Chapter Twenty-Three: 

Not Over Yet

A pair of snaps, followed by a pair of thuds, was all Robert heard. He then heard, “I don’t die that easily. As a matter of fact, I don’t die at all. What you killed was not me, but my Doppelgänger. I summoned it and had it attack you because I knew you would drain all your energy attacking it with blind fury. And now your brother and friend are dead. The funny part is that you can’t do anything about it now!” 


Robert could not speak. He was speechless at what Teneria had done so calmly. His two brothers (he considered Shane a brother) were dead. His parents were dead. Rebecah, Karrie, both gone. His village was destroyed. He had nowhere to run. 

Therefore, he decided he might as well throw it all away here.
 
“If you wish to fight…” Robert said, unsheathing his Havenants. “…fight like a warrior.”

“If you wish to live, run like a coward.” Teneria replied coldly.


“You should be telling yourself that.” Robert said with a smirk. This naturally angered Teneria, which was Robert’s goal. As she did to him, he would attempt to blind her with rage before actually fighting her. Unlike many other people his age, Robert learned from his and other’s mistakes.


“You little brat!” Teneria yelled.


“Ashley, get back. I don’t want you getting hurt…or killed.” Robert said under his breath to Ashley. She simply nodded, and backed off. He then said aloud, “If I am the coward here, then I’m not exactly sure what you are. And I don’t really want to know, either.”


His plan was working. Teneria fumed, and she had only been taunted twice. She blasted a fireball at Robert, but he nimbly dodged.


“Ha! Your aim is as bad as your cowardice.” Robert taunted.


Teneria, rage taking over her, launched two fireballs at Robert, but they both missed. 


“Your aim is pretty bad. Here, I’ll stand still so you can get some decent target practice.” Robert taunted, and he stood still as promised. Teneria screamed with fury and lunged at Robert with a sword comprised of pure yet dark flame. Robert dodged, however, and said, “I didn’t say you could cut me up like a scarecrow. That would be a role reversal.” 


Teneria could take no more. She screamed, “I will cut you open and watch you die slowly! I will teach you never to mess with me, and then I will teach you how to die. You seem to be failing in that subject.”

“I never did like that class…” Robert said, spinning a ball of fire on his finger nonchalantly. He then flicked it at Teneria, but it missed, as he had not attempted to aim it. “Hmm, looks like I need some target practice myself. Hold still for me!” 

He shot a dual stream of fire from both his palms, which caught Teneria off guard. She was unable to dodge, so she had to settle for attempting to block it with a shield of her own, made in the same matter as her sword.

Robert managed to push Teneria up against a wall, where she could back up no more, and the shield began to weaken.


“How…” Teneria struggled to say. “How did you…get your strength back so quickly…?”


“I made you mad by doing nothing but talking, and talking didn’t use enough of my energy, so I was able to recover while you drained all your energy. Sound familiar?” Robert said.


Teneria smiled. “I underestimated you…you are indeed more powerful and wise than I originally thought…”


Robert simply smirked and sarcastically said, “Thanks.”


“Wait, child. I was not done. Allow me to finish. You are more powerful and wise than I originally thought…but that is still not enough!” Teneria replied, and she fought Robert’s attack off and made him lose his balance. This left her with an opening for an attack.


She lunged at him with another fire blade, which hit him in his arm. He screamed with pain and dropped his Havenants as Teneria twisted the blade around. As he attempted to stifle his screaming, she yanked the blade out and let Robert fall to the ground. Robert attempted to cover the gash in his arm with his free hand, but he was not able to stop the river of blood that was flowing freely out of his arm. He fought to keep consciousness, but lost the battle. He fell to the ground, motionless.


“Never let your guard down.” Teneria said. All of a sudden, she screamed with pain herself.


“You should be telling yourself that.” Ashley quoted as she shot another bolt of electricity at Teneria.


“Agh…I see that this battle is being drawn out far more than it needs to be. So I need to end this now…” Teneria said, staggering up from where she knelt attempting to endure the electricity.


“End it, then. Kill yourself. It will save me the trouble.” Ashley said, forming two orbs of pure electricity in her palms.


Before Ashley attacked, though, Teneria asked, “What did you say your name was, child? For some reason I feel the need to know.”


Ashley simply replied with her name. “Ashley.”


“Ashley, eh? Are you an orphan?” 


“Y—yes.” This caught Ashley off guard because she had never told anyone she was an orphan.


“When did your parents die? I hate to be intrusive, but as I said, I simply must know.” Teneria said with a smirk.


“They died a year after I was born. I was raised by my friend’s parents.”


“Hmm. What is your surname?”


“Smith. It’s Ashley Smith.”


“No, no, no, your real surname, not that piece of drivel they assigned you when you went to live with that friend of yours’ parents.”


Ashley hesitated. She had never told anyone her real surname, either. However, she figured she may as well tell the person she was about to kill.


“My real surname is Insizel. My real name is Eshla Ulai Insizel.”


“Eshla Ulai Insizel. You do bear a striking resemblance, you know. And Ashley sounded familiar when I heard your redhead friend there speak it.” Teneria said, pointing at where Robert laid on the ground. However, he was no longer there. Teneria did not take action at this, though, as she knew that an injured Robert posed half the thread an uninjured Robert did. Teneria said to herself, “Half of zero is still zero…” 


“Wha—what do you mean by ‘a striking resemblance?’” Ashley said, caught very off guard.


“You know, kids these days don’t pay any respect to their elders. I thought in the year I had you, I raised you better.”

“Y—you don’t mean…”


“Is it that hard to grasp?”


“You…the embodiment of pure evil in my eyes…the killer of two of my best friends…the slayer of the only person I ever loved…are my own kin…”


“For the first time in your short life, you are right. Now, excuse me while I commit filicide…”
