Shin was alone. This was not a rare thing, it was the norm but what wasn't was a change of scenery, or in this case location. Shin didn't know it, but through some means he didn't even feel or know about, he was somewhere he wasn't ever before. The only difference between both locations were its scent. Most of it, a concoction of various forest based things, was the same to Shins senses, other than the familiar scent of running water. Water made Shin slightly nervous for very personal reasons and despite his affinity for it. Seeing the scented water from a distance did make Shins tall somewhat hulking frame heavily pace towards the source. A stream, a wide one but not very deep. You would have to be a child to be harmed by such a thing and for this Shin was slightly thankful. 
Swimming was always an awful temptress but bodies of water such as these were impossible for one such as him to swim in thus, The risk Shin knew of was nonexistent. That did not stop Shin from doing another particular thing he didn't have to do but did anyway. It was the reason those four odd pointed rag covered hands of Shin moved and adjusted the cloth about his arms to a tight point, the make of said cloths luckily not revealing any physical trait beyond them but to anyone else looking, the bindings seemed incredibly uncomfortable then and there. Something stopped Shin right in his tracks from his original intent however, a single lonesome Salmon swimming in circles. The fish stuck out amongst the dull colors of the stream and continued swimming circles before casually turning one way and moving downstream. 
Watching it go, Shin couldn't help but find himself oddly transfixed by the Salmon and thus followed it at a distance the fish would not immediately flee and he'd be able to keep his eyes on it. One day, two days, three, Shin followed the single Salmon each day, stopped when it stopped to watch it swim in circles then move further downstream, were on the final third day, the fish passed away.
Standing before the floating dead Salmon on that dying day, Shin wondered in his head if he instantly knew the fishing was dying when he say it and decided to keep it company. Signs of living rot as Salmon are apt to have in their dying days was prevalent about the fish, and to a powerful sense of scent like Shins, not even the water could hide that subtle necrotic smell of a dying creature. Looking ahead from the dead Salmon, the air about Shin was one of deep thought. Serious consideration on what to do with the three day 'traveling companions' body was done and in the end? Shin opted to carefully lift the dead fish from the water and carry the deceased Salmon below a tree not far from the stream with both of his hands. 
Water Burials were never practical, so a burial on ground was the best option and while awkwardly kneeling, Shin carefully cradled the dead Salmon in one arm and used his other to dig a hole. Once it was deep enough for Shin, he set the dead Salmon in it and carefully put the dirt atop it, standing up and bowing his to pay a quiet respect for the Fish. Once finished, Shin lifted his head and spent a moment half trying to remember what exactly he was doing before following the Salmon and half contemplating why he really just followed it for three days. 
Both answers came to him quickly, the first making him turn back towards the stream while the second made him internally sigh. Reminders were fickle things, especially when they came to hazy memories of the past. Regardless, once more Shin stood before the stream and slowly, awkwardly, knelt down once more. The purpose of this act? First off, re-tighten the rags about his arms, second, dip his right hand into the water and lastly, bring the water up to that hood covered hidden face. Water dripped and slipped from the clasp of Shins hand, faint uncomfortable sounds of drinking the water took place, and this process was repeated by Shin a few times.
Information flooded Kazami’s brain. New information, senses receiving new sights and smells. It was a place the mage hasn’t been before, yet it didn’t feel as natural as the explorations he went through. He didn’t decide to go here. His original destination was something completely different. “The universe shifted.” Quiet spokes fell upon deaf ears. His magical domain had been retracted; its usual expansions held back to avoid unneeded exposure. The grass felt alive, the air being cold to his skin. Whatever it was, the thread of destiny he felt earlier had forced him here. It was fate, as one could say. Kazami parted the spacing of his robe, the jet-black fabric shimmering against the light with a sheen of gold. 
From gold to red, the clothing transitioned, sigils appearing in the air behind for a moment before fading back into invisibility. There had been a total of six sigils, with their core being the shape of different objects; a book, a staff, a wand, a pair of gauntlets, a shield, along with a pair of gloves. Kazami’s breathing would settle, having reduced the uncertainty he had felt earlier to a manageable degree. His steps would be slow, glowing slight as boots depressed the grass. After each step, the glow would disappear, returning the grass back to its original, untouched self. His senses had devolved to that of a regular human – undesired, yet unfortunate as there was a force intertwined in this place resulting in that nagging want to expand his magical control once again. Where was he that he wasn’t unable to freely manipulate the mana around with a single thought? 
Onyx hues analyzed his surroundings, search magic being cast which each flick of his gaze. Nothing near so far, at least, nothing to worry about. The air felt cold, yet the sound of running water in the distance had drawn the mage’s attention. Thoughts raced as he slowly made his way towards the source. Running water usually resulted in civilization, so perhaps he would find something there. His breathing slowed, existence fading as he used his magic to hide his presence as best as he could. Who was it that he could feel? A single individual was somewhere near the source, having ticked off his search magic with power completely different in scale to their surroundings. As he grew closer, he passed by the last brush across the tree line, his figure stopping to stand just in front. His hands waved once; causing white fabric adorned with a pair of intricate circles to cover his fair skin. As onyx hues stared at the figure settled within the river’s bed, his lips parted, words intertwined with magic. “Where is this place.” His voice carried with magic became loud, loud enough for the being to hear. 
