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Suffer not the demon to live. . .
It recorded the number of demons slain during his service, totaling over five million. These kill counters held immense significance for all holyguards, as they provided strategic insights about the demons in various ways, dating back to the knowledge passed down from the priests of Moses, who were the original creators of all holyguards—essentially, their homeworld. 

Guardmaster Ricardo then activated the tracking system to pinpoint the location of the cargo they were searching for. Turning around, he saw his team poised and ready for his command. With a firm grip on his shield and sword, he raised them into a position of vigilance, and the three holyguards mