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Conqueror of the Sun Series

	by Jason Marcus Torraunt

	 

	Foreword
This story comes from a writer who had visions of an alternate timeline under the many-worlds interpretation of quantum mechanics theory.

	 

	Read Order for the Conqueror of the Sun series:

	 

	Conqueror of the Sun – 5 Book Main Story

	01. Conqueror of the Sun - Book 1 - Seed of an Orchid

	02. Conqueror of the Sun - Book 2 - Mass Conspiracy

	03. Conqueror of the Sun - Book 3 - Reign of Terror

	04. Conqueror of the Sun - Book 4 - Queen’s Chaos

	05. Conqueror of the Sun - Book 5 - The IIIrd Tear

	 

	The two “Prelude to Destiny” books are not technically part of the numbered 5 Book Main Story. Instead they tell the background story for the two main characters of the series for those that want to know the history prior to the central 5 Book Saga

	 

	Prologue Chronicles Two Book Set – Read Order:

	Conqueror of the Sun - Prelude to Destiny - 1st Light

	Conqueror of the Sun - Prelude to Destiny - 2nd Light

	 

	 


For most first-time readers, it is recommended to start with reading Book 1 – Seed of an Orchid and continue in number sequence until Book 5 – The IIIrd Tear of the Main Story Saga for the Conqueror of the Sun series. Once the numbered 5 books are completed, the Prologue Chronicles – Prelude to Destiny two book series is meant for those readers that want “more” and are interested in learning about the early background story for Shawn and Sabrina Arc.

	The two Prelude books are not required to understand or read through the main 5 novels for the Conqueror of the Sun stories. However, reading the Prologue Chronicles can greatly supplement those 5 main books. In addition to this, they can add a lot more depth and go into a lot more detail about references made in the main 5 book series.

	Besides the recommendation for most readers finishing Book 1 through Book 5 first, of course, the reader can choose to “take a break” and go back to the Prologue series at any time before finishing the main story. The best times to do this would be either after finishing Book 3 – Reign of Terror or Book 4 – Queen’s Chaos. 

	Alternatively, a reader can start with Prelude to Destiny stories as they are chronologically first according to the series timeline. However, this read order is only really “ideal” if a reader decides to re-read the series.

	If you enjoy this saga and perhaps already finished it, there are, at the time of the completed 7 book main series, an additional 115 side story books planned for the same universe and series. Some of these side stories are already partially complete, most are only at the concept stage, and some may be cut all together. Two of the side books are already published. Please follow Jason Marcus Torraunt’s official social media pages for updates on these other projects.
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Glass 1
Death Begets Death
 

	Sarah Arc rests in the throne of the IRF Sunrise Imperial Palace in the desert of Nevada. The palace that had been constructed prior to the one in the Middle East that had been destroyed in the FA’s chrono-tower surprise attack. The entire IRF Royal Family had been evacuated to the former head of IRF power. The year is 2017.

	Gold Claw Desakar now guard Sarah Arc, and General of War Horatio Wells along with the General of the SF, Joshua Rikes, stand to either side of Sarah’s throne. Close by, the surviving IRF War Staff, ministers, including Father Marks, and the Arc children, Jareth, Emily, Ana, and Missy, are all gathered around the IRF Empress as well. Despite the reformed presence of such IRF symbolic power, the mood of the IRF throne room is of depression and disillusionment. It had been a mere 17 hours since Horatio and Joshua had rushed Sarah and her children onto the IRF transport plane to bring them to their current location. 

	The black IRF flag of the scorpion inside the triangle flutters outside one of the windows of the throne room in the desert wind. The wind and the rippling of the flag pronounced its natural powers, but inside the room itself, all is dead silence. But nothing remains dead forever. The silence is ripped apart by the stomping of running boot steps resounding in the rectangular-shaped throne room. An SF colonel rushes into the room, stops short from getting too close to the IRF Royal Family, and pants as he attempts to catch his breath. “My empress–” SF Colonel Jennison is cut off by his lack of oxygen.

	Sarah Arc postures herself from her melancholy position, sensing the SF colonel to have news on her husband. “Yes, what is it?!” Sarah Arc anxiously and impatiently asks. The rest of the occupants of the room now, all, also have their attention intently focused on the IRF SF colonel bending over in the middle of the throne room.

	“I’m sorry, my empress…” SF Colonel Jennison regulates his breathing and comes to a more calm tone as he straightens to a standing position.

	“It is alright, colonel. What is it that you have to report?” Sarah seeks hope.

	Hope denies.

	“Emperor Arc… Emperor Arc,” the SF colonel repeats. “He’s dead.”

	Sarah can only react by looking away from the SF colonel’s eyes and flood her own eyes with tears. Many in the throne room, lower their heads upon hearing the words. Many had hoped, but few believed. All they had gained was confirmation and certainty nothing else, save added despair. 

