
Gangsta VS Gangster; A Phox Fable Part 4 - A Blood-Stained Emerald             

Though the Red Talons had come with many faces, it seemed only one can be the least expected. This face bore 
fur of a cream hue across his face, and threads of pink over his scalp. The windows to his soul were of an emerald 
coating matching the swift and slim blade at his hip. Now before him stands one who’s eyes are the exact opposite, a 
shade of bright purple that reflects the sky in a raging lightning storm, yet despite this one minor difference, neither 
could imagine each other on the receiving ends of their weapons, neither the rapier nor the fist. 

“Tell me this is a lie, Silvian.” Shu pleaded. “Give me a signal, a wink, the slightest signal that this is all a lie, I beg you.” 

“Are you expecting an apology from me?” Silvian asked. “You still have yet to learn about how hard the world bites.” 

Though he wore his favorite robe with red spider web designs sewn on the shoulders, he ripped off the sleeves 
of them, revealing his bare arms. Both of them had red silk spun unto them, forming the signature parallel lines running 
down his arms and joining on his hand in the outline of a falcon claw drenched in blood. A spider hybrid at Silvian’s level 
of silk spinning skills would find it a small effort to spin silk of different colors to form any kind of pattern imaginable for 
their tapestry of the web. Seeing the Red Talon brand crafted this way caused Shu spine to freeze. 

“Why, Silvian?” Shu asked in horror. “Why do you bear those markings so casually?” 

“Cythraul approached me without fear or aggression. He has need of my abilities.” Silvian explained. “All these years 
I’ve fought just to keep my race alive, and a handful of warriors finally see the value of my kind. I can’t- I won’t dismiss 
what may be my only chance to save my race completely. Even if I must go through you. Not that I’ll feel bad about it.” 

“Silvian, I beg you. This is no way to open the eyes of the world. Don’t force me to fight you, please.” Shu implored. 

Silvian only responded with an overhead swing of his sword, slashing it down toward Shu. Out of instinct, the 
young wolf caught the blade in a sudden clap between his hands. Silvian pushed his blade closer as Shu struggled to 
maintain the distance of the blade from his body. In a sudden flash, Silvian turned the blade sideways and yanked it 
back, forming a long pair of cuts along both of Shu’s palms. He pulled his blade back and swung the butt of the handle, 
bashing it against Shu’s cheek. The wolf staggered and fell against the concrete dividers along the fence of the ring. 

“Attacking a friend? You are this far gone?” Shu growled as he arose. “So be it.” 

“I’m not going to kill you.” said Silvian. “We were friends, once. And may still be. But only after I’ve removed you.” 

Shu’s eyes glowed as lightning sparked from his hands. But suddenly the lightning died down. Shu raised his 
arms, but his fingers were limp, as were his wrists. Suddenly, the Langren found himself putting all of his willpower into 
the simple feat of forming a fist, yet his hands were still and his forearms tripled in weight. Despite the fur sheathing 
them, they grew cold, and eventually numb. He looked at the blood running down his fingers from the two gashes. The 
blade responsible for said incisions was marinated in Silvian’s spider venom, which stained his long protruding fangs. 

“How is this possible?” Shu asked in disbelief. 

“What is impossible? A venom that can infect your divine, supernatural immune system? Cythraul had my venom 
combined with the cells found in Langren blood solely for this very encounter. Just like Langren are immune to lightning 
shocks, except from those of their fellow Langren, the Langren immune system can fight off any foreign 
micro-organisms, EXCEPT that of a Langren. I always suspected that even though your powers are divine, there was a 
way to counter them. But like I said, I won’t kill you. This will just ensure that you’re out of my way. Sweet dreams.” 

“I thought you knew me better than that.” Shu said, barely standing. “So long as darkness prowls this earth, I’ll fight, and 
I’ll fight, and I’ll fight even more until my heart stops beating. If you’re gonna proclaim victory in front of me, make sure 
I don’t have a pulse, first. Otherwise…” he then took a swift step toward Silvian, his head leaned back, then with a hard 
thrust forward, his forehead rammed against Silvian’s face, knocking him into the fence. “… that will happen.” 

Silvian slowly slid down from the newly formed depression in the chain-link, like a drop of water slithering down a 
windshield, and fell on his hands and knees to the floor. In a similar manner, a drop of blood slithered down between his 
eyes, and divided two ways down the sides of his muzzle. The source of the bloody brook was surrounded by a bruise, 
visible even past his cream colored fur. His eyes were crossed a brief moment from the force of the impact, and his neat 
pink mane was ruffled from the wind caught in his flight across the ring. 

