Kingdom Hearts: Keyblade Reveries

Chapter 3

From the Light Comes the Dark

Seth stood, Aerith now clutching to his chest for dear life, facing the silver haired menace that Aerith had called Sephiroth. He stood at about 6’7” and had a sick sort of grin on his face. Seth’s eyes narrowed at this stranger, Sephiroth’s cold stare now fixed on Aerith.
“You have caused the Keyusers quite some trouble, you worthless hag…” he said to her in a cold voice. Her eyes met with his, and seemed to flash with fear.
“Key…users?!” she exclaimed. Sephiroth laughed maniacally.

“Yes, the fools that have acquired my services. They seem to want you dead, and I jumped at the chance…” said Sephiroth, drawing his sword menacingly. He rushed at Aerith, full speed, attempting to slash at her. Aerith closed her eyes, bracing for the cold edge of Sephiroth’s katana, but no impact came, only the faint breeze of Seth darting in front of her, parrying the blade with his Kingdom Key. Sephiroth stood there, his blade crossed with Seth’s. A maniacal grin plastered his face, his eyes ridden with bloodlust. He disconnected his blade with Seth’s and slashed the boy across the chest, sending him flying into a wall. Lyon and Yuffie ran out of the small house that they occupied and looked around frantically.
“Seth?! Aerith?! What’s going on?” demanded Lyon. When he saw what was happening, his face went pale.

“Sephiroth?!” demanded Lyon, in a frightened tone. He drew his sword almost immediately, and used its beam extension to slam Sephiroth away from the helpless duo. Sephiroth was fired off of the small balcony and onto the ground below. He looked up to see the brown haired swordsman standing on the broken railing above.
“Lyon…” he said, smirking inwardly to himself. That meddling swordsman wouldn’t be much of a problem, but if they all ganged up on him…

“DIE!” shouted Sephiroth, leaping high into the air, lunging at the swordsman. They crossed swords, and began fighting on the narrow railing.

“You’re no match for me…” said Sephiroth. Lyon smirked.

“Not me alone, but…” he said, looking over at the now conscious Seth. He stood there, smirking.
“I took a HiPotion,” he said, swinging his keyblade, firing Sephiroth back to the ground. He staggered up, and wiped the slight blood from his lips. The boy had struck him. HIM. This would not go unpunished. He jumped into the air, his body glowing with a deep blue aura.

“You are DEAD kid…” shouted Sephiroth. Seth couldn’t parry this one. This one would kill him for sure. He closed his eyes and braced for the hit. The sound of metal hitting metal rang in Seth’s ears as he opened his eyes, still alive. A young swordsman with golden hair and strange armored attire had blocked Sephiroth with his rather large sword. His steely glare scared even Seth as Sephiroth landed softly on his feet. Sephiroth seemed to spit on the ground that the swordsman had stood on.

“Cloud.” Whispered Sephiroth, as Aeirth looked on in wonder. She knew this man. There was no doubt in Seth’s mind.

Some how he felt that he had just lost his lover.

Cloud turned his head to Seth, and looked him over. The boy had a denim fetish that was for damn sure. But what caught Cloud’s eye was his weapon. Didn’t that kid Sora have a key shaped sword?
“Hey kid…where’d you get that sword?” demanded Cloud. Aerith stood in front of Seth, guarding him.

“I gave it to him,” said Aerith. Cloud looked at Aerith, a little shocked, but still keeping that really cool face. He turned his face back to Sephiroth, and Yuffie and Lyon jumped down to join them in the Third District Square.

“D’ya think you can take all of us?” chirped Yuffie. Sephiroth, turned around, and backed away.

“Maybe later…” he whispered, as a portal appeared behind him. He stepped inside of it, and turned around.

“See you later,” he said with an evil grin, but just as he said it, the portal forced him out. He stumbled down to the ground, and looked on in horror as the seven Keyusers stepped out of the portal. Each one of them holding their keyshaped weapons, and looking all badass. How Sephiroth despised them.

“You’ve bungled enough, Sephiroth,” said the silver haired one. The red haired one stepped forward, and with a twirl of her Keyknives, a pilliar of fire appeared around Sphiroth, reducing him to ash. Only the scream on the wind and the glistening red heart remained. The heart twisted and churned, becoming what appeared to be a large black entity with yellow eyes, and flowing inky hair. The silver haired one grinned widely.
“A Darkside…not bad, he was pretty strong. But I half expected some form of super Heartless,” whispered Juka as he pointed his Keyedge at the ragtag group of warriors.

“Wipe out the Keyblade Master!”