	The most faithful are, by nature, the most stubborn. Horatio is first to respond, “How do you know?!”

	“I was there, sir,” Michael Jennison affirms to GOW Wells. “Heaven’s General Keir also confirms this.”

	Upon hearing this testimony, Horatio drops his head down too. If Arc’s head GC Desakar so speaks of Arc’s death, there is no more doubting and zero room for hope. At this moment, five persons thinking would be forever changed henceforth, generally making a dramatic 180 to their previous character. Those five being Sarah, Horatio, Joshua, Jareth, and Emily. 

	In Joshua’s case, he would become stronger than he ever had before. Never again would he fail to live up to his lifelong friend’s expectations. The irony, of course, is that this occurs only after Arc’s death. “How exactly did he die?” Joshua begins his newborn bravery in the question everyone else is afraid to ask.

	It is only upon hearing Joshua’s voice that the SF Colonel Jennison realizes his supreme commander is present in the room. The SF colonel responds with some surprise and even elation. “General! I am glad to see you made it alive.”

	“Never mind that!” Joshua snaps roughly. “Report!”

	“Yes, sir. Forgive me, sir.” Joshua nods. “Sir, my squad and I were pursuing the innermost FA infiltrators. But we were too late. We arrived at the emperor’s imperial bedroom to find that villainous swine, Villius, had already defeated Arc in a one-to-one sword fight. We executed Villius immediately, but despite the emperor’s possible savable condition, he refused to accept the disgrace. He pulled out his sidearm, put it to his head, and pulled the trigger. All before we could stop him.”

	“Disgrace?!” Sarah suddenly rips out with a roar. “What about by doing so, he left us?!” Tears renew in a torrential fashion as Sarah desperately cries out in anguish over the extreme pain piercing through her heart.

	“I apologize, my empress.”

	Sarah is not the only one to be filled with overwhelming emotions upon hearing the detailed account of Arc’s death. At this point, Horatio even turns his back, fighting with all his strength to hold back tears that have not flowed since his childhood. 

	Joshua, however, maintains his new rock-hard pillar of strength as his position should have always had. “Where is Keir now? He did not stop Villius? Why did he fail to do his very sole function?!”

	“General Keir is on his way over now. He reported that Arc never gave any command. Therefore, he could not act.”

	Joshua well knew the paradoxical rules of the Gold Claw Desakar in relation to Arc. Yet knowledge of the rules did not give him understanding or acceptance.

	“Where is he?!” Sarah breaks the solemn silence once again in a raged filled voice.

	“Empress?” Colonel Jennison replies with uncertainty as to whom she is referring to.

	“My husband! Where is his body?!”

	The SF colonel bows. “Again…forgive me, my empress, but that I am not completely sure of.”

	“What the fucking hell?!” Sarah is now standing. “And you call yourself an SF colonel?!” Jennison can only bow further upon this torrent of rage-filled attacks.

	Joshua Rikes turns to Sarah. “Sarah.” Joshua’s voice is firm. “You should know full well why he does not know.”

	“Yes, my empress. Again, my apologies, but as per the Desakar code, the Gold Claw Desakar took Arc, and we do not know where they took his body or what they did with it.”

	“I don’t give a fuck about the Desakar’s code. I want my husband’s body returned to me!”

	“Sarah!” Again, Joshua reprimands the supposed true new symbol of IRF power and strength. Indeed, many of the generals in the room turn from Sarah upon hearing of such blasphemies. After all, the Desakar system, language, and code of laws were all written up by Arc himself and had become a part of the IRF religion. “It is not our place to question the Gold Claw Desakar’s actions. That is forbidden even to you, my empress. However, if you so truly desire, once Keir arrives, you may speak with him if you wish.”

	“I do wish it,” Sarah maintains her defiance in her voice despite realizing the threshold she had crossed already.

	“Very well, my empress. It will be arranged.” Joshua affirms then turns to nod at the SF colonel. Jennison understands this as permission for dismissal and turns to leave.

	Upon seeing this, Sarah stops the colonel. “Wait.”

	The SF colonel turns around once again to face the IRF Empress. “Yes, your highness?”

	“Did he say anything before he died? Did you hear anything he said?”

	Jennison indeed did. He looks to the ground for a second, but voices, “Yes, my empress. I did.” His tone is regretful.

	“What did he say?”

	Although the SF colonel’s heart and duty are to truth, he is now looking back up into the despairing and teary eyes of the IRF Empress. Jennison knew full well what Arc’s last words were but relating the truth would only further hurt the empress. “My empress, he said your name.”

	Indeed, upon hearing Colonel Jennison’s words, Sarah’s expression loses some of its despair.

	 


Glass 2
The Queen’s Chaos is Born
 

	As per Empress Sarah Arc’s request, Gold Claw Desakar Heaven’s General Keir reports to the IRF Imperial throne room. His counterpart and the second most powerful Desakar in the world, General Varivies, accompanies Keir. Following the two top Desakar are the rest of the Gold Claw Desakar as well as a large number of IRF-SF troops. Empress Arc is sitting on the throne with General of War Horatio Wells and SF General Joshua Rikes to either side of her and standing. Sarah Arc’s children are all also present along with the surviving IRF top brass.  

