut off as he hit the ground. A pool of his own blood forming around him. Kuja felt sickened. He had a weak stomach for that type of violence. Aya dropped her sword to the ground with a loud clank. Her head was beginning to throb. 

     “What have I done.” She placed her hands to her head. “They’re going to blame you for this. I can’t let it happen. I promised Zidane I wouldn’t let anything happen to you.” Kuja called a float spell and floated up towards her. Kuja took Aya’s arm and pulled her closer to him, and held her while the trance wore off. “I’m so tired Kuja.” He picked her up like he would with a child. Aya closed her eyes and fell into a deep sleep. HE landed softly back on the ground. He placed Aya on her bed and wrapped her up in a sheet. 

     “It’s my turn now to protect you.” Kuja walked over to Aya’s desk and quickly wrote something down on a piece of paper.  He then called his dragon from his mind. He heard a slight creak on the roof that told him it was here. Kuja realized he was out of energy to call another float spell he hadn’t recovered long enough. “Climbing out with her in my arms is going to be extremely difficult.” He then remembered his tail.  Kuja picked Aya up and swung over the edge of the window and slowly began to climb up the roof. All though he appeared to be very weak and slender. Kuja was actually quite strong. He reached the roof were his silver dragon was stretching it’s feathery wings. Pulling himself up he placed Aya down so he could go see his Dragon. His dragon seeing his master slightly roared with joy. Kuja patted its head. The dragon nuzzled him like a cat. “We have a new guest.” The dragon looked over at Aya and nodded it’s great in approval. Kuja walked back over to Aya and picked her up. The dragon held up its paw to let Kuja climb on to it’s back easier. Kuja climbed up and sat down on its back. Aya’s head lying on his chest. Kuja looked down and smiled. Brushing the long strands of hair away from her face. “Let’s go home Zen.” With that Zen lifted his wings and took off. Heading towards the Desert Palace. Kuja didn’t think about the fact that his brother was supposed to show up later. Zidane had just then reached Aya’s door. He knocked on the door, nobody answered. He frowned and looked through the window. 

     ‘That’s funny the lights are on.’ He thought and then jiggled the handle. The door was locked. Zidane began to get suspicious when a large shadow fell over him. Zidane looked up to see the silver dragon fly over him. Zidane ran to the back of Aya’s house to see if there was an open window. He found the open window and after a few tries successfully was able to climb in. He looked around Aya’s room were Zidane discovered Yuuhi’s crumpled body with her sword next to him and then he saw the note on Aya’s desk. Zidane picked up and read it. He then sighed a deep sigh.

My dear brother, 

By the time you have read this letter,

I have already left the city. I have taken

Aya with me do to the fact that she may 

Be in danger if she stays here any longer.

You know were to find me if you want the

whole story. I am truly sorry.

Kuja

