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DRUIG WAS RIGHT, WE CAN'T TRUST YOU!

Those had been some of his last words to Ajak. Accusations, spiteful

comments. He'd regretted on multiple occasions the way he'd talked

to her, but this was di erent. Before, he'd tried to let himself believe

that one day he would be able to ask for her forgiveness. It was too

late now. She was gone. Forever. He could never laugh with her again,

she would never heal his stupid injuries again, she would never worry

for any of them again. She was dead.

Ikaris had never been known for his delicacy but he'd reached a new

level with that. Just blurting out that their Prime Eternal was dead

was something he hadn't expected, not even from him. Was he really

so insensitive as to say something of the sort? If at least he had the

decency to look a tiny bit sad, then Pollo might have forgiven him,

but he'd used this as an argument to keep his attention and that was

all. It wasn't anything more than tactical to him. Sersi, at least, had

looked at the ground as those words had been spoken, a grieving

look on her face. She'd always deserved more than Ikaris.

He expected the cold anger to take over him, filling his lungs with

frost, but it didn't. It was quite the contrary, actually. In his veins, he

could feel the blood boiling, the metallic taste making its way into his

mouth. Only now did he notice that he'd been biting his tongue. He

was scared he might start crying, still a strange thought was starting

to make him believe that it wasn't tears that would come from his

eyes but blood. He couldn't quite explain it but he was suddenly

aware of the way his heart beat, of the blood pumping through his

veins, keeping him alive. Because he was alive. In the last few weeks,

a few years, he'd questioned it all. He'd wondered if it wasn't a

dream. He knew it wasn't now. Ajak was dead. He could die as well.

He didn't want to die. Not... really.

He sighed as he opened the door, taking o  the chain and letting the

duo in. "Okay. Come in."

Dragon must have felt how distressed he was, because he started

purring as he rubbed himself against his legs. Pollo patted his head

though he was still a bit distracted, how Sersi didn't miss the gesture.

"You have a cat," she cooed, kneeling in front of the animal.

A strange chuckle that sounded a bit too much like a sob for his liking

passed through his lips. "Yeah. His name is Dragon."

"Dragon the cat?" Repeated Ikaris, judgmental as always, raising an

eyebrow.

"Yeah." Once more, his voice seemed to break, so he cleared his

throat trying to hide it. "I have to go to the bathroom, but make

yourself at home, okay? And... I don't know, just don't snoop around

or... steal my cat."

He didn't wait for an answer before bolting away. When he entered

the bathroom, he didn't mean to slam the door, he really didn't, but

he did anyway. He locked the door behind him and almost

immediately let himself fall to the ground, his hand on his mouth to

try and silence his sobs. Tears were rolling down on his cheeks,

sizzling and bowling as they did so. It was as though he was drowning

in cold water, a stabbing pain in his lungs and heart as he tried to

fight for his life. Why was he crying? He couldn't remember. He was

crying again. Why?

Ajak was dead. Dead. She was dead. No. She couldn't be. Ajak

couldn't die. She was an Eternal. The Prime Eternal. She could heal

any injury. Ikaris and Sersi were wrong. It wouldn't have been the first

time Ikaris was wrong. Ajak couldn't be dead. If she was dead, then so

were they. She was supposed to outlive them. To outlive Pollo. No,

no, no. He shouldn't be crying. He was wasting his tears. Crying for

somebody who wasn't even dead. She had to be alive. He should've

gotten to talk to her one last time. To apologize. If she was dead then

he could never do any of that. She was alive, she was alive, she was

alive. She couldn't abandon him like that. She'd never abandoned

him before. She would never do that to him.

He wanted Ikaris, Sersi and their bad news gone. What made them

think that they could just show up at his apartment and lie to him

about Ajak's death? Was this some kind of joke? Did they find it funny

to toy with people's feelings? Had he been so cruel the last time he

saw them that now they'd decided it was their turn to be cruel?

Though he wouldn't put it past Ikaris to do such a thing, he didn't

believe Sersi capable of such cruelty. She would never lie about such

a thing. And the look she'd had when Ikaris had spoken Ajak's name...

So she was dead. She was really dead. No. Yes. Maybe. She couldn't

be dead, but she was. How? Why? He should've known. He should've

known that she was going to die. Or maybe he already did. These last

few days he'd been thinking a lot more about Ajak... But that meant

nothing, of course. His nightmares were all dumb. Only a few days

ago he'd dreamt that Ikaris was pushing him o  a cli , which was

rather unlikely. He couldn't think. He had to focus. But on what? Ajak.

Ajak was dead. Dead. How? Why? No. He was spiraling. He had to

stop. He had to dry his tears and ask the other Eternals what had

happened.