And drank..and drank...and drank. Handful after handful of the clean water was scooped and slowly brought to Shins unseen face, a subtle slow comfort that only few knew of. The only thing that stopped this was a sound, a singular sound that made Shins hidden ear twitch and quite suddenly, he was still as stone. Less than a second after this stillness, Shins head turned upward, awkwardly angling to look over one shoulder then the next, before looking forward. A single sound, then right after it, silence and then Suspicion. It was always silent when Shin was alone. Animals avoided him for one reason or another, and his time among populated civilizations was...well, it was a thing but one that didn't happen often. 
It was why the singular noise From an unknown source suddenly sprouting into and out of existence in barely enough time to register it did NOT sit well with Shins mind, no, Especially when it wasn't exactly windy where he was. Being on edge didn't exactly describe Shins person just incredibly wary and guarded. Ordaining to look around the area he knelt one more time, a long breathy sigh left his lips before he tilted his head down and looked at the water he once drank from. It might seem like a simple 'look', but in truth? Shin was looking for the signs of why he didn't exactly swim in water freely. 
Head moving at different angles every second or so, this small process ended in Shin eventually lowering himself close enough to the water Were he could sniff it. He did this once, paused, did this again then sat upright again. Lingering microscopic traces, ones that'd quickly fade which meant he could take a few more sips before stopping. This Shin was about to do but was stopped dead in his tracks.
"!?" Louder and louder the Voice boomed and quite suddenly, Much too swiftly for a being as big as Shin, he was no longer leaning. Standing upright, Shin was well over eight feet and aside from this There was something imposing about him even with his body being covered in those black rags. That aside, Shin turned his head towards the cause of this loud sound, no, Voice and from a distance, came face to face with Kazami. The posturing of Shin told a story itself, Laced with audible vocalizations that were guttural, slightly growling, standoffish but most importantly defensive; 
Shin did not like getting snuck up on, it was rare of him to get snuck up on and being snuck up on by Kazami had him SLIGHTLY Spooked in an odd sort of way. Just how was it this Human, or what Shin believed was a human, had done that without him knowing? Snuck up on him so soundlessly? What's more, how had Kazami quite literally BOOMED out his words so loudly? Shin didn't know, even if it was hard to tell he didn't. Whether this all translated to outright hostility was hard to tell, even with that posturing it wasn't a pose of direct assault, and what's more those words finally registered to Shins mind. 
This registration caused Shins head to physically and visibly tilt to one side before straightening itself, body moving with it as said head moved to look from Kazami and over the forest itself. "A Forest." Sarcasm or a joke? No, the deep voice of Shin lacked those things, the statement was dead serious! "How did you reach me without me knowing, and how did you do that with your voice? Make it so loud..." Despite his better judgement and instinct, Shin couldn't help but question how Kazami got past his normally on point senses and did that with his voice or tie in that that Sound he heard before was the mage as the tension lined need to know was posed.
There was a height difference between the two that even Kazami could gather from the distance between them. Still, there wasn’t a falter in his stance – even in the past, he had fought against goliaths and giants alike. He was at a measly five foot nine, his figure encased in a heavy magus robed adorned with multiple sigils, those other than the ones from before. “A spell.” There was no explanation other than that, as Kazami had little to know interest in elaborating any further. “By your lack of precision within your answer…” 
The mage would give a glance to the area surrounding Shin. “…have you been thrown in here?” Although the threads of fate weren’t visible, he could feel it. Something was guiding him to this giant, yet he had no idea whether it was for good or bad tidings. His gloved fingers clenched for a brief moment, dispersing some mana around him. To scatter, to saturate. Quite different from the expansion of his magical domain, it would allow him to at least extend his senses to a more comfortable degree. “The threads of fate would dictate for our meeting. For it to be so strong that we would both be sent awry within the universe, into a place like this.” 
He didn’t know the past of the giant in front of him, yet he couldn’t drop his guard. For destiny to weave their meeting, the giant must not be of normal descent. For someone like him, who could manage to evade even the greater deities of the multiverses he delves into, his attachment to this universe wasn’t easy to manipulate. Shin’s causality, it must have a meaning important enough for them to exist in the same place. “You. Who are you.” His fingers would flex, expression shifting to one of seriousness as he decided there and then; if he did not decide to answer in a matter that would satisfy the mage, Kazami must cut the threads of destiny himself. 
Did Shin hear that right? A Spell? Perhaps the man before him was toying with him and meant spelled out words but, no, the tone of his voice said otherwise. "Magic." Just like...The King. The thought unsettled Shin profusely as The King had during their first meeting. Shin was lucky he got out of that whole mistake and a half alive really, and that was saying something given WHAT he was. "Thrown...Spell...You speak vaguely and in slight riddles and it...makes my head hurt." Not because he hated the words themselves but because, well to put it plainly? Shin was a Simple individual. Overthinking was something he did, Complicated topics he knew about were a thing, but in general? He lived, he lived with what was in front of him and he tried to live with the rules he set for himself. Regardless, the slight discomfort in his head was displayed by one of those four fingered arms coming up, pressing against the hood covered side of his face, clutching, then unclutching.
"I do not understand anything you are saying but, if we were...'thrown' here as you say, then what is so bad about it?" Shin let that question sit for a second. "It's Peaceful here. You can walk without trouble and even when there are no animals there is..." Shin paused and looked at the spot he had buried the fish in. An air of sadness hung over him but he sighed it out as that once clutching hand flopped back down to his side. "...Life here, and is that so bad? Is that so...complicated, Human?" A couple of things slipped then and there the first and most obvious being Shin perhaps ALLUDING to the fact he Might not be human with what he called Kazami. 