	Without saying a word, Heaven’s General Keir walks up to the empress and comes to a stop before her throne. He raises his arm in Roman-style salute and acknowledgment. Sarah nods her head, and the GC Desakar drops his armored arm. “Heaven’s General Keir, thank you for coming and having always taken care of my husband,” Sarah Arc begins speaking to the elite of the elite in the Desakar ranks. “I have already heard many reports and confirmations that he is dead now. However, you, General Keir, of any, I wish to hear from to be sure.” Sarah desperately holds onto her hope that Arc may still be alive.  

	General Keir finally begins to speak, a rare thing for a Gold Claw Desakar, “Empress to the Conqueror of the Sun, as per your request, I, Heaven’s General to the Conqueror of the Sun, make my testimony unto you.” There is a brief moment of silence from the top Gold Claw Desakar. “I have failed my one and only mission and purpose. The Conqueror of the Sun, Shawn Arc, is dead. I make this statement as my testimony from the witness of such events with my own eyes.” Sarah Arc drops her head, trying to hide the tears growing out of her eyes, but her sniffles are quite audible to Horatio and Joshua. 

	“Let it be known,” Head Master of Assassins Solomon Temple begins, “if such is the testimony of the Heaven’s General of the Gold Claw Desakar, let none doubt. Keir’s word is truth.”

	General Keir then proceeds with his speech, “As per the Gold Claw Desakar code, 42-7, I request that General Varivies and I be allowed to join our Conqueror of the Sun, via method of incineration.”

	“Nonsense!” General of the SF, Joshua barks while taking a step forward. “Had the emperor wished your protection, you would not have failed. As for the code and your request, I charge you to continue your duty to the IRF Empire that the Conqueror of the Sun has created. There is no doubt, as I believe you know as well, General Keir, that Emperor Arc would have wished you to continue your duties in the protection of the remaining Royal Family. Your duty is now to guard the lives of Empress Arc, the prince, and three Arc princesses. This is your purpose now. As General of the SF for the entire IRF Empire, I make this decreed and seek approval from both the empress and the General of War.”

	Horatio simply nods his head in agreement. Sarah begins to raise her head, revealing her still flowing tears. She cares not for such formalities. Only one thing is in her wishes. “Where is his body?!” the empress demands of the Gold Claw Desakar. “Why have you not brought his body with you? Is that not part of the Desakar code as well?!”

	Commander of Desakar Sebastian Moses confirms the empress’s statement, “The empress has a point. Your answer, Desakar?”

	“Forgive me, your highness, but as per Desakar code 107-24, the location and status of the Conqueror of the Sun’s body must remain secret,” Heaven General Keir asserts with a humble tone.

	“Again, the truth is spoken,” the General of the Desakar is first to reply. “Indeed, the Desakar’s cited code supersedes the code you mention, Empress Arc.”

	“Damn the Desakar code!” Sarah spits out in rage. “I don’t give a fuck what it says. I want my fucking husband’s body.”

	“Your anger is understandable, empress, but even though the Conqueror of the Sun is dead, the spirit of his laws prevails. To break the code is to desecrate the Conqueror of the Sun’s special designs, wishes, and spirit that still remain with us,” Heaven General Keir asserts, silencing everyone in the room, including Sarah Arc. With General Keir’s eloquently put words, none dare to press the Gold Claw Desakar further with the issue of the whereabouts of Shawn Arc’s body.

	General of the Desakar, Moses, feels compelled to speak, “Very well, with the Heaven’s General testimony, and as per the IRF code, the leadership of the IRF Empire, thus, officially passes to the IRF Empress in light of the emperor’s death. Since Prince Arc is not of age to claim emperor status, Empress Arc, by default, becomes the head of the IRF Empire.” Sebastian pauses for a moment. “With the consent of the General of War, General of the SF, Master of Assassins Temple, and the Gold Claw Desakar let it become law.”

	“I concur,” Horatio is first to agree.

	“I agree as well,” Joshua furthers the motion.

	“It is fitting,” MoS Temple throws in his consent.

	“We shall serve the empress as we did the Conqueror of the Sun,” General Keir finalizes the decision.

	General of the SA, Hector MacKay, calls for the official ceremonial charge, “Let it be. All hail, Empress Sarah Arc, new head of the IRF Empire!”

	Horatio, Joshua, all the Desakar and IRF soldiers, as well as the rest of the generals all turn toward Empress Arc and salute, “All hail, Empress Arc!!”

	Despite the assumed prestige and honor, Sarah Arc is not even looking at those around her. She has her head down and face buried in her hands. Although, Sarah feels she must take up the position. She does not want to.

	“May she live forever!”

	May I die as soon as possible. Sarah Arc responds in her head.

	 


Glass 3
Time’s Drowning Grasp
 

	IRF Admiral Katase looks out the bridge of the IRF super aircraft carrier with his binoculars to the stretches of waves across the Mediterranean Sea. He scans his binoculars over the massive IRF fleet he commands, the 17 super aircraft carriers and its escorts, the pride of the IRF Imperial Navy. “We are almost at the launch point, admiral,” the navigator of the Maelstrom 1 reports to Admiral Katase.

	“Excellent. It is time we repaid the Fighting Axis for their unforgivable attack. We shall annihilate their entire capital city this time.” Katase pauses for a moment. If only it had been sooner…

	The sonar officer almost leaps from his seat. “What in god’s name?!”

	“What is it, son?” Admiral Katase questions of the ghostly faced sonar officer.

	“Sir! This can’t be right, but out of nowhere, I am suddenly tracking over 100 bogies!”

	“What?! Where?!”

	“Sir…! They are all right around our entire fleet!”

	“That can’t be! What kind of targets?!”

	“Attack submarines, FA class 7s.”

	“Impossible, they don’t have stealth like our submarines–”

	Admiral Katase stops in mid-speech and falls into an unbelievable state of shock and realization. His blank eyes reflect in the sonar officer’s eyes. Both being mirrors to one another as both realize what has just happened.

	“Oh, no…not again! Not again! We will not allow this to happen again!” Katase shouts out defiantly. Two seconds later, an explosion and shockwave rocks the entire Maelstrom 1. 

	“Torpedo hit! More incoming–” Another and another and another. Like an unending series of aftershocks, the IRF super aircraft carrier shakes and rumbles. Explosions are erupting all over the vessel, and it literally begins to break into pieces. 

	 

	“Fire!!” the FA submarine fleet commander shouts out. No less than 100 FA submarines had appeared and surrounded the entire IRF super armada. And now, each one of those subs is firing off every torpedo in their arsenals. Armies of torpedoes are swimming in every direction, massing and moving together like a school of fish closing in on its prey of targets.

	 

	“How the hell did they get chrono-tower technology to work underwater?!” Admiral Katase questions as if it is madness even to think of the idea.

	“Sir!”

	But, the admiral himself has turned to madness by the event.

	“Sir!”

	Admiral Katase looks up to the skies through the windows of the bridge and prays aloud, “Forgive us, Arc. We have failed to avenge you…” The last words Admiral Katase ever says on this earth, because the next moment contains an explosion that rips through the Maelstrom 1’s bridge. A massive, flaming fireball consumes all within. 

	 


Glass 4
The IRF Empire Does Not Surrender
 

	General Hector MacKay of the IRF-SA runs into Empress Sarah Arc’s throne room. “Your majesty!” MacKay calls out frantically but has to stop his report while he catches his breath. He bends his body over, huffing and puffing. Sarah Arc, General of the SF Rikes, General of War Wells, and the other IRF top brass look on in anticipation of the arriving news.

	“Easy, general, take your time. What do you have to report?” Empress Sarah Arc questions the distraught-looking IRF general.

	The general takes two seconds of silence but continues to speak even though he has not fully caught his breath yet, “No, my empress! There is no time! We have lost!”

	“Lost? What the hell are you talking about, general?!” General Joshua Rikes questions harshly, offended and enraged by the suggestion.

	“Sir, the FA has just completely destroyed the entire IRF supercarrier armada scheduled to attack the FA capital.”

	“The entire fleet?” Horatio Wells seeks confirmation to test his severe doubt as he raises an eyebrow to show such disbelief.

	“Yes, sir. Maelstrom 1 through 17. All. Sunk.”

	“How did this happen, general?”

	“We do not have complete confirmation yet, but it seems that the FA used their entire sub fleet to sink all the carriers.”

	“Impossible, even with the entire FA sub fleet, they would not be able to get past our armada’s defensive systems.” Horatio now doubts more than ever. Sarah remains silent and emotionless.

	“No, sir. Apparently, the FA used the chrono-tower technology to teleport their submarines right around the armada! We didn’t even get a distress call from any of the carriers.”

	“What?!” Horatio exclaims loudly. “Chrono-tower technology cannot be used underwater!”

	“It would seem the FA has found a way to do so,” Master of Assassins Solomon Temple interjects.

	“Yes!” General Hector MacKay returns. “What can we do now?!”

	“What do you mean, general?” Joshua questions with antagonism.

	SA General MacKay now fully stands straight and turns directly to face the empress. “Your majesty, this defeat proves we have no hope whatsoever in winning against the Fighting Axis. I suggest we seek terms for surrender.”

	A gunshot sound resounds throughout the IRF throne room. A blotch of blood appears on General MacKay’s uniform, right over the location of his heart. The SA general gasps out in surprise and agony before tumbling down, face first, to the floor. Sarah Arc and Horatio Wells quickly look to their left to see Joshua with his pistol drawn, pointed at the direction of the fallen general, and the gun still smoking.

	Everyone in the throne room is shocked and amazed, unable to respond in any words. Silence rules the room for about twenty seconds before Joshua speaks out with determination and complete lack of regret in his voice, “Arc did not spend his entire life building up the IRF Empire to have it brought down so easily. If we are to go down, we will go down exactly the same way he did, fighting to the very last and never running away.” Joshua calmly sheathes his pistol back into his hip pouch for the handgun.

	“Joshua…” Sarah stumbles over his name in her utterance.

	General Rikes turns to Sarah with an expression of determination and remorselessness equal to his tone of voice in his previous words. “Forgive me, Sarah, for acting without letting you respond. But I would not even allow such a suggestion to be made now, or ever again.”

	 


Glass 5
Time Stopped Dead
 

	The IRF is not the only government to have losses in its top ranks. If anything, the FA lost more. Emperor Takehara could not survive any longer upon hearing of Princess Yuuna’s death. The former Japanese emperor’s health deteriorated rapidly and died within a month of his daughter’s death. Furthermore, in the great battle of the IRF Onyx Night Imperial Palace, Commander Villius had been killed as well, leaving the FA headless. Even the Chief General of FA forces, General Ewan Tallis, had been killed in the same battle. Thus, the Head Master of Assassins and former personal advisor to Princess Yuuna, Ellison Netherfield, becomes the new supreme commander of the Fighting Axis. A new FA Head Master of Assassins is assigned. Netherfield becomes Commander Netherfield and leader of the FA.

	Commander Ellison Netherfield has proven to be an even better leader than all previous FA leaders, using the stolen chrono-tower technology to beat down on the IRF Empire without relent. His planning and executing of the attack on the IRF supercarrier fleet being the best example of this. With a hard, yet cool motivation of revenge for his previous superiors, Commander Netherfield had proven to be a most formidable military general for the FA, causing severe losses for the IRF on all fronts. 

	Today, in General Netherfield’s eyes, is to be the final stab to the IRF’s still-beating heart, despite its losses, especially since Shawn Arc’s death. This will be the final blow. After today’s battle, all will be over for the IRF. Netherfield thinks in his head as he views a massive formation of FA tanks, artillery units, APCs, attack helicopters, fighter jets, and soldiers all lined up before the commander, on a vast desert plain. All the FA units are bowed before the tall, rectangular shaped chrono-tower facility. With this many units, the IRF won’t stand a chance.

	“Commander Netherfield, all units are prepped and ready,” General of FA Armed Forces Gavis reports.

	“Very good, general. Power up the chrono-tower,” Netherfield replies to Gavis.

	“Yes, sir!” Gavis acknowledges with a salute and turns to his aides to relay the order. “Power up the tower!”

	Mostly speaking to himself, Netherfield gloats even before the battle has started, “Today is the day the IRF Empire will fall. Once again, we will attack the IRF center of power.”

	Gavis has returned to Netherfield’s side, having heard the speech. “Thanks to you, sir. It is an honor to serve under you.”

	“Thank you, general. But after attacking the second IRF Imperial Palace, today, we won’t have much work left to do.”

	“We can still ensure peace is maintained.”

	In the background, a loud rumbling noise is growing up in the realm of sound as the chrono-tower powers to higher and higher levels.

	“Yes, I guess you’re right, Gavis.”

	“Chrono-tower at 85% power, sir!” an FA operator informs.

	Netherfield looks over the mass of forces before him once again, training his eyes across the horizon from one end to the other, nothing but FA forces. Even with Netherfield’s virtually divine abilities of mathematics, he is unable to count them all.

	“90%, sir!”

	Netherfield anxiously anticipates the teleportation of the massive army directly around the IRF Palace.

	“100%!”

	Over time, the FA had fine-tuned the chrono-tower technology, enabling them to use it underwater, and with a larger number of units as well as to more precise and further locations from the original tower.

	“110%”

	“At 120% initiate time sequence transportation!”

	“Yes, sir!”

	A few more seconds pass.

	“120%!”

	“Initiate!”

	“Yes, sir. Initiating chrono-tower magnetic field!”

	An IRF spy within the FA ranks, posing as a chrono-tower operator smiles as the electromagnetic field shimmers out of the chrono-tower and begins to suck up all the FA forces. Netherfield, too, watches the FA army disappear before his eyes in the wake of light distorting waves spreading out from the tower structure.

	“Initial time sequence position transport complete! Awaiting entrance point sequence information!”

	 

	IRF SF soldiers walk the perimeter wall of the older imperial palace located in the Nevada desert of the former United States. The wind blows in sand against the castle’s walls and through the faces of the IRF soldiers. Yet, they keep their vigilant watch for any possible threats. Besides the blowing wind and sand, the imperial palace and its surroundings are quiet. Suddenly, massive, electric, blue and white light spheres appear all around the IRF Palace. Electric arcs squirm over the bluish sphere, then disappear. Yet, something is wrong. No FA units appear in the positions they were supposed to be transported to.

