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PROLOGUE
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BEFORE DARKNESS CONSUMES the light. The light burns brightest, and that is no exception for Insenguard.

But let’s start at the beginning- Chicuitera was a mighty, beautiful and wondrous planet. Full of wonders, mysteries and history but mostly magic.

It had everything that magic could offer: witches and wizards to dragons and demons.

However, my world has its problems as well. It’s a world divided, chaos besieged world and a world that’s close to destruction.

It’s a world that has everything set against it. For if it’s not demons from the demon dimension wanting to thin the veil and swarm our dimension, its world leaders causing wars and chaos or witches and wizards using their powers for all types of horrors.

That is where my country comes in or did. 

Insenguard was a truly unique and perfect country. It was a massive adamantium bastion of pure power given strengthen by flesh and bone, and it was the superpower that all the other countries looked to for help with everything. Whether it was oppression from tyrants, its military prowess or its sheer political power.

So many countries relied on Insenguard for trading goods and supplies and it was a country to be reckoned with.

Due to its trading power, Insenguard had the power to make or break a country.

Its political power could make others support or all-out hate you.

But most of all and my favourite aspect is its military capabilities.

For Insenguard was hundreds of years ahead of its competition. Managing to fuse technology and magic together to create devastating weapons. 

In addition, its soldiers were the toughest, ruthless and loyal soldiers out there. Their leader’s word was divine, and they were the most capable warriors in the universe. 

Insenguard was led by The Emperor, he was a great man in his life. Kind, compassionate and truly wanted the best for Insenguard and the entire world.

He was truly a jack of all trades: a master strategist, warrior, diplomat, worker and scholar.

Then he delegated some work to his two children. 

The oldest was Thamas; Director of Home and Foreign Affairs; he led Insenguard on the political platform; personally, I found his work boring, but I know that it was vital to Insenguard.

Then there’s me. For I am Supreme Grand Master Abbigail Winter of the Insenguardian Military. I was a demi-god bound in human form and I was in complete command of our brutal and effective soldiers. I have led millions of campaigns and I have slaughtered trillions in the name of peace. Additionally, my magic is only second to The Emperor. What I can do is unthinkable to most.

However, all of the power that I just mentioned is gone, dead, dead as a corpse.

For the Tenebrae rose to power and devoured all that my family had built.

In the ancient language, their name means darkness prevails. Ironic I think but to fully understand the events that will unfold. You must understand how this began.

It all began with a cult wanting to rise up and rule the world, and they did for a time. Rising up and killing hundreds of people and burning cities to the ground. 

However, Insenguard only got involved when they assassinated and successfully took over a key trading ally.

From there their power only grew, infecting their citizens with strange supernatural diseases so only the strongest would survive, but even if they survive their mind was transformed into the one of a sadistic cultist, and their body changed to be stronger and tougher. Yet unable to feel love nor pain.

Following this plague, the cult’s attention turned to even darker magic. Performing sacrifices of babies and children to summon death gods and demons.

Although, their efforts came back to haunt them in the end because suddenly they found themselves being possessed by demons. Turning them literally into a shadow of their former selves. For now, they were nothing, but demonic puppets made from shadows.

After this demonic infestation, we knew we had to act successfully this time, but our foes were already ahead of us.

For they attacked Insenguard with their full force...

***
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FROM THE BALCONY OF the war room, I stood out, watching the unfolding chaos spread throughout the outer settlements.

More detail will become clearer later.

The city was ablaze, smoke veiled the sky, screams of the innocents being slaughtered rang in your ears.

It was a blood bath.

Battle reports screamed into my visuals and ears as more chaos happened.

Behind me, my second in command Annabelle stood monitoring the situation.

“Supreme Grand Master, Tenebraen reinforcements incoming,”

“Bastards- status of the outer walls,”

“Undamaged,”

To be honest, Insenguard was a citadel, a fortress, a truly unbreakable stronghold fit for gods that could withstand attack for centuries. 

Suddenly, all five sections that Insenguard was divided up into to create five walls to protect itself exploded.

Firebombs hammered the city.

The entire fortress was alight. The enemy moved in.

Our noose tightened.

“Report!” I commanded.

“Somehow the enemy got in,”

“But The emperor’s magic personally protects those walls,”


“Then what happened?” Annabelle asked slowly.

“The Emperor!”


Of course, it clicked. The only reason why The Emperor couldn’t protect the walls and the citadel is if... he wasn’t around,”

“Abbigail wait, motion sensors detect people coming in through the underground escape tunnel and security was turned off without raising any alarms,”

“Impossible, only me, you, my brother and my father know about the passage,” I replied, deeply concerned as it meant that I’m in the presence of a traitor or something much bigger is happening.


I fell over.

“Abbigail, what’s wrong?”

“It’s... The Emperor. He’s calling to me. I feel it,”

“Go!”