The second and third were more inner things, namely the fact that, like usual, talking out loud did somewhat overtake the former guarded wary disposition Shin had before. Mentally chastising himself for this as he always did the third was something Shin was just realizing now and it was the lack of Fear Kazami was showing him. This wasn't a bad thing necessarily, Despite his imposing figure, Shin didn't go out of his way to actually try to scare others. That was unnecessary and often worse than if he didn't but Shin was privy to the fact that when he was around 'others', a sense of fear or dread tended to hang above them until he spoke. 
Shin didn't like that one bit but, Kazami somehow not showing any hint of it didn't make him worry but more made him uneasy in a way he hadn't felt in a while. A question was posed to Shin though and with it a posture on Kazamis part Shin also didn't like. It made Shin shift one of his feet back, Defensively mind you, but for those looking at it from a distance, the gesture was hard to read. "Shin." His name and nothing else because he wasn't sure if he should ask Kazami his name or not...
Kazami bided his time as Shin spoke. It wasn’t uncommon, although he wasn’t sure that the being in front of him was a goliath or giant; their larger-than-norm encompassed more than just their figure. Speech, thought, and even movement. That said, the one in front held more than just the norm – he could feel the power hidden within, as much as Shin tried to hide it. “Although it’s quiet, I wasn’t intending to be here in the first place.” His gaze was sharp, his brain calculating as he held his stance. “A place like this, it isn’t normal.” 
He wasn’t referring to the landscape and life that Shin had explained. No, he was more referring to the abnormal manipulation of magic around them. Even if this was a place barren with mana, just the very concept of magic seemed to be restricted. With the introduction thrown, the mage paused. “…Kazami.” It was obvious, a being like him, although comical, wouldn’t simply be referring to the name of a body part. “The more I look at you, the more I read our threads.” His eyes glowed for a moment, amber in color as trails tracked with each movement. “This peace you see and look at. It doesn’t exist.” 
As he understood more, there was less of a reason to believe it was as simple as ‘existing’ here. “This place, it was made for you and me.” A quiet exhale came from the mage; his gaze returning to their obsidian sheen. “Although I’m unsure on the specifics that the universe is pressing upon us…” The magic around him would stiffen, mana energizing as he kept his focus on Shin. “…I sure as hell don’t think it’s as peaceful as you think.” The moment he ended his words, the area around him would darken and sink into the ground – in exchange, a radius of five feet would extend from Shin’s position, condensing the water around him into viscous sludge. If he were to stay any longer, chains would fly out to subdue his movement.
"Does that automatically mean either of us must impoet on this place or the other? Even if it isn't normal...?" Not normal and yet, not like how Shin was saying. Something about the way Kazami said that alarmed Shin. Magic...Not normal... "What are you seeing that I am not...Kazami..." Not a familiar name but the way it sounded, rolled out of his mouth, It reminded Shin of where he came from, somewhere he always had mixed feelings about. Threads, again Kazami said that word and that made Shin take a step back. "What are you saying, Kazami? It's been here since before either of us got here." 
The Peace, as metaphor and 'fate' and all of that was lost to Shin, but what wasn't was the changing of Kazamis eyes. Fear. Fear hung over Shin then and there because changing eyes were Never a good thing. The next comment was something Shin could only describe as Lunacy. Kazami...was he insane? Saying and asking such things out loud was normally not a good thing to do and elicited a really bad reaction most of the time but even beneath the rags that covered Shins person, Kazami probably could feel Shin wondering that. One last thing said against Peace and as Shin stepped back once more, he was going to try and appeal to Kazami...
"I don't-.....?! ERGH!!!!!!" ...But that never came to be. Sludge formed below Shin, and as quick as he sunk, his feet stepped out Easily, but as to the chains? "RAAA!!!! GGGRRR......RRRRRRR...!!!!!" Their immediate touching and binding of Shin was like ensnaring a wild animal. Upon being touched, Shins head bolted to look at the first, closest hand angling to smack it away only for one more to form, be smacked, then two more which were smacked but two came at the same time, more, and suddenly, it was as if Shin was thrashing for his life! 
Unorganized, uncomfortable and yet...there was something more to it. Though stretched out uncomfortably to the maxed and popping continuously, Shins fingers managed to snag or hold back these chains one way or another and even though he was sinking again, Shin was on his feet and breathing deeply. A low guttural inhuman Growl left the depths of shins body as well as a subtle soft fleshy sound and a plip right after. Plip, plip, plip.... Falling from Shins hooded head were small red droplets of blood onto the murky ground below in a small spread out pattern. 
"...Stop...Please...." Incredibly low words were said as Shins body shook a bit from keeping the chains at bay but became privy to a fact MORE of them could form. "...Stop...Stop..." Each word came out lower, and with this, Visible movements of Shins chest area pulling back, as well as some sort of movement along his back and down below, were drops of blood continued to fall, well, it might just be because of those drops but...the way they connected to each other seemed too...Deliberate...
Unless Shin attempts to clear out the chains, the power of darkness would seep deep within the water, attempting to drag him under into the void. There were no more words said about by the mage as Shin cried out, his visage dropping as he resolved himself to this possible fight. That hidden power he sensed from Shin using his secondary sight? He knew it was there, but how will it be used? His lips pursed as he raised his hands up once again, the gloves vanishing to become replaced with a pair of metal gauntlets. 