“Even without use of your fists, you don’t disappoint.” Silvian said, arising. “But you’ve never seen what happens to the 
wretches foolish enough to test the extent of my leniency.” 

“The extent? I did not know it was even extensive, to begin with.” Shu remarked. “Very well, prince. Impress me.” 

“Prepare yourself, Lurker of Luoyang.” stated Silvian. 

Silvian then dashed for the Langren with his blade at the ready. He slashed relentlessly at Shu’s face, before the 
wolf ducked and grabbed his wrist. He reared back and threw another headbutt, but Silvian dodged to the side, and 
lifted his knee into Shu’s stomach. The Spidaria prince then grabbed his opponent by his scalp, twisting his fingers into 
the threads of snow white hair, then yanked him back and flung him in an Irish Whip fashion. Crashing into the fence, 
Shu turned around as Silvian held out a thread of the pure white fur from Shu’s scalp. 

“Is that the best you can do, Spidaria?” Shu asked. 

“Hmph.” Silvian smirked. 

The spider stoat then let the single hair float down a ways before slicing it clean in half with his blade. At that 
instant, in a delayed reaction. Shu a few drops of blood trail down his cheek, as his headband split in half and dangled 
down the tie that bound his hair in a ponytail. He glared at the smug Silvian as his brow twitched in fury. He ran on all 
fours, while his facial muscles paralyzed in mid stride. Silvian had also snuck a cut into his thigh before flinging him, 
which caused the wolf to roll forward and fall in a sitting position at the princely stoat’s mercy. Still he tried to stand. 



“Ah ah ahh…” Silvian warned patronizingly as he pointed the tip of his rapier to Shu’s chest, earning a spiteful glare 
from the wolf. “If you’re trying to prove something, you’ve made a believer out of me, Shu. Most of my enemies have 
been pleading for mercy at this point. Don’t make yourself my enemy, Shu.” 

“It’s too late to ask that of me, traitor.” Shu said, spitting on the hilt of his rapier, still determined to fight in any form 
possible. 

“Traitor, am I? This of all things, coming the wolf who abandoned me after I helped you and Zen escape Baronick. We 
agreed to fight against the Ano Organization. I opened my heart, my arms, and my home to you, only to find that you left 
in the dead of that very night without a word. Who’s the traitor?” he said, shoving his blade closer. “Who?” 

“And you, of all people, accuse me of one betrayal while you commit thousands all at once? Your kind fought so hard to 
free themselves from silk spinning slavery from those black market merchants and their hybrid hunting mercenaries. 
And now, you betray them by selling yourself to the Red Talons. Be it a blade to my throat or a firearm to my head, yes. 
I call you traitor, Silvian. The remorse I had for leaving your crusade against Ano is unfounded.” 

“You think it was just Ano?” Silvian growled, gashing him across the face. “You dream, fool. Not only did you leave me, 
but your abandonment caused even Zen to turn his back on me, and even worse, now those Pentagon hunters of his 
are after me as well. Maybe I don’t have anything to gain by letting you live.” 

“And you wonder why two divine beings such as Zen and myself desert from your vendetta.” Shu then lifted his leg and 
kicked Silvian’s sword aside, pinning his wrist between the wolf’s heel and the divider. “We all have been gifted with 
power…” he said, as he used his other paw to kick Silvian in the stomach. “Elements and illusions…” he said as he then 
kicked upward into Silvian’s face. “Lightning power, soul power…” he then spun and swept Silvian’s legs, causing him 
to topple. “Spider silk, spider venom…” he said, rolling forward and slamming his heel down onto Silvian’s chest. 

Silvian gasped as he felt the wind kicked out of him. Shu then lifted himself up on one leg, balancing himself by 
holding onto the divider. He panted as he beheld Silvian on the floor. He picked up the prince’s rapier and tossed it out 
of the ring. The emerald blade landed high on the top of an air vent. The crowd protested and booed at the momentum 
shifting toward the hated wolf, taken from their supposed champion. Some even tried to squeezes their hands through 
the chain link to grasp the wolf and make him pay. 

