Raven snapped out of it.
It wasn't Ashley—just a girl who looked a lot like her, if one were to squint and look really hard.
But the similarities were there, enough to stop him dead in his tracks. And with such a low visibility, it was all too easy for him to see her. To believe that his old flame had somehow crossed worlds with him; either by mistake or by following him in death, which he didn't really think was the case.
'It's not her...' He breathed. 'I need to calm down...'
And yet, the resemblance was striking. Raven felt a dissonant sense of relief and disappointment, followed by a surge of shame. Happy she wasn't suffering here, yet miserable that she wasn't here at all.
He really shouldn't get involved. He told himself. Those two were easily twice his size and age. A straight-up fight wouldn't necessarily end well for him just because he had some decent training, and a sword.
It was a big risk to take over a complete stranger—someone he owed nothing to.
This wasn't Earth, either.
But some of that disappointment carried through. And anger as well.
Because in that one second where he thought it might be her, something inside him gave way, cracking open.
There was a part of him that wanted to intervene simply because it was the right thing to do, but he'd have likely walked past and returned once he had a little more muscle to him.
But what pushed him over the edge was that one single, terrifying second, where he'd believed he was watching Ashley being about to be gang-raped.
'Are you going to let me die, Marcus?'
'Are you just going to watch it happen?'
'All that talk about protecting me... was it just talk?'
"You left me..."
'And now you're going to leave me?' The voice in his head sounded so much like her. 'You're just going to watch as I get... as I get—'
He reacted before the thought was even completed, his blade sliding free of its sheath in an easy motion. 
The grating sound of the cold steel ripping out from its leather prison resonated, drawing the attention of Woody and his thugs. Raven didn't backstep. He built momentum instead, striding forward with decisive footsteps until his entire body was in the darkness.
It might not be her, but...
Fuck that shit.
Raven owed it to the memory of her.
Ashl—the woman had fallen on the ground, clothes barely remaining intact as Woody and his mate jeered down at her with the sort of wide grins and rabid expressions that immediately spoke volumes about the intent of their minds.
She was hyperventilating, arms tightly crossed to cover her chest. She was hunched forward, back to the dirty wall. With her eyes clenched shut in fear, she looked even more like Ashley. Raven cursed the poor lighting, and the woman as well, for resembling her so much.
Raven's silhouette contrasted against the scarce light falling upon the entrance, but if one had to take the most striking aspect, it had to be the red eyes that approached, faintly luminescent in their hostility, and swaying like embers plucked from a smith's forge. "Get the fuck away from her, you piece of shit."
The two men had fully turned towards him, and it was only the moment Raven's face was finally graced with a stray shaft of light that Woody's expression turned from confusion to shock, followed swiftly by a flash of disgust.
"You?" Woody rasped, his bloodshot eyes widening in recognition. His hand flew to the dagger at his belt. "Y-You? The little fuckin' rat? What are ya doin' here?!"
"Saving that girl from your poor oral hygiene." Raven replied. He was a little on edge, his heart beating fast. Was it nerves? Or excitement? Like riding a roller coaster and not being used to the sheer speed, the thrill, the fear of something going wrong. It was exhilarating. "Now, I'm only going to say this once. Leave."
The second thug, the one behind Woody, let out a rough laugh. He was a stout, hairy guy with a mean face. "Leave? Did this little shit just order us around? I'm gonna cut his ears off and make him eat 'em."
"Shut yer trap, Trunk." Woody hissed, recovering his confidence as he took a step forward, that damn cane in his hand. Walking closer, and into the light, his face was revealed for what it was. A scarred mess of tissue with an ugly beard and rotten teeth. "Ye got some nerve comin' back 'ere, after I told ya what I'd do if I saw ya again, street rat. Guess ye got a death wish?"
Raven's grip on his sword neither tightened nor loosened. 'Don't lose your shit. Always be in control of yourself.' He reminded himself.
"Yeah, and you've got some nerve thinking you're the big man around here when you can only pick on women and little boys." He replied, his voice steady, betraying none of his own nervousness. "What are you, compensating for something, Woody?"
That was the opening.
As soon as he said the name, the fat bastard's face twisted in rage. ""I'll fookin' murder ye!!" He roared, and with a snarl of fury, charged forward, swinging his cane down in a wild arc, aiming straight for Raven's head.
Even a dull weapon that the cane might be, being clouted across the head would put him straight to the floor.
Raven waited until the last minute before sliding sideways, avoiding the heavy wooden length with no more than a whisper of wind against his face as the cane swooshed past. Nova was way faster than this nasty motherfucker.
Trunk's face contorted into an angry snarl as he stepped past Woody, long knife held low in one hand and reaching for Raven's shirt collar in the other.
But just before he could grasp it, Raven whipped his sword up, following his former master's advice as he aimed his tip high in a crisp diagonal cut.
His new sword was baptized with flesh.
"Aghhh! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!"