The gauntlets themselves were shrouded in sparks of electricity; scattering and breathing as he drew the mana around him once again. If it was years before, he would’ve expected nothing to occur from that sight of his; yet it wasn’t as simple as the giant had displayed. “I apologize. It seems like I should’ve been a lot more relentless.” An apology spoken with nothing but pity, holding the tone of mercy instead of actual sorrow. The expression he held hardened as he looked up into the sky. His hands clapped, forming lightning chains between them before he slammed them against the ground. 
The lightning scattered, enveloping his body in the process. “Spirits of Lightning, I seek thee…” The mage would whisper, mana intertwined with each word as he began to chant. If given the chance, he’d finish his sentence, causing a recollection of all the lightning he produced to coalesce into an elemental storm. “…come forth, Spirit of Thunder!” There’d be a brief surge, the air around them holding still as an incredible thunderbolt slammed down to reveal a four-foot-tall spirit made of lightning and thunder. 
What was once murky muddy water Shin found he could at least step out of became a void of black that, despite Shins displayed incredible strength, sucked in his feet deeper when he stepped out of it. Blackness, sightlessness, Shin did not like that, the feeling of not being able to see anything Even with his particular grand set of physical senses. 
The Night at least had the mood reflecting the suns rays, but utter light blinding darkness? No, a thousand times no, whatever Gods existed no! "Stop....Stop....Stop...STOP....STOP....!!!!!" And then to add to the multitude of things that were ordaining to make Shins day awful on Kazamis part was him summoning a small but powerful figure of thunder and lightning. 
This was too much, too fast, so many things to register and yet, as Shins chest continuously heaved breath after breath through it, just after the elemental was summoned, It concaved too much, with a sudden sharp snapping sound and stayed there. Those plips of blood become a small drove of three dropping from Shins mouth as quite suddenly, his whole body dropped to the dark patch of ground below him. Knees barely off the ground and hands firmly rooted into it, Chains straining under both his weight and strength, even with those rags about his person, Shin looked like an animal then and there...
"...ITTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTT!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!" ...Another crack and Shins chest shifted back to normal but with it? A resounding massive cry from Shins mouth. This was not out of desperation either no, The sheer loudness of the cry spun the very air about Kazami and Shin to life, Concaved the ground beneath it and was a growing cone like shape. It was as if a Monsterously sized beast was Roaring, not out of fear but because it knew its size and roar could do damage from the sheer weight and loudness of it, a loudness that expanded miles out from were the two of them stood! 
The big thing for the roar was the immediate force would break apart and send all those chains flying but along with that? Maybe this would force Kazami and his elemental friend back, maybe it'd do that, nearly burst his ears and disperse the elemental force, or maybe even Nothing at all given Kazamis magical nature, but if it bought Shin time? "Err...FFfrgggkkkk!!!" Well either way, it looked as if that roaring stunt not only caused his blood fall out from his mouth in droves, but also were his neck should have been. 
Pooling beneath him, it became apparent then and there Shins blood was not normal as not only did it not sink into that darkness on it's own whim but it was moving towards Shins right hand. Said right hand was seeping into that darkness and around it as Shins coughing fit become slow ragged calming breathes.
"...Kill...You....." Even when the chains were binding him, even as the darkness was trying to make him sink into that awful black void, Shin told himself not to get mad. To escape, try to flee if he could, but after that shout, that animalistic monstrous Roar, a mental sort of snapping took place and everything was replaced with a rare but unsubtle burning icy rage. Kazami would get what he came for, no doubt, but easily? No, no, not anymore. Shifting in that darkness, Shins right hand moved up and out of it and from it? 
The blood pooled around it made something bubble and form into the palm as it rose. A handle, jagged and jet black colored, nothing organized but something Shins right hand gripped down on firmly and dragged upon as he lifted his foot out from the darkness to step forward, plunging it back in while immediately lifting his other foot to repeat the process. Such was Shins strength that he stepped and pushed through that darkness until he was back to 'normal shore' and with him? A sword fit for his size and obvious strength made from the pooled blood. Well I say sword but it was more of a 'sword' in name. 
The 'blade' in question seemed like it was made of five jagged blunt Dorsal plates of some animal, all jet black color like the handle and well over seven feet tall. What made the makeshift weapon even odder was even when the original spawning pool of blood was gone on account of being used up, blood from Shins hooded head and neck was clearly crawling towards it, not adding onto the 'blade' but, giving it SOMETHING at least, something unseen...
 "Kill..You...Kill you...Kill you...Kill...You...!!!!!" ...But not for long. Rearing his right side back a bit, Shin suddenly swung the 'blade' in an arc across himself and though the gesture seemed idiotic given even with the blades length, it was much too small to cut the distance between them but thus was why Shin added more blood to the 'sword': It extended
-Not in a metalloid fashion either mind you, with disgusting extended muscular, flesh, and ligament attachments that made the arching swinging blades path Well over twenty feet in length with the deadliest attribute of the thing being the sheer speed and strength Shin used to swing it. Make no mistake, a normal hit from such a big 'sword' was likely to hurt, but to emphasize on how inhumanly strong Shin was, Even for one his size, well, the swing itself smashed through trees, clumps of ground and rock like they were nothing, forcing the air to form around it and...yeah, it was definitely not a thing Kazami wanted to hit him normally in any way shape or form. Mind you, there were plenty of opening to what Shin did and with Magic on Kazamis side, who was to say even the more Brutish of Brute Force and Strength could put The Arcane Scholar down? Who would know, but as for Shin?
"I'll...Kill...You..." In the back of his head, he was screaming, guilt ridden at the words, even as that spot along his back moved once more, what looked like a small but sharp Bolt of energy sprung from his left leg and with each heartbeat, a delayed Red glow constantly formed and dulled along all parts of Shins rag covered body.
The roar that resonated from Shin drove Kazami’s defenses into overdrive. The scarce mana he had pulled out drove against the soundwaves as it tried to muffle and suppress the pure energy that destroyed along its path. That elemental spirit wasn’t in the best shape, their form faint as it tried to regenerate its spiritual energy. Shin didn’t look at all natural with his movements, the pooling of blood setting off an uncanny alarm as he watched every movement. Spells aligned, mana coalescing once again as he held palms open towards the summoned entity. The sound of lightning resonated from within the spirit, transforming into pure thunder before transferring into Kazami’s frame. Conversion of energies began as the mage overflowed his resources once more, hands clapped before electrifying those gauntlets with a whip-like thunder. 
Energies converged, the mage’s expression hardening as he felt the pressure from the pre-emptive signs of the swing. His hands and arms whipped into a circle, collecting and throwing the overflowing lightning into water that Shin was in. A cage had formed, spherical in nature, with majority of the weight borne to create a wall between the two. Still, there had been only a mediocre effect towards restraining Shin once again, only resulting in suppressing half the explosive energy from his sword swing. Condensation of lightning followed through the attack, reforming and purifying as Kazami transformed into a bundle of thunder upon contact. Much of the electricity dissipated, the remaining reforming into the mage. His electrical aura had waned, the simple swing causing much destruction even as he had attempted to slow or even nullify the amount of force Shin had created. 
Not skipping a beat, the mage threw his hands up in the air, the gloves dissipating before replaced with a book of sorts. The tome in his hand parted, pages flicking as the mage drew upon its power. Energies realized as words floated into the air, dancing for a moment before transforming into reality. It was only for a moment, yet an entire force had been conjured into existence; an entire squadron of knights, akin to that of twenty or so individuals, had appeared from the tome. Another set of magic appeared, words green and red in color floating before settling into Shin and the knights. Those hit with green had gained enhancements, while Shin had been hit with curses. Slowed, weakness, fatigue, these different conditions in the form of words would attempt to worm their way into his skin, transforming into reality if Shin didn’t try to block it with his sword. 
This attempt from the mage was more of a roadblock, as his hands tossed up the book once more to replace it with an archaic wand. The knights took this as cue to stampede towards the giant, their faces crazed as swords and shields would collapse into formation to attack Shin as a distraction. Each one that took an attack collapsed before returning to the nearest soldier to reinforce it once more. A different type of energy would coalesce from within the wand that Kazami had summoned; death itself was being formed, the pure law and essence purifying and condensing into a sphere. If Shin didn’t come to prevent this, then even he wouldn’t be able to avoid becoming heavily wounded and incapacitated.
A Clash of Flesh, a Clash of elements, a clash of forces that was strength and magic ad verbum and what suffered most were pools of energy, Shin himself, and more noticeably, the area the two fought upon. Kazamis efforts were not for naught, for though the sheer strength of Shins 'sword' swing was a mighty weapon, even against the elements Kazami so easily controlled but therein lied one negative to the duel between both of their capabilities; Physicality only went so far, especially against a powerful nigh innumerable force like the elements themselves. 
Such was the case at the tail end of the collision; elements met 'blade', fought once, both to help and strike with their bearers and at the end the 'sword' broke. Blowing up in a small fizzled out squalor of gore, chunks of the dorsal plate 'blade' flew everywhere and it was there Shin let go of the blade as he knew it had been made useless from Kazamis efforts. Speaking of, the hidden head of Shin looked one way then another, stopping when the magic user reformed himself, hands clutching, unseen muscles tensing and bulging as some sort of thought was put into a method of attack.
"...!?!?!?" But all was for naught in that moment, once more, in due part, thanks to Kazami. To those looking in, the Knights seemed like the biggest threat, and truth be told? Shin thought so at first, but like those who might be looking, he was wrong as well simply because the words and curses and runes had swiftly imprinted themselves upon him, without him knowing at first. Rapidly however, Shin knew something was wrong.... "GRAAGGGHHHH!" ...Namely because one of the knights zooming in on him landed a blow Shin should have easily been able to deflect. In fact, Shin went to do that but found himself...slow, too slow, no, more than that; overly too slow, too little eNERGY, too little EVERY physical aspect that should have made the Knights a cakewalk to a thing like Shin. This wasn't good; sure the first sword that cut into his thick leg caused it to bleed but was it debilitating? 
No, Shin had taken worse, but the follow up wave of mystical sword swings was what did it. One spot two spot, three, and so on and so on swung and hit the tall form of Shin over and over and frankly, it looked as if Kazami won.
"GrRRrRrRRRGGGHHHHHHH.....!!!!!" But there was one VERY lucky key Shin had put into play indirectly that'd hopefully save him from this mess of blows and magical power. Recall that pulsing red glow and arc of lightning? Focusing on that made Shin realize that whatever Kazami was doing to significantly hamper his abilities was not working from inside himself fully, and thus that gave Shin the capability to not only let that glow 'grow' in terms of rhythmic pulsating frequencies but also let more of those odd bolts shoot out from points of his body. None of these bolts hit the Knights, even as they closed in to land more blows than Shin could keep track of but if Kazami ordained to just lightly feel them out, see what they were all about? 
They were ALMOST like his lightning in a pure magical form but there was something laced within them, something that told of how they were being generated; radiating nuclear power. "RRRRRAAAGGGHHHHHHHHSSSSSSHHHH!!!!!!!!!" Belting out a cry of agony, fury, and desperation, though he was close to being cut down, Shin had curled his arms inward towards himself only to throw them to either side, rag covered head thrusting upward as what could only be described as a reverberating, radiating, and oval shaped Thermonuclear Pulse flowed forth from the very center of Shins being. Generating this from the very depths of his body and reaching 'critical point' when those thrumming glows basically kept blinking into existence, the Pulse was a mix of purple and red colors, some bright, some noxious, all of that and in-between as it burst out of Shins body and sought to encompass the Knights, force and cause the words and runes on Shins body to go HOPEFULLY go haywire and disintegrate off his body, and possibly hit Kazami if all went well as the pulse expelled outwards in a fifty by fifty foot ovoid shape. 
The damage to the ensuing area unless Kazami did something to completely null the pulse was immediate. Green and brown and other nature colors were turned into an ashen dead grey, the air itself was stripped from the area for half a second, trees were turned into Crumbling towers of radioactive coals, small but glowing clumps of glassed radioactive material were scattered about and lastly, traces of those electrical currents sparked in and out of existence. At the center of it all, successful or not, was Shin.-
- "...N...Nnggh...." He was worse off regardless. The knights had did a number on him, not completely ripping apart his rags but Some of them, revealing chunks of coal colored rigged 'flesh', numerous deep and shallow wounds all over and the worse of them all? Shins right arm nearly being cut off but falling off due to loose traces of his muscle and flesh failing to hold on, his right leg shaking as it stopped itself from buckling, and an unseen but ichor spewing hole situated around his neck. Even if the pulse succeeded fully, Shin physically appeared incapable and at Kazamis mercy... "...Grrrgghhh!" ...But, just as it appeared the wounds mentioned above would fester and fell Shin, something happened. The falling nearly cut off arm paused in its fall and the Veins, ligaments, bone and muscles WHIPPED back to cling together, real in, and reattach it. 
The hole in Shins neck began closing and the leg wound became less shaky as it and the others began to wind back together on part of Shins ludicrous self-regenerating capabilities, even if the regeneration was very much PAINFUL and Shin stood still for now, other than that shifting along his backside, which grew more potent and seemed to be moving Down. All this happened as more of those silent but visible reverbing glows kept springing up from the depths of Shins body and, despite the agony he was in, only grew in visible frequency.
But then there was death, wasn't there? The ultimate factor than most likely couldn't be affected by that Nuclear Pulse and all its power, especially given Shin had not detected or seen it at all during the agony instilled by the Knights and Words, and fury he tried to use to dispel both...
“Invocation: Finger of Death” Kazami’s casting had completed, the infusion of energy from within and surrounding the mage converging into a stream of refined death. Laws, a higher, unadulterated form of magical energy, had been compounded into that singular beam, a mere singular percentage being capable of amplifying a spell to the next few stages. That moment of execution came a mere second after Shin’s explosive maneuver, the sharp bolt of compounded killing technique thundering out to split his explosion in half. 
There was quieting, a second of silence as they made contact. The spell would part that wave like the Red Sea, triangular in nature as it bulldozed its energies to target Shin. The sheer force of the giant’s attack slowed its progression, whittling a death-bound attack into more of a wounding attack. Still, with the Knights having done as much as they could, such spells would sincerely be difficult to avoid. 
The moment it would strike the giant, the attack would transcend the physical plane. Mismatched in nature, the Law of Death would attack both the spirit and body, equal in nature as it attempted to erase his very existence through pure annihilation of each aspect. That second passed, the shockwaves passing by the mage, his robe fluttering as his defensive spells broke layer by layer. It reached him, his figure reeling back after his cast as Kazami hurled up blood. The secondary effects of Shin’s explosion still proved to be dangerous for him, having caused internal damage to the mage after his cast. 
His arms were shaky, his legs screaming to fall. He could sense his insides curling with pain as his artifacts diverted their attention to providing protection to the mage’s deteriorating form. Those shattered barriers would mend with time, slowly, for each passing second. Seventy-two barriers, destroyed yet attempting to recover. Still, with a stand, his attention, although blurry, had been kept on the fighter. His lips parted, another string of murmurs beginning once again as he converged every single ounce of magical energy into another spell. The last feasible one he could cast before he would fall. 
It would take five seconds to finish his cast, enough time for the fighter to intervene. “Invocation: Soul Drain”. Like a coin, there was always another face. With death came life, and he used his remaining energy to siphon the giant’s wilting source. Pure magical energy that originated from the mage would pressure around Shin, invading his pores as they attempted to draw out the inner energy from within the giant, creating a link as it would converge back to Kazami if allowed.
"....!!!!!!!!!!!" It was a kind of pain Shin had not experienced since fighting The King. A wound of flesh, and something else, A telling attack like the last one if we can be honest but one that HURT, one that deafened Shins ears and made every ounce of his being feel pain. Such was what happened when you aimed for both, ones physical body and their soul and they could not Defend against it inwardly. It left Shin utterly shocked, body tilting back on the spot it stood, head jutting upward from the shock of it all as all of his giant frame shook. 
Such was this pain that the regeneration of previous wounds and others went haywire, twisting and turning and still healing but at a slower even more painful pace. Everything was almost set up for Kazamis imminent victory...Almost. Shins body began to tilt backwards, legs bending slightly as it became apparent he was falling, body of physicality and soul wracked with utter torment and yet, Neither gave up, no. 
The animal that was Shin, though he could not directly see the magic Kazami was importing on reality, could feel it in the air. A 'sickening' unnatural force to his very senses that spelled Death to Shin and yet there was little that looked like it could stop It as Shins body fell further back, and back...and back...
BOOOOOOOFFFFFFFROOOOSH! SHRRRRRRRKKKKKKKSHHHHHKLLEE! KRRRRASSSSSSSHHHHHH! Among the chaos of the passing seconds, a long loud dusty sound and disgusting cloth and flesh rendering sound could be heard along with something else and it was there those consistently reverberating red pulses coming from the depths of Shins body suddenly took on a Purple hue, most notably around Shins head, were even past the veil of his hood hiding it, one could see a sort of glowing purple multi-segmented ring form. 
What happened then and there was both a desperate act of survival and something Shin had been and was STILL gradually building up to; first and foremost; from Shins head spewed forth a silvery, grey, black, and purple line Cloud that pressed up against that awful death-magic Kazami was trying to imprint on the creature he was fighting. It wasn't small either, this 'cloud' extended outwards in a massive wave that hit the ground as soon as it hit the magical containment and if Kaz could feel it? 
Much like the pulse, The ensuing magic trying to close in on Shin was dulled down, layer after layer suddenly being pealed back on account of the Nuclear aspect of itself infecting and throwing the magical aspects of itself a loop. As much as this cloud was a defense, one could also call it an ever expanding offense as it further infected, rotted, twisted and mutated the forested land around it once it and said ground came into contact with one another. If it reached Kazami? One could only guess what it could do, but as for Shin? He was no longer there.
The Crashing noise post Nuclear Cloud letting was the result of a massive sinewy black bumpy Ridge Topped Tail ripping through the back of the rags covering Shin and smashing into the ground below it. Such was the strength of this tail smashing of the ground that even with the pain still reverberating through his body that it sent Shin Flying up from the spot he was about to fall back on. Past the death-magic, past his own Nuclear Cloud past the trees, up and up and up, another ridiculous showing of Shins pure physical might, but always easily telling that was a slightly Desperate move to keep Shin alive. 
Leaving nothing but a small trail of the cloud and whiffs of steam in his wake, eventually Shins ascension into the sky slowly began to wane and yet, oddly enough, despite all the pain laced within his body, despite the sullen stillness of his frame as it free-ascended into the air there was something Tranquil about Shin then and there. Something nigh-pure as those red pulses began gradually getting replaced by a purple color, as his powerful long tail dangled below him and torn rags hid his back but fluttered around it with how he ascended. "...Why..." So Much so, so much...
"Why do I...feel...at...peace...?"
The entirety of the Invocation Kazami had casted restored enough energy for his internal magic to work once again. Such was the vitality of the giant, his conversion piercing through the bottomless pit and allowing a little leeway towards the realization of his defenses. Another seventy-two pierced, the mage had been sent flying back. There was a solid distance of travel, his form having been blipped to a mile distance away. His robe had fluttered, circles working as it slowed the rapid descent to a tender crawl. The color of the robes faded, three of the spell circles bound having dimmed into a pale gold. The wand, the gloves, and the gauntlet. 
They had been disabled. His hands twitched, figure having been pattered and battered with the amount of energy that had been released by the giant. A cough, his gaze wavering as he tried to blink out the blood that was pooling against his lids. “Invocation…” with the amount of magic he had recovered, his shielding had been restored twice over during that entire energy exchange. The force was incredible. this giant showing levels of insanity that even the mage himself had never seen before. 
The probability of his existence had shattered, scattering as his death’s causality fought against this fate. “…Rebirth.” A spell that had been gifted to him by a dear friend, the imagery of a phoenix had been invoked above the fallen mage. Kazami’s figure was shrouded, filled with a crimson flame as he sacrificed the bundles of the maroon linings within his robe. The trim had shimmered, filling with immense magical energy as it imparted threads into the mage’s body. Soon, he would heal, the energy shrouding itself into a shield of sorts. 
He only had a short amount of time. The barrier would have two sets of triggers. Two different outcomes. If Shin left him to heal, then the mage would awaken. If not, then the secondary would active, allowing Kazami to transmute his location to another, distanced away until the spell’s recovery had completed. The robe had danced, having weaved in the automatic threads as it tried it’s best to activate the contingency plan. There would be little to no reaction from the mage. He only had this, along with one final spell, while he was recovering.  
"...Perhaps there is merit in a moment where...all you can do is fight, forget the fleeting past and constant agony that imprints itself upon your existence...perhaps...it is just...another way to run away from yourself...." Kazami clearly could not hear the musings of Shin as he continued to ascend, a glowing pulsing purple illuminating creature that felt wholly at peace despite the battle he found himself in. It was why he talked, it was shy he was confused despite it all and it was why, even as his ascension showed no signs of slowing, both of his hands moved, coming together at the tips of their claws. Yet, as Shin flew, he continued to speak to himself...Or maybe perhaps in some way, Kazami could hear him, but, probably not. 
