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When Queen Augusta Windsoro was a little girl, she absolutely loved the wonderful, magical and utterly delightful Great Mouth Of The River of Octogi. As her father admitted that it was an awful name for the mouth of a river but it was so beautiful that Augusta truly loved it as a child.

The mouth of the river stretched for tens of kilometres and the perfectly warm water of the river flowed into the calm, relaxing sea that Augusta loved to swim in and naturally drag her poor little brother in to join her.

The gentle slopes of hills lined the mouth of the river with Octogi’s smooth brown hills watching over proudly, and the sharp black hills of the next Kingdom over always looking like they wanted to strike her down as a child, but she didn’t mind because the mouth was always so warm to swim in.

And even though the mouth of the river was only about a kilometre or so wide, Augusta swam across it regularly and went briefly walking on the forbidden shores of the brutal, powerful and foul kingdom of Jasper. The river was the natural border between them and even though it was dangerous for her as a princess, she wasn’t going to let some silly rules stand between her and childhood joy.

Times had changed a lot since then.

As Augusta flew over the mouth of the river on the back of her beautiful dragon Cargo with his delightful blue shiny scales, she shook her head at the sheer horror of what had happened.

Her sensational boyfriend Charleston with his handsome face, strong muscles and just perfect body pulled her closer as he was sitting behind her on Cargo. 

Both of them had been racing back for three days from a faraway ring of islands to get back to Octogi at the news that it was under attack from Jasper’s forces. For the past three days Augusta had wanted it all to be false, but it clearly wasn’t.

The crystal clear and warm water of her childhood was now red with blood, corpses of men and women laid in the river and even managed to form little islands of corpses. There was so much death here that Augusta hated it.

The smell of death, rot and gunpowder filled the air and Augusta just shook her head as the taste of meat on the turn developed in her mouth.

She thankfully didn’t need Cargo to be told to land as he did so and Augusta hopped off her amazing dragon and she just shook her head.

It was awful and there were so many bodies of both sides but mainly her own.

“We have to return to the palace,” Charleston said taking out his sword.

Augusta didn’t say anything because she wasn’t sure what was going to come out. She utterly loved her people and she would never ever forgive herself if anything bad happened to them.

She had only left for a few months to get an alliance with the elves and dwarves to make sure they stopped supplying Jasper with weapons, materials and other critical things. Thankfully after Augusta had helped them with a little supernatural problem they had both agreed.

So Jasper was weakened but Augusta still couldn’t believe that everything bad that could have happened did happen whilst she was away.

All Augusta wanted was to protect her people, keep her loved ones safe and conquer all four human kingdoms and Jasper was the last survivor. But it was also the most brutal.

“Enemy forces are watching,” Cargo said.

Augusta looked across the river and saw the horrible foul bronze knights belonging to Jasper and they were simply staring at her. Or more like watching, learning and studying her.

Augusta kept staring at the bronze knights. “We need to return to the Palace like you said. We need to know exactly what Jasper is up to and why are they only attacking Octogi?”

Charleston shrugged and Augusta could hardly be too annoyed at the man she loved for not at least guessing. When Cargo had returned to the mainland, the three of them had flown over the human kingdoms of Longmano and Lordigo and Jasper wasn’t attacking those ones despite sharing a large border with each.

Jasper was only attacking Octogi. So Augusta had to guess that was a personal attack against her, Octogi was her own kingdom, her birthplace, her everything.

All she wanted was to burn Jasper to the ground but she knew she was only wanting that out of rage. And if she wanted to win against foul Jasper, Augusta sadly knew she had to be extremely clever here.

The Jasper Emperor was no fool and if she actually wanted to beat him then she was going to have to outfox him.

Because if she failed the entire world and all the species on it would die an agonising death.
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Charleston was so, so happy that his wonderful, precious delightful brother was still alive when him and Augusta returned to the Palace. Ever since they had been young he had wanted, needed to protect his wonderful brother against everyone in the world, and even though he now knew just how powerful his brother was, Charleston still wanted to protect him.