I quickly looked at the battle below. It was lost. It was a blood bath. The enemy had won.


Our only hope now was to have The Emperor fight.


Filled with the fury of a god and anger of hell, I ordered: “This is Supreme Grand Master Abbigail fall back. Insenguard is lost. Fall back to any other of our military installation across the world. I’m going after The Emperor and my brother. Stay at the installations until further notice from me or the Emperor,”

Meanwhile, with my supernatural hearing- I knew several Tenebraen commanders splatter:

“Your shrines will burn, your streets run with blood, your false idols shattered, your people slaughtered by the thousands, your very empire torn apart... and the barest fraction of my hatred is satisfied.”


Annabelle picked up her bow.

“That means you to my friend,”

“No, I need to stay and fight for you, with you,”


“Annabelle go, please. If the Tenebraen leader is in the throne room and the Emperor is dead and if I die. Then I need someone capable to lead Insenguard”


“But...”

“Please, my friend,”


I hugged her quickly and implanted a psychic thought into her. That would tell her if I’m dead or not.

“The Emperor protects,” I said running off to save my father.

In the background, I heard her say: “Emperor protect your daughter from the darkness. For she will deliver us in your holy absence,”

I arrived in the throne room moments later, both swords drawn.

My father was on the floor bleeding out. Next to my brother’s body.


I went to him.


Holding him in my arms, I realized something was very wrong.


He didn’t have his magic.


For his body and mind felt cold, empty. Like he was missing a part of himself.

Then in my mind, I heard a few gentle words: “My wonderous daughter, we were betrayed, we have lost. All are dead. You must live on and do what I couldn’t”

Subsequently, I reflexed upright pointing my swords towards a dark figure shrouded in shadow. The figure stormed over to me.

While storming over in their rage the figure uttered in a booming thundering voice: “What are the achievements of your fragile empire? It is a corpse rotting slowly from within while maggots writhe from its belly. It was built from the toils of heroes and giants and now it’s inhabited by frightened weaklings to whom the legends of those times are half-forgotten memories. But, I have forgotten nothing, and my wisdom has expanded far beyond the mortal fragilities,”

I was a bit confused but as I would learn in the bitter end the true mastermind behind this was a truly vindicated individual.

Subsequently, the Figure drew his sword to slaughter me.

Using whatever magic, he had left, my father grabbed my foot and teleported me somewhere.

My last image of him was his body being atomised as he cast this spell. Making sure that any magic he had left was used to get me to safety.


Now the fight back begins.
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‘All it takes to start the mightiest fire- is the smallest of sparks’

-The Emperor


EVER SINCE THAT AWFUL, fateful day in Insenguard, the world has been forced to adapt and change, in order to defend and provide for itself. 

For without Insenguard there isn’t a mighty unstoppable force to come to your aid, or a friendly face to supply you with the resources that your people need to survive and prosper.

From this need, came the rise of many dark powers: shadowy governments wanting to have a monopoly on all markets and having an unquestionable power in a region to power-hungry witches and wizards. Forcing people into unholy alliances so leaders can provide and protect their ignorant citizens.

However, above all of this, for the past two years, the Tenebrae have been happy inside Insenguard but now they grow bored of this humdrum, lifeless former jewel. Now they have their eyes set upon the world. That’s why I must act now and that’s why the following events will begin to unfold how they do.

You see for the past two years, I have been lying low protecting a small village full of good people. Nevertheless, everything changed one day. 


Let me tell you the story...





Glazing out from my ten-metre-tall concrete watchtower I saw the wonders of Chicuitera on this bright morning.

The sun to the east shone brightly welcoming all with its bright rays. Battling to protect us from the growing darkness.

Surrounding the villages was a picturesque view of the rolling hill that the thickly covered in long, lifeful grass. That blew gracefully in the wind.

The village itself was a bit rundown. Made up of a ring of small wooden houses with limited structural supports. 

In addition, in the middle of this ring was a small market selling the odd thing and the village’s animals were kept there. A few Vampire-Goats and Freuditics; a big type of chicken; were kept there.

Overall, this was a great bunch of people that only wanted to survive and be happy. I was proud to be protecting them.

Therefore, from my watchtower, I elegantly jumped down and walked over to the market.

Something immediately caught my eye, on this broken old market stall with a wide array of cheap, poorly made jewellery was this beautiful golden circle. The size of an adult’s fist with thousands of lines of ancient words etched into it. In the centre was a very impressive red ruby with a strange black shadowy object moving around inside it.

Picking it up, I spoke to the 140-year-old women that looked well past her prime and asked: “I take it you didn’t make this, my friend,”

Her fragile body was shaking terribly as always and she managed to utter: “No Protector, I got this a few weeks ago by a merchant the next town over. I thought I could sell it here and get rich. Maybe pay for a witch to make
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