Kingo and Sprite were downstairs. He'd missed them. How had they

reacted to the news? Had they cried as well? What about Thena and

Gilgamesh? Would this make her Mahd Wy'ry worse? So many

questions he might never get the answer to. He had to stand up, spit

out the blood in his mouth and dry his tears. Ikaris and Sersi would

start getting worried. Well, maybe not Ikaris, but still. But as he was

about to stand, a horrible pain in his head made him fall right back on

the ground. No, no, no. It wasn't the right time for one of those

flashes linked to his memory loss.

He saw images, heard voices, nothing new. Expect that this time more

than the others he noticed Ajak's voice. She was healing him. He'd

gotten bitten by a Deviant in a fight. No. That wasn't quite true. He'd

let himself be bitten. Why? Why not? He'd been tired of everything.

Ajak tells him that he's fine as he is and doesn't need changing. His

thoughts start spiralling. Druig enters the room. A flash of yellow light

makes everything disappear.

He groaned as the headache seemed to get worse. He really did hate

Druig for putting him through so much pain. Why did he have to lock

away his thoughts? Why couldn't he just use his powers to calm him

instead? Things were always more complicated than they needed to

be with Druig. He tried to take a deep breath, massaging his temples.

He stood up with some di iculty, his legs still shaking. He looked at

his reflection in the mirror, something he'd always hated, and

suddenly realized that he'd clawed at his skin, using his nails to

scratch his arms until they were bleeding. He didn't remember doing

anything of the sort and only now did he start feeling the pain, so he

theorized that he must've done it out of pain when he'd gotten the

flashes.

He made sure to clean his face and arms, trying to calm down before

he le  the bathroom. He didn't want Ikaris and Sersi to see him weak

and doubt his abilities as an Eternal. Until he got another moment

alone, he would have to keep his emotions buried deep inside of him.

Passing a trembling hand in his hair, he unlocked the door and

walked back to the living room.

There, Sersi was playing with Dragon, who apparently hated Ikaris as

he kept hissing at him whenever he tried to get close. Pollo let himself

lean against the wall, a tired look on his face. From what he'd

understood before, the Deviants were back. But how many? And what

had they meant when they'd said that they'd changed? It seemed

impossible that they were still here, as they'd supposedly killed them

all a long time ago. Then again, not so long ago there had been a

purple titan on Earth, so maybe they'd come from another planet.

"Talk," he ordered, this time more than aware of how harsh he

sounded. He didn't care anymore.

"We don't know much," Sersi admitted. "But a Deviant attacked me

and Sprite in London. Expect that this time it could heal itself. We

think... we think that a er killing Ajak, the Deviants got her powers."

He raised an eyebrow, sending a quick glance towards Ikaris who, for

once, had stayed silent. "Really? Could they do that before?"

"Maybe. Deviants hardly ever kill Eternals, you know that," she

continued. "We think that they're going a er the others to take their

powers as well. That's why we're reassembling the team. Together,

we could kill them and protect each other all at the same time."

"Was this your idea? Or his?" He questioned, nodding at Ikaris.

"Does it really matter?" Snapped the man, which was really the only

answer Pollo needed. "Didn't you feel the earthquake?"

"There was an earthquake?" He frowned before then looked at Sersi

who confirmed it with a sharp nod. "Weird. I must've slept through it.

But what's the link with the Deviants?"

"Something's happening to Earth," explained Sersi. "We don't know

what. We hoped Ajak might be able to help us, but..."

"Have you thought about talking with Phastos? He's always been the

smart one. I'm sure he knows what's happening," suggested Pollo.

"Yes, but before we wanted to check on Thena and Gilgamesh, make

sure the earthquake hadn't triggered her. We started going to Kingo

because we knew he might help with the transport."

He let silence settle into the room for a few seconds. His mind was

still hard to control, his thoughts spiralling. However, he'd seemed to

have calmed down for a bit. That was, of course, before he realized

what they'd insinuated.

"Wait, if Thena was your number one priority, why did you come to

me first?"

He didn't miss how Sersi looked at Ikaris before she answered. "Last

time we saw you, you weren't... very well. We knew you decided to

isolate yourself, so it made you an easy prey for the Deviants," she

spoke, carefully choosing her words. "And Kingo was worried about

you a few years back, so he'd managed to find out where you lived

now. It was quicker to come see you first."

He wasn't fooled by what she'd said. He could see it clear in her eyes

that she was wondering the same thing as him. He walked towards

Ikaris, pushing him against the wall and slowly making his

temperature get higher. The two other Eternals seemed equally

surprised by the sudden act of violence.

"It was you, wasn't it?" He asked though he didn't wait for an answer.

"What do you want from me?"

"Nothing," the man said, trying to defend himself. "I know we don't

always see eye-to-eye, but I value your strategies and inputs. You're a

good soldier, Pollo. I wanted to know if you knew whether we would

win or not."

The way he'd phrased it was strange. He couldn't quite put a finger on

what bothers him in the sentence, but he knew that Ikaris was

playing with his words, trying to hide something without really lying.

The problem was that he ignored why he would do such a thing.

Reluctantly, he let go of Ikaris, taking a step back.

"I know you're lying," he warned. "Just because I don't know about

what doesn't mean I'll start trusting you."

Ikaris sco ed, an insult on the tip of his tongue, ready to be used,

however he swallowed his words when he saw the worried

expression on Sersi's face. He sighed, shaking his head like it would

make whatever words he'd thought of saying disappear. Pollo, on the

other hand, had no one to impress. He'd been wanting to fight, to

release his anger for so long. It was like his rage had become a whole

being, stuck inside of his body and trying to tear through the skin so it

could escape. Ikaris was an easy target. He wouldn't try to fight back

in front of Sersi and there were many ways he could insult him. A er

all, it was rather easy to anger him.

There was a taste of blood and poison in Pollo's mouth. He could

almost taste the insults he wanted to spit in Ikaris' face. They

caressed his tongue, made him chuckle. All he needed was to let his

lips part for them to be set free, attacking everybody around him. The

worst of all was that he knew very well it would make him feel better

to let his anger take over him. He probably wouldn't regret it either.

Then, Druig's face made its way into his mind, as it always did. For a

second, Pollo's rage was tamed. Not because Druig managed to calm

him the way Sersi did with Ikaris, but because a certainty had

appeared in his mind, they were reuniting the Eternals. Whether they

wanted to or not, he and Druig would have to meet again. And when

that time would come, he wanted all of his rage to be thrown at him.

Even when he wasn't there, Druig made him miserable. With the

flashes of past memories taken from him or just the knowledge that

Druig had never liked the way Pollo had, the mind controller had

became more of a ghost than a memory. He haunted him daily,

whispering hollow promises into his ear and caressing with a cold

breath his neck. Had the ghost not been dead for years, Pollo

would've killed him. But now... Now, he could face the real Druig once

more. He would start by being honest, because Druig didn't deserve

something to so en the blow, then he would the venom spill out of

his mouth and burn his skin.

Ikaris was worthless. He didn't deserve his anger. What had he ever

done to him anyway that made Pollo hate him so much? It might

have just been Druig's disdain that had been passed onto him. Still,

he tried to shake o  the feeling. He didn't particularly wanted to hate

Ikaris. Not when he now knew that his hate could be used for a

greater purpose. That greater purpose being his vengeance over

Druig, of course.

From the corner of his eye, he noticed Sersi approaching him. His first

instinct was to push her away, to run away, to forget this apartment

and find a new town to live in, but Dragon was standing in front of her

and he didn't want to hurt either of them. She let her fingers touch

his shirt, though it seemed she was scared she would burst into flame

if she came too close. She might. Who knew?

"Pollo... are you okay? You seem a little bit... o ."

A thought occurred to him. Had the other Eternals been aware that

Druig had been playing with his mind? He doubted he would've told

them, but they must have noticed something. Had some theories.

Why wouldn't they try to warn him? Or maybe they had and Druig

had just erased it from his mind. No. He was making him into this big

villain when he knew very well that Druig, though what he'd done

had been messed up, was convinced he was helping him. If more

than one Eternals had come to him saying they feared for Pollo's

mental health, then he might've stopped. Or not. Druig never did

anything other than what he wanted to do. And, anyway, wasn't one

of the main thing about villains was that they were convinced that

they were doing good things? Saving the world? He needed to stop

thinking about Druig. Villain, hero or else.

"Yeah, just..." he hesitated, knowing his next words might hurt more

than he intended for them to. "Ajak... Did you... Did you throw her a

funeral at least? Said a few words?"

She seemed surprised by the question and struggled with her words.

Her eyes were sad, guilty, as Dragon rubbed himself against her legs

before walking towards Pollo. She glanced at Ikaris, silently asking for

help, though he didn't seem to know what else to say either. It was a

strange sight, the great Ikaris at a loss of words. He'd known before

speaking up that his words wouldn't make anything better, but he'd

wanted to know. And their lack of an answer was enough for him. He

wouldn't force them to try speaking up any longer, it was too cruel,

even for him. He lazily li ed his hand in front of them, a tired smile on

his lips.

"It's okay. I know," he admitted. "She doesn't need a grave anyway.

She needs revenge. I'll help you as much as I can, even if I can't do

much. You have my word that I will do whatever is necessary to

avenge Ajak."

Sersi smiled back at him, though Ikaris seemed a bit uncomfortable

for whatever reason. Pollo sure hoped he wasn't jealous. Sersi took

his hands into hers and though the freezing anger that let frost into

his veins was still there, the act warmed him up a little.

"Thank you, Pollo," she spoke. "But if you want to come with us,

you'll have to change."

He looked down at his clothes, or rather, pyjamas, a smirk on his face.

He was glad to see them again. He'd missed them. And he couldn't

wait to broke Druig into billion of little pieces.
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