Him, Augusta and Owen sat around a small brown oak table in the library of the Palace with thick books lining the walls in perfectly neat rows, thick red leather covers blinded the books and the well-cracked covers and rough texture of the leather made Charleston smile because someone or a group of people were reading the books enough.

Charleston wasn’t sure what was different about the library this time but he was surprised about just how dark it was. The chandeliers were all still intact and the small glass bowls under each burning candle with stunning bird designs on them. Each candle still burnt strongly.

He had no idea why the library was so dark then he noticed through the large arced glass windows just how much black smoke rose up and veiled the sky like night. Something that was several hours away.

The air of the library was also off and Charleston really didn’t like the hints of burnt flesh, gunpowder and boiling oil that clung to the air and he sadly knew it would cling to him sooner or later.

Charleston was so glad he hadn’t bothered to change just yet. He actually doubted he would now.

Augusta leant closer to Owen and as much as Charleston wanted to say something light-hearted to the brother he had missed for so long. He knew that the atmosphere could be sliced with a knife and the entire palace was on edge now.

It was even worse as the sounds of banging, clanging swords and screams echoed around the entire country. Charleston was fairly sure that was some kind of magical illusion created by Jasper but it certainly made everyone terrified in the country.

Exactly as Jasper wanted it. Charleston hated them so much.

“What’s happened?” Augusta asked. “I know General Cora is leading the army. What else has happened?”

Charleston was really glad something as perfect, amazing and deadly as Cora was leading their forces against Jasper. They might stand a chance here.

“It started exactly one month after you left,” Owen said. “Per your instructions, myself and Cora had been preparing the kingdoms for an assault and at this point the Lord Governor of Longmano had been killed,”

Charleston had heard rumours of the assassination by Jasper but he really hadn’t wanted to believe it. Jasper must have been trying to weaken the Kingdoms under Augusta’s rule, yet Charleston was just glad his brother was safe, who was also the Lord Governor of Lordigo.

“We had been working for weeks. We fortified our farms, our military bases, we increased everything. A ton of weaknesses across the kingdoms were strengthened,”

“Brilliant thank you,” Augusta said.

Charleston almost smiled at how cold it sounded but it looked like Owen knew that she meant it. They were all just distracted with other things.

“I also made sure that every single morning a soldier from the force guarding the mouth of the river rode to the Palace so I knew they were still alive. One morning that soldier never turned up,” Owen said.

Charleston was really impressed. That was such a simple trick but his brother was a genius for doing it.

“As soon as the soldier never came I sounded the battle alerts and Cora activated her battle plans. Thankfully, we managed to confine the Jasper invasion force to the River Banks,”

Charleston could sort of understand that because as hilly and mountainous and flat as Octogi was because of its weird geography. It made sense for an invasion force to follow the river to flat ground that led up into the mountains near the Palace instead of climbing up the hills near the mouth.

But that meant the invasion force was nearing the mountains too. And once the force was in the mountains that would make them a lot harder to fight.

“How long can Cora stand?” Charleston asked.

“She’s been fighting a week but a messenger returned last night ordering me to make sure whatever battle plans I have are done. Cora cannot hold out much longer,”

“Just tell me she isn’t going to make a Last Stand,” Augusta said frowning.

Owen looked to the floor like how he did when they were children and normally before Charleston’s foul father hit him.

Charleston placed a loving hand on his brother’s. Owen weakly smiled.

“She fully intends to die fighting the Jasper army at the River Banks,” Owen said.

Charleston and Augusta just shook their heads. They needed Cora’s rage, strength and power here at the Palace.

That was yet another key ally of theirs gone and Charleston really hated to imagine how many more great people and leaders that he wanted to rely on were dead.

Deafening bells echoed around the Palace and Augusta just swore and Charleston banged a fist on the table as all three of them knew that the invasion force was within sight.

The enemy was here and Charleston really hated the Jasper soldiers for daring to put his brother, his girlfriend and the kingdoms he loved in danger.

He was certainly going to make Jasper pay for those crimes.
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