“We use our gifts to help others. You use yours only for yourself.” Shu said. “I realize you shoulder the fate of your entire 
race with little help. But, you treat your power as a power to kill. Our is greater, because it is the power to let live. Look 
at you. You’re the prince of all spider hybrids. Your gifts can defend you without taking lives, yet, you continually go for 
the kill. You promote the very image of the monster the Ano has made you out to be. You cannot open the eyes of the 
world when you are just as blind. That is why we left. To kill is a great power, but to let live is absolute power.” 

“You think I want to kill?” Silvian asked weakly. “I have no choice.” 

“There’s ALWAYS a choice.” said Shu. 

“WHAT choice?!” Silvian growled. “To let these hunters live so they can keep chasing me until they kill me and 
everyone I care for? Like you and Zen?” 

“That is the price of being a warrior, Silvian. That is what we must choose.” Shu said. “It’s our choice which curse we 
must bear. Do we allow our enemies to live and continue to chase us? Or do we spill their blood and let their dying 
screams eternally echo in our heads. At least one choice allows us to hide and escape from them.” 

“If that’s so, I’ve already made my choice. It’s too late.” Silvian said with a sigh. 

“No.” Shu interrupted. “So long as your heart continues to beat, it is never too late. Remember my words, Prince Silvian 
Spidaria, and when you decide to act on them, I’ll wait for you.” 

The wolf staggered as he tried to walk away, only to fall to his knees, then fall flat on the asphalt. The spectators 
cheered as he finally seemed out of the game. Zenaku, Zenora, and Zenium witnessed the entire scene from the steel 
beams high up, near the ceiling. A single tear spilled from Nora’s eye, not for the defeat or pain Shu suffered, but for his 
moving words of wisdom. While not as emotional as his sister, Zenium smiled in admiration, only to glare in annoyance 
at the mood-killing Naku, who began to lean on him while slowly dozing off from the lack of action below. 

“Remarkable.” Nora said. 

“Quite, but we better act before the scum in the audience decide to move in on our vulnerable vigilante.” Zenium added. 

“Zzz… Huh? What?” Naku said as he shot up and rubbed his eyes. “Yo, ah bettah git down there.” 

Zenaku arose and began to form the illusion, greatly opportune at a time like this. The natural black of his irises 
faded to green. His face shifted to a more wolf-like structure, his fur turned black and dark blonde, his dreadlocks 
unraveled and straightened while growing bangs, lightening to a brown hue. Jeans were summoned over his legs, as 
red and black Nike’s enveloped his paws, and a white shirt with a yellow Wu Tang Clan emblem came onto his back, 
and a black leather dragon jacket was draped over his shoulders. Sean Landon had come, at last. 

“Aaooww!” Naku shouted in a high pitch as he leaped off the beam. “ Ah’m ready to knock some heads!” 

The German Shepard landed in the center of the ring between the unconscious Shu and the recovering Silvian. 
The crowd gasped at the sight of Sean and Shu as two individuals in the same place. All this time, they were under the 
impression that they were the same canine, and Sean was a simple alter ego. Naku smiled at their reaction, loving the 
feeling of intimidated eyes on him. He then arose from his landing slowly and looked around, trying to weed out Cythraul 
and his goons. At least to pass the time while waiting for his opponent. 

“Cythraul! Where are ya? You had yo boys jump me and ah’m ready for payback!” Naku demanded. 



“Prove yourself worthy of vengeance, whoever you are.” Cythraul’s voice echoed throughout the entire ring. “Cataclysm! 
Skin this punk for me.” 

With that command, the spectators created an uproar of cheers for the ensuing battle ahead. The doors opened 
as the next fighter approached the arena. Though out of place with the regular rabble in the ring, the new fighter kicked 
Shu aside from the path to Naku. A pretty face with scars, which served to amplify the beauty rather than blemish it. She 
was a feline with pure white fur, of the domestic race. The confident smirk she formed against her opponent forced an 
anticipating grin onto Naku’s Shepard face. Two dominating spirits under the same roof. 

“Whassup, pretteh kitteh?” Naku chided. “You easy on da eyes, but try to be easy on the face, too. Ya dig?” 

“No promises, mutt. You know the old saying. Like cats and dogs.” she said, popping her knuckles. 

Beautiful and dangerous, just like fire. Naku had finally found a kindred spirit. Around her neck was a red leather 
collar with an avian-shaped pendant hanging from it, made of solid gold and engraved with the Japanese characters 
“Nya” and “Ko.” She came prepared to kick tail and kick hard, as stated by her steel-toed boots, with the legs of her 
jeans tucked into them. The jeans themselves were secured with a black braided belt. On her back was a kimono jacket 
of the same blue jean material, which she tossed off to reveal a nothing but a small black tube top underneath. 