The man cried out in pain, cradling his hand that was now missing three fingers and spurting a frightening amount of blood. Raven would have quite freaked out if Nova hadn't drilled into his thick skull the importance of maintaining poise at all times during battle. 'Just look for another opening, you doofus, and stop paying attention to anything else'.
"Aghh! That bastard!! He took my fingers!!" Trunk wailed, clutching onto the spraying digits. He stumbled aroumd blindly and his moans echoed off the surrounding walls. "I'm gonna fuckin' gut him for this!!"
"Bah." Woody grimaced, adjusting his grip on his cane. He narrowed his beady eyes at the boy's blade.
Raven snapped his focus away from Trunk's horrified expression and instead turned it towards Woody's approaching bulk.
His eyes locked onto the cane that was lifted once more, this time held low. 
Raven took a split second to discern the intentions in his stance, and before he was forced to block the wooden strike, he swung his arm again.
This time, his sword didn't taste flesh, but it certainly acted as a good deterrent when it deflected Woody's cane, slid off its shaft like a barber's razor gliding along skin, and tore a beautiful gash in Woody's vest.
"Ye fooker!"
With a harsh growl, Woody jumped backward in alarm.
This resulted in Trunk colliding with Woody and both of them tumbling to the ground with a loud crash.
They didn't waste any time to return to their feet, but by then, Raven was already upon them. No hesitation, no second thought, he pressed in, his blade tracing quick, precise lines, through and around the wild flailing of Woody's cane. 
Raven didn't stay still—footwork was important. A shuffle of the feet, a feint to either side if needed, a thrust that smoothed into swing and vice versa.
Raven's eyes weren't focused anymore. Immersion. Nova called it. A state where mind, body, and soul act as one. You think nothing. You hear nothing, and see everything.
His sword flashed through the air, flickering in the low light like a shimmering steel thread, weaving, flashing, cutting...
"Ghk—! Bastard!! Motherfuc—hurg—!!"
Screaming, Trunk barely managed to escape the boy's advances by falling over on his back and scurrying backward like a beetle.
Woody's cane fell with an unceremonious plunk onto the ground as his hands were busy trying to hold on to his life that slowly poured from each open wound, and while Woody was reeling, trying to grasp the absurd situation he was in, and unable to make the slightest sense of how he was suddenly facing a nightmare, Trunk's short little legs and fat bottom left their imprints on the ground as he advanced towards the woman.
Raven's decision-making process was surprisingly fluid.
He brutally used Woody's flaccid and shriveled manhood as a stepping stool, grinding on his 'old family jewels' with his metal boot, and in one nimble, but not effortless jump, dashed towards the crawling Trunk, leaving a sad trail of ichor on the ground behind.
"Wh—"
No sooner had Trunk noticed the shadow descending on him like an anvil did Raven's blade come crashing down.
Trunk, in an adrenaline-fueled show of survival, lifted a hand to stop the falling blade, and his limb paid the price as steel sunk deep into it.
The wails became animalistic, almost a sound no human could utter. A full, primal, agonizing cry.
Raven paid his whines no mind. Instead, the boy's iron-shod boot came crashing down hard. It impacted the side of his meaty cheek.
"AH!" Trunk's already blubbery face swelled into a deformed mass as his skull impacted the dirty stone, making a dull 'plap' sound.
Whether he passed out or was dead, Raven rammed the sword deep into the man’s neck, twisted it viciously, then wrenched it free. 
Blood jetted and gurgled like a ruptured pipe. The man might have been alive for a couple of seconds more as a thin,whistling wheeze escaped the wound, and bright froth bubbled up around the gash.
Then, slowly, all of that life juice flowered into a sticky puddle that crawled all the way to the woman who shivered and sobbed, looking absolutely aghast at the sight of a kid murdering a man twice his size and thrice his age. 
Raven immediately turned towards Woody, and his intention wasn't lost on the man.
"W-Wait!" Woody pleaded, backing up with surprising swiftness, his hands still cradling the pathetic thing that hung between his legs. He looked so miserable that Raven, now quietly slipping out of his immersed state, couldn't believe that this was the man he'd run away from a week ago. "Ye can't do this! Yer a fookin' madman!"
"... I don't want your bullshit." Raven replied with an unnaturally sharp tone. "Don't speak unless you can make things better. Dignity was stripped from you the moment you decided to touch that woman."
"... O-Oi!! Ye fucking dogshit! This ain't... ugh... ye dare lay a hand on me! Ya don't know who I am!! My da will slit yer goddamned throat!! And kill your bloody old ma! I'll give the order if ye fookin' kill me! Y'hear?! Bloody bastard, goin' on about and protecting wenches, eh... ye ain't the real deal! Ye hear that ye snotty nosed little brat?? Ye just ain't the real deal!!" He continued shouting, enraged, though there was very much a sliver of fear that betrayed him.
Raven showed no remorse nor mercy. He walked, as men with red eyes often would in folklore, as an approaching omen. With the end of his blade resting comfortably under Woody's chin. "You talk too much."
"No, wait—"
Raven's wrist flicked.
A splash of blood, and a pained gurgle later, Woody fell over.