"...To try that with how I am now would be almost impossible, even with what I've generated within myself. It would be but a shadow of what it should be, small, far spanning, strong, accurate but pin pointed..." If it weren't for what Shin was doing after he gradually began parting his hands. With each and every following pulse, it was like a sort of small sparkly film had formed from the tips of Shins parting fingers and was growing bigger by the half second. Larger and larger this pulsing, invisible, then pulsing again Film grew even as it was apparent Shin was close to stopping his ascension in the sky. 
"...Pain at exposure, over and over again, every millisecond, burning and writhing among the elements and yet, agony in the most extreme self imposed form yet still..." This Film was the Trillions of Nerves within Shins body that he willed out of his body to expose themselves and to make the wide oversized fishermans like net hanging in the sky in front of him. To those looking on at this strange occurrence, it was as if a small shiny purple star was beside by a soon to be overwhelming large blanket, but it all had specific purpose. 
Shredded and damaged and glowing to life, the rags upon Shins body revealed aspects normally hidden; sharp looking protrusions of his back that looked like sharper versions of the dorsal plates from his former sword, various parts of the maligned body, his hands and most importantly just a small chunk of his face. Char black colored and revealing a single hollow brown eye, this eye rolled down to the ground where he had last seen the mage and both of his split hands, stretched out to both of their respective sides, clutched into fists. 
"...Thank you, Kazami, for the fleeting moment of forgetful peace, for making the world seem good for once..." A covering, metalloid and silvery covered Shins one seen eye and the unseen one, and quite suddenly, the purple pulses ceased, the Nerve-Film being the only glowing part now, aside from an area below Shins eyes were a shimmering hole of that glowing purple formed, small, insignificant, unsightly beside the star Shin was, and yet all the more potent as he ascension stopped and he hung in the air.
"Spiral."
It was like the sound of a jet plane taking off and never ending. A ringing sound that echoed from that open point of Shins body, unleashing a blaringly hot white line just a tad bit Smaller than his head. That's where the Nerve Cluster Film came in though; once this line touched it as planned, it became super charged, the nerves zeroing in and Coinciding with the line, dying and being outright evaporating but both literally and figuratively turning it as all the amassed power Shin generated, flowed through himself and the net, became one merged Spiraling mass with the line. 
It wasn't immediate no, for those looking from a distant it was as if every passing second The more the line descended towards the ground, the more it was apparent the descending parts were becoming BIGGER. Larger than Shins head after that, wider than a tree after and so on and so on until, when the line fully reached the ground, it was encompassing a sizable mass of land. This line turned mass, this Spiral Beam was moved gradually by Shin with a shifting of his head, The source of it, vaporizing and concaving everything that fell under its mass and obliterating power. Like all things it'd eventually fade, You could only gather and expel so much power like Shin did, but, the hope was to give Kazami the blow he, in Shins mind, rightfully deserved, and whether it hit or not...well....
The barrier had trembled under the pressure that the net had impacted purely through its creation of existence. There was a little wheeze as the ground pressed against the sphere. There was a ticking, the time surrounding them slowing to a crawl with each passing tock. The flare, the crimson, the aura has simply waned. Instead, the figure on the ground had completed the invocation whispered during his recovery. “Invocation...” Without a single muscle moving, Kazami had murmured and condensed the radiant mana lingering after his recovery. “…Void.”  
The red, the white, the radiance that shimmered around him converged. The area around him, his magical energy expanded. From darkness came even harsher black. The abyss, the void, the lack of ‘existence’ within such a sphere had been realized into ‘existence’. Brief, the space was short. Hold, the effect was bordering on the edge of causality. The space where Kazami had once stood had ‘vanished’. Visible yet intangible at the same time. All objects within the range had been thoroughly ‘disintegrated’ from existence, leaving only the mage in its wake. 
Once the net had reached him, there was no contact. No beginning, no existing. There had been simply the ‘absence’ of his existence within this plane. It passed him, reacting through the ground without drawing any effect. Below him, nothing changed. Outside the sphere, the world began to shatter. Destruction abound, the world was meeting its end. Within the sphere, Kazami’s robe had shimmered. The maroon trims had disappeared, leaving only the gold and silver trims in their wake. Dark, blackened fabric had danced from the magical energy within. 
The void allowed only him and his magic. Five circles expanded, the threads of the golden patterns drawn into the spell circles. Ten circles expanded, the threads of the silver patterns weaving into the mix. Fifteen in total, floated behind the mage. Kazami’s energies had reach levels of harmony akin to Shin’s. His voice, quiet, had spoken the finality. His attempts to avoid such contingency plans from activating had been wasted; however, such must be done against beings that went against the cogs of destiny. “Convergence…” They danced, pushing together to form a three-dimensional shape in front of his figure. “Shatter.” 
The golden mana rippled, waving about as the ‘dimension’ around them weakened. The entire existence of this spell, gathered through the corpses of a dead deity, had unfortunately been used for this. “As much as Fate had dictated, the probability I had gained from before until now, cannot fight against this.” There was a pause, the orb simply rising slowly. From within his void, Kazami had just observed. The spell was the culmination of multiple decades of war, absorbed by him from a lesser deity. Without much ado, the spell rose until it held eye level with Shin. “Your existence was great. For now, you can rest easy.” 
Time had stopped. The orb had unraveled, ancient runes and the language of the gods had embraced Shin’s existence. 