“Oh, wonderful.” Nora said sarcastically as the male spectators cheered and whistled. “It seems Zenatha has been 
giving out fashion tips again.” 

“Never waste an opportunity.” Zenium said as he dropped down and grabbed Shu. “Rest now, my young friend.” the 
blue phox whispered as he created a veil of vapors and disappeared with the incapacitated wolf and no attention. 

“Yow!” Naku shouted in enthrallment as his tail wagged. “For once, it’s hot in heeyah, an’ it ain’t me.” 

“Keep your flattery, drool bucket.” she said as she punched her fists together. “I came here to fight, not flaunt.” 

“Ooh, ah like ‘em sasseh.” Naku woofed. “So, ya go by ‘Cataclysm’ huh?” 

“That’s right. I’m a disaster waiting to happen… to you.” the feline proclaimed. “But, if you wake up and wanna know the 
train that hit ya, just call me Nina. Nina Nyako.” 

“Nina… ah like it.” Naku said. 

“Let’s get underway!” Cythraul announced, as the two prepared. 

Nina came to the center of the ring and outstretched her fist, seeming to prefer opening this match the 
sportsmanlike way with a touch of gloves, like boxers. Naku shrugged and came to her, extending his fist into her. The 
second they touched, she clutched his wrist and pulled it toward her, then upward. The sudden surprise cost Naku his 
balance, as the cat’s boots swept his one paw that still stood as the other was lifted. The phox in Shepard’s clothing 
found himself on his back as the combat boots stomped hard on his stomach. 

“OOHHHAUGH!!!” he exhaled harshly from the impact. “Wun’t ‘xpectin’ dat.” 

“Oh no?” Nina smirked. “Maybe I should go lower.” 

She then lifted her boot off of him. Naku immediately rolled out of the way as she stomped, luckily hitting only the 
ground where his groin formerly was, rather than finding her mark. Naku huffed with relief as he stood up, popping his 
shoulder blades. Nyako maintained her cocky smirk as she gazed into his eyes. Her entire expression said to him that 
she knew exactly how powerful he was, and she wasn’t afraid. No matter what he does, she’ll defeat him. It wasn’t 
confidence, but absolute certainty, just like Naku’s. It even caused the phox body temperature to flair with intimidation. 

“Y’obviously know yo way ‘round a ring, bebe. Even you gotta know that punk Cythraul’s a mad dawg, dontcha?” said 
Naku. 

“And if I do, what does it matter?” Nyako scoffed. “As long as I can keep my home in the arena, I don’t care who runs it. 
Especially when the ring attracts such worthy opponents.” 

“Worthy opponents, huh?” Naku smiled. 

“Yeah, but I gotta deal with you first.” Nina grinned. 

With a feral leap and claws spread wide, she flipped over him with her fingers grasping his neck, and slamming 
his head down, face first, into the pavement as she landed. Without even a second to relish yet another surprise getting 
the best of the phox, she shoved him and rolled him onto his back before placing most of her weight on her hand 
planted firmly against his chest and pinning him. With her free hand, she began a simple yet brutal process of launching 
her fist into the phox’s muzzle with intent to continue. 

One punch was all she could implant before Naku lifted his knee and hooked her arm with his leg, pushing her 
back before giving a kick to her stomach and forcing her off. Naku quickly sprang back up and wiped a little blood from 
his lips before his smug smirk found its way back to them. His apparent confidence and quick reaction caused his feline 
rival to break focus intentionally, to acknowledge and somewhat appreciate his fighting ability, if only for a moment. For 
the first time, Naku had proven himself a worthy opponent, which was otherwise obvious in his true form. 

As this thought circled his mind, he slowly lowered his guard before the equally passionate Nyako. In this blitz of 
a battle, it was somewhat easy for the wild phox to forget his true purpose in this fight; not only to take revenge on 
Cythraul, but convince the witnesses, and overall Cythraul and his gang that, Sean Landon was not Lang Shu in 
disguise, despite the truth being just that. As he entered the ring, the crowd had seen these two personas in the same 
place. Naku had fulfilled the professional duties of entering this slum slug fest, now it was time for some fun. 

“Ah’ight. I ‘dmit it. Ya throw a nasty punch, pussycat. But fo’ all ya, quote on quote, ferocity, you got nuttin’ on me, bebe. 
So, come at me.” he said, opening his arms wide, then pointing to his chin. “Gimme yo worst, kitty kitty bang bang.” 



 

“Heh, I could tell you that you’d regret this, but maybe I’ll just knock the memories outta you, instead.” Nina growled. 

His element of heat and fire showed Naku how much Nyako was fired up, as her body temperature spiked. Her 
adrenalin pumped almost as fast as Langren blood, and her pupils narrowed to the thin predatory oval shape of a 
serpent as she let her fangs gleam in a determined smile as she leaped at the Shepard. As Zenora worked to revive 
Shu in the beams high above, Zenium nudged for her attention as he noticed Naku staying perfectly still. The moment 
Nora turned her head, she saw her flame clad brother hurling into the chain link encasing the ring. 

“WINNER BY KNOCKOUT, NINA ‘CATACLYSM’ NYAKO!!!” Cythraul announced with great enthusiasm. 

“What is Naku thinking?” Nora asked in shock as she saw her brother peek an eye open. 

“It is Naku, dear sister.” Zenium reminded. “What makes you believe there is thinking involved?” 

As Zenora deliberately sent her currents of electricity into Shu’s body, his blood immediately reacted and fought 
her, though it was still struggling with the Langren enhanced spider hybrid venom Silvian had administered. Nora had 
channeled her element into one of the gash wounds Shu had suffered, and while being expelled, Nora’s electricity 
helped to draw out the venom with it as it left the wolf’s system. Once out and contained in her electric web, she flash 
fried the tailored toxin into harmless vapors flowing through the air, just as Shu slowly opened his eyes. 

“Ugh… Nora?” Shu said slowly as his vision blurred into focus. “Zenium? Ahh…” he sighed with relief. “Where is…?” 

“Brother Naku? Physically, he is still here, but mentally, he seems to be thousands of miles away. He intentionally 
served his rather reminiscent opponent his victory on a silver platter.” 

“Naku… allowed himself to be beat?” Shu asked as he looked at the phox under a Shepard’s visage below scrape 
himself from the cement and limp into the locker room. “That’s not Naku… is it?” 

“He did and it is. Very out of character.” said Nora. 

“No… he has been out of character until now.” Zenium deduced. 

“If you are saying he has been acting strange, don’t expect me to know his true self.” Shu said. “He is overly forward, 
arrogant to an extreme, and overconfident beyond measure. I know that much. But everything else about him leaves 
me baffled. Especially his confusing and curious use of the English language, if you can call that slang of his English.” 

“Indeed his vernacular can create a language barrier, but he participated under two personas. His true blue- ahem, true 
red, genuine Zenaku self, faults and lingo in tow, and you’re alter ego, the fictitious Sean Landon.” 

“He what?!” 

“It was a blunder, at first, but it made for a stroke of genius.” Nora explained. “If he appeared as Sean Landon, and you 
in your genuine Langren form, it could rekindle the function of your disguise… to seem like another person. With the two 
of you as a pair of individuals in the same place and time, Sean Landon seems a world apart from you.” 

“Hmm, I see. I truly marvel at Naku.” 

“As do we all. Even someone as close as a brother can catch one off guard with a surprise.” said Zenium. 

“As he has now.” Nora added. “Who would have thought Zenaku would ever throw such a thrilling fight.” 

“When you think deeply enough, this is not so much a surprise.” 

“Why not?” 

“Naku had completed his mission. He appeared in the same room and time as Shu, and convinced the masses the two 
persons of Shu and Sean are exactly that, two different people. Now that he has accomplished this, our steaming 
sibling is ready to cut loose and enjoy himself.” 

“But Naku NEVER enjoys losing.” 

“This is a rare exception. Look closely into that cat’s eyes, and you’ll see the same force of pride and love for battle that 
drives our brother to be the most passionate guardian, and at times most blundering buffoon, of us all. But to Nina, and 
more importantly to him, that was not our beloved Naku fighting her, was it? It was Sean Landon. This feline has proven 
herself to compare with Naku’s conquering spirit. Part of being Sean is to restrict his power. If he had won…” 

“I see.” said Nora. “He wishes to fight her again as the real and unrestricted Zenaku we scold and love. He would be 
unable to do so if Sean Landon had eliminated her from the event.” 