	Several IRF soldiers jump and are rocked in their pacing patrol by massive explosions and screams of pain. Regaining their balance, the IRF guards lookout in the distance beyond the location of the electromagnetic blue spheres of light. There in that far distance, they see a solid line of fiery explosions just on the other side of a green laser gate fence that surrounds the entire IRF Palace perimeter, some 20 kilometers from the palace itself. The defensive barrier is a fence of three green-colored lasers extending between 8-meter tall black poles, each topped with a red blinking light. Massive explosions continue on, just on the outer side of the laser gate. The IRF soldiers begin to cheer and howl in victory.

	 

	Commander Netherfield looks down at his ancient style pocket watch. He turns to General Gavis. “General, what is going on? Our troops should have teleported by now!”

	“I don’t know, sir!?” General Gavis is baffled as well. He turns to the main chrono-tower operator. “What is going on, soldier?!”

	“The chrono-tower is not reporting successful reentry teleportation!”

	“That can’t be! All systems are normal?!”

	“Yes, sir, but still no confirmation!”

	Another operator jumps into the frantic conversation, “Sir, the tower reports correct coordinates, but no force reentries. We are getting no reports from individual units. Radio only reports of what sounds like screams!”

	“Screaming?” Netherfield interjects.

	“Yes, commander. Human voices, garbled, but sounds like thousands of men dying!”

	“What?! Could the IRF had anticipated our attack?!”

	“Even with such knowledge, they would not be able to destroy our units so quickly. Not only that, but the monitors show that our units did not make it to their intended coordinates. It seems, somehow, their reentry destinations ranged from anywhere from 2 to 15 kilometers from target destinations,” the tower operator conveys.

	“Never! Never has the chrono-tower failed! No abnormalities?!”

	“No, sir, not with the chrono-tower itself.”

	“Then how could they have stopped us?!”

	 

	Horatio runs into Sarah Arc’s throne room, Joshua already by her side. Two Gold Claw Desakar are to each side of Sarah and are complemented by the rest of the IRF military staff. “Success, my empress! The anti-chrono-tower barrier has worked perfectly! All FA units were destroyed even before reaching their reentry points!!” Horatio is elated. A round of cheers sounds throughout the throne room from the other IRF generals. Joshua also smiles brilliantly.

	“So much for that advantage,” Joshua adds.

	Horatio nods. “Not only that, but the FA just lost a huge number of military units and men.”

	“Now is the time, empress. To regain the IRF’s status!” Joshua confidently asserts to Sarah Arc.

	Sarah simply nods her head. She is smiling, but the empress does not seem as enthusiastic as everyone else. Jareth Arc, surrounded by his three little sisters, Emily, Missy, and Ana, notes this.

	 

	*      *      *

	 

	“Commander Netherfield,” the main chrono-tower operator calls for the FA’s leader’s attention, “we have lost all contact with all of our units!”

	Netherfield raises his head, distraught as if already knowing this information. Yet, he wants to know how. “General Gavis, I want reports from recon units, immediately! They must have seen what happened around the IRF Palace.”

	“Yes, sir! Right away, sir!” Gavis acknowledges, salutes Netherfield, and turns to his other generals and aides. “Send recon scouts in to find out what happened. There is no worry about compromising the mission now…”

	 

	*      *      *

	 

	IRF General of War Horatio Wells raises his hand to his ear. He listens to the communique he is receiving. After a minute or two, Horatio lowers his arms and turns toward the empress. “Empress Arc, Viridian Ghost units and IRF agents within the FA’s staging area report that Commander Netherfield and his generals are at a loss as to what has happened. They report the whole chain-of-command is in dismay and panicked!”

	“Yes, they may be for the moment,” Master of Assassins Solomon Temple interjects. “However, it is only a matter of time before they figure out how we were able to stop them.”

	“That does not change the fact they will no longer be able to use the chrono-tower technology, though,” General of the SF Rikes affirms. “The anti-chrono-tower barrier gate can only be destroyed by conventional means, which makes the war effort return to the conventional type of warfare.”

	

	*      *      *

	 

	“Sir,” FA General Gavis calls over to Commander Netherfield, who looks to be in deep thought as if trying to resolve the problem within his own mind, “Recon scouts have reported in.”

	Netherfield looks up, seemingly with promise, “Good, what have they found out?”

	“They have spotted an unusual type of fencing around the IRF Palace, about 20 kilometers from the palace itself.”

	“What type of fence?”

	“Recon reports 8-meter-tall, black poles with green lasers stretched between each pole. They further inform the remains and debris of what appears to be our attack force,” General Gavis ends his report solemnly. “We would need further confirmation, but this could only mean one thing, sir.”

	“The IRF has developed a kind of anti-chrono-tower technology…” FA Commander Netherfield states Gavis’s thoughts for him as Netherfield has come to the same and only plausible conclusion.

	“It would seem so, commander.”

	“Damn it!!” Netherfield shouts out in rage, slamming down his fist on the table before him. “We were so close! Why?! Why now?! When we could have completely brought down the IRF once and for all.”

	“Because, Commander Netherfield,” the present IRF spy begins to speak up as he rises from his station. Dressed in an FA uniform, Netherfield is not yet alarmed, but somewhat annoyed that a low-rank officer would bother him now. “The IRF Empire will never be destroyed!” Netherfield’s eyes flash wide open upon hearing the final words and seeing the IRF agent pulling out a pistol to assassinate him.

	The sound of a gun firing echoes loudly over the desert plains. General Netherfield looks down to his chest, expecting to find blood, but he finds neither blood nor feeling of pain. Looking up again, he sees the IRF agent slumping over, and General Gavis with his own handgun drawn.

	 


Glass 6
The Remnants of Time
 

	After the successful test of the anti-chrono-tower fence system, the IRF had also learned that to use the chrono-tower, any teleporting units had to be within an 800 kilometers radius of the actual chrono-tower device structure. With this knowledge in hand, the IRF military knew the FA had to have a staging area close by to attempt the IRF Sunrise Palace attack. IRF Imperial Air Forces scouts are sent out to the south, into the Mexican IRF province. The scouts discover a mostly, by then, abandoned FA base within the IRF territory. Of course, the chrono-tower structure had been completely destroyed, so there was no hope in recovering any of the tech. 

	As to how the FA was able to set up such a base within IRF lands without significant response or knowledge, this is because most of the IRF troops and resources were still spread out across the globe. Since all the front lines are very far from the IRF homeland and original IRF Palace, having forces patrolling the Mexican province seemed like a waste. 

	Although virtually left empty, the former chrono-tower staging area did have some FA units at it still, functioning as a kind of intel gathering base. On the other hand, with this information now being known to the IRF, Joshua and Horatio organize a quick strike to finish off the outpost and then review border security around the whole IRF Empire. Naturally, this is done with Empress Sarah Arc’s approval, but she almost always simply agrees to any advice Joshua and Horatio give her. This, in turn, is because Sarah didn’t really want the position she had inherited. However, at the same time, there is no one else to replace her for the time being, according to Shawn Arc’s own code. All of the Arc children are all far too young to even think about taking up such a position of power. 

	 


Glass 7
It’s All Your Fault!
 

	IRF Empress Sarah Arc walks into her bedroom to find a most unexpected and surprising scene. She sees Shawn and Sabrina on her bed, naked and making love. The brother and sister lover couple stop fucking each other upon note of Sarah’s presence. “Sarah?” Shawn questions as he sits up on the bed. Sabrina also gets up and looks toward Sarah.

	“Shawn?! Sabrina?!” Sarah can’t believe her eyes. She thinks she must be going crazy. “How are you here?!”

	Most unusually, Sabrina is the one to start talking and respond, “What the fuck are you doing here, Sarah? Interrupting my sex with my brother!” Sabrina’s voice is edged with animosity and hate. Sabrina slides off the bed at this point. Then for some reason, she follows the edge of the bed until she reaches the headboard, where the pillows are but covered by the draping curtains from the poster bed canopy. There is also a nightstand by the bed. Which right now, Sabrina is wedged between that small gap with the draping curtains halfway around her naked body. After a moment of this, Sabrina steps away from Sarah’s bed and begins to ever so slowly walk toward Sarah with Sabrina’s arms behind her back. “You fucking dumb cunt. You have no right to stop us from fucking.” 

	“I-I’m s-sorry, Sabrina. I didn’t know you guys were here!”

	“Sorry isn’t good enough, Sarah. You really are a fucking dumb bitch, though, aren’t you? To even think you could compete with me for Shawn. What the fuck were you thinking?! You aren’t as pretty as me. You aren’t as smart as me. You haven’t spent as much time with Shawn as me. You aren’t as good at fucking and pleasing Shawn as me. And you haven’t fucked him as many times as me. Yet, your dumbass still thinks you had a fucking chance? What a dumb bitch!”

	Sarah is beyond confused and shocked now. Not only is how Sabrina talking to her so unexpected, but there is also still no explanation of how Sabrina is even here. Or for that matter, Shawn, too, when both are supposed to be dead and gone. 

	“Yes, of course, you can’t say anything,” Sabrina notes Sarah’s incredulous demeanor. “But even if you don’t say anything. That is not good enough.” Sabrina is a meter away from Sarah. Sabrina is still butt naked and with her hands behind her back.

	“W-what do you mean?!” Sarah is finally able to blurt out some words.

	“Think about it, Sarah. What if Shawn had never met you? Then he would have stayed with me the whole time. The timeline would have been completely different. I would not have died. And with me at Shawn’s side, I promise you. He would not have died either and completed his destiny to conquer the whole world!”

	“Sabrina?! What are you trying to say?!” Sarah is starting to cry.

	But Sabrina shows no sympathy whatsoever. Instead, she snaps out loudly at Sarah, getting right in her face now, “You fucking dumb fucking slut. You caused all this shit to happen! You caused my death! You caused Shawn’s death! You caused his failure to reach our ultimate goal of ruling the world together! You caused the failure of the IRF Empire! And you are the reason it is continuing to crumble and fall right now!”

	As Sabrina finishes her judgment, Sarah herself is crumbling and falling to the ground in tears. Sarah’s face is now at Sabrina’s crotch level. Sarah can no longer take all the insults, accusations, blame, pain, and reminders of failures that Sabrina is dishing out onto her head. Although Sarah cannot see it, being too busy crying into her hands, Sabrina is looking down on Sarah with an expression that seems to show that Sabrina thinks Sarah is the most pathetic creature on earth.

	Yet Sabrina won’t let Sarah escape this added gaze of judgment. “Look at me, you fucking worthless bitch!” Sarah Arc tries to wipe up some of her tears and slowly raises her head to look back up at Shawn’s sister. “Now, stand the fuck up, you pathetic piece of shit. Because I am not done with you yet. And you should at least have the decency to look at me, face-to-face. So, get up now! You pathetic excuse for a girl.”

	Sarah raises herself back to her feet on shaky legs. “Sabrina?! How can you say all these things to me?! This isn’t like you at all! What the hell is going on here?!”

	Sabrina shuts Sarah up by slapping her across the face. “Shut the fuck up, bitch! You have no right to talk to me like that when you don’t know shit about Shawn or me. You never did!” After recovering from the slap, Sarah frighteningly turns to look back at Sabrina but is surprised to see Sabrina now seems calm and even giving a slightly friendly smile. “But, don’t worry, Sarah,” Sabrina’s tone of voice matches the looks Sarah just witnessed. “There is a way for you to make up for what you did. To make amends.”

	“What?!” Sarah cries out, going so far to reach out and grab Sabrina’s shoulder, shaking them lightly as she continues, “What can I do?! Tell me??! I’m so sorry, Sabrina! I’ll do anything you want to fix things! Please! What can I do?!”

	After this plea, Sarah tries to control her tears and look back into Sabrina’s eyes, hoping and anticipating an answer to right all her wrongs. At first, Sabrina still looks gentle and nice, but suddenly Sabrina’s smile turns into a wicked grin. “You can fucking die! You fucking worthless bitch!” Sabrina Arc says this as she pulls out the knife she had been hiding behind her back the whole time and plunges it into Sarah’s chest.

	Beyond the anguish of all of Sabrina’s words and insults, Sarah now feels the excruciating pain pulse out from her heart. Sarah Arc falls back to her bottom, gripping the knife that is hurting her so much. Blood is starting to flow out of Sarah’s mouth, and her eyes are getting heavy as she looks back up at Sabrina. Shawn’s little sister laughs hysterically at Sarah’s imminent death. “You should have been the one to die! You fucking selfish cunt!”

	These last words, combined with the very real and physical damage to her body, are the final things Sarah’s mind can take. Her eyes go dark, and brain shuts down, hoping to never wake again. 

	

	Sarah’s upper body leaps up from its lying down position in her bed. She immediately starts crying and hollering, the bitter pain still in her heart as if the knife had been real and was still there. “Oh, god! Please forgive me, Sabrina! Please forgive me, Shawn!” But there is no one there with Sarah in her cold, dark room. She is alone, with her tears and regrets.

	 


Glass 8
Time Erodes the Crumbling Empire

	
      Although the anti-chrono-tower fences help the IRF to a degree, there are many cases where the FA can still use it to their great advantage. Also, with Sarah Arc’s inability to fill her late husband’s shoes, there is no one with the proper leadership to support the existing IRF Empire, let alone continue the campaign to take over the world. Thus, many of the territories conquered by Shawn Arc start to fall into the hands of the Fighting Axis. 

	First, the FA pushes the IRF out of Russia’s western side. Then they move further ahead and retake Scandinavia. Next, the Fighting Axis powers fully take back the UK and Italy. After pushing the IRF off the Portugal foothold, the FA fully secure and control all of Europe again. Then, to create a buffer zone for the recently retaken continent, the FA launch a campaign and retake Northern Africa. Finally, the FA resisting forces push the IRF out of Arabia, and then regain control of China. 

	Although it isn’t really an easy job for the FA despite their advantages, the IRF military and its equipment are both very strong still and fight viciously. Because of this, losses on both sides are high, as well as taking many months to capture each area from the IRF. 

	By the time China is in the FA, four years have passed, taking roughly one year for each major area, in the order listed above. The
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