“Precisely.” Zenium concluded. 

“But one problem remains.” said Shu. “One of his personas must lose, or he will have to fight himself, and Sean and 
Naku will begin to seem similar… too similar to be separate beings.” 

“And who ever Cythraul seeks to pit against the REAL Naku.” Zenium added. 

After a moment to recover, Shu was able to stand. At that moment, Zenium drew the vapors in the air together to 
form a whirlpool-like portal into the locker room, to avoid any curious eyes from the audience. A half hour passed as 
three more battles ensued, one after the other. During which, the emerald-eyed Prince walked into the locker room. 
Understandably, Zenium, Nora, and Naku immediately stood and formed a barrier with both their bodies and elements 
to protect the Lurker of Luoyang. But immediately, Silvian tossed aside his glimmering blade. 

“I don’t expect trust, let alone forgiveness, at the moment.” he said. 



“You can at least expect understanding, Silvian.” Shu said, as he walked between Naku and Nora. “You dream of your 
race’s acceptance, yet one fateful day, someone believes you to be indispensable rather than simply acceptable. 
Probably any spider hybrid would jump at that chance to be needed, after fighting so long just to be tolerated.” 

“Maybe so. But even considering that and where I stand, I cannot leave Cythraul now, or I may become dispensable to 
him.” 

“We can protect you.” said Nora. 

“You kiddin’? After all he said and did?” Naku snarled. 

“We understand, Prince Spidaria.” Zenium said. “Stand by him, for now. But make yourself scarce when we finally have 
him, and we may be able to look past all of this.” 

“Thank you… thank you all.” said Silvian. 

“Spill no more blood with is.” said Shu as he kicked the emerald rapier up and caught it in his hand. “It has shed enough 
under Silvian the survivalist. Now use it to protect, as Silvian the Warrior.” Shu said, tossing the blade to the stoat. 

“Very well. But it will take time. The loss of my family takes time to overcome.” 

“The loss of any who shares one’s blood does. I know this well.” Shu said with a nod. “But my dearly departed left me 
with a warning, before he set out on his final mission. ‘Vengeance is beget by Hatred, which molds us into that which we 
hate.’ Hearing this just before he left, I now realize he was prepared to die, though determined not to.” 

“Sounds like a father’s parting words. Not that I would know.” Silvian sighed. “But I will heed them, nonetheless.” 

“Farewell, for now, Prince.” Shu said as Silvian left. 

As the two fighters of the ongoing match entered the room, battered and bruised, Naku grinned as he slipped 
through the door, back out into the ring, as his original red and fiery self. His six tails were trailed by waves of flame 
while two flames were suspended over his hands. One in the ring, he turned around and moon walked to the center, 
before spinning a complete circle and spreading the flames into a ring that shrunk to smoke just before they reached the 
audience. The tip of one of tails was lit like a candle. He licked his finger and pinched the flame. 

“Sssss…” he hissed as the tiny flame was smothered. “Ah’ight. Who gonna tussle wit’ Naku, now?!” 

“I know about you, Zenaku, and you’re kitsune power puts you at an unfair advantage for our fighters.” Cythraul said. 

“Tch. Yeah, right. Dat Nina kitty looks pretty AND pretty tough. Lemme at ‘er.” Naku demanded. 

“Not yet, trickster. She EARNED her way to the next round. You gotta do the same. What say we pit a tag team against 
this wanna-be gangsta?” Cythraul asked as the crowd cheered to the notion. 

“Fine by me, foo’. Send out da fresh meat!” Naku grinned 

At this command, two Langren slowly entered the arena with him, the two directly responsible for trashing his 
dance club and assaulting his DJ. Despite the supposed power difference, a lone kitsune combating two 
divinely-powered Langren did not improve the fight in the spirit of fairness. Regardless, the crowd cheered on Gwillym 
and Heilyn as they approached their ever confident Zenaku. Their eyes glowed with lightning and their fist sparked with 
it as Naku’s body summoned his phoenix fire, which gleamed in his eyes. 

“Ready for a thrashing, pyro punk?” Heilyn smirked. 

“Ready or not, here it comes.” Gwillym added. 

“Dang, dis fresh meat’s all up in mah grill. That means it’s TIME FOR A BARBECUE!!!” Naku shouted as intense flames 
emerged from his body and enveloped him completely. “An da house special; Langren steaks, well done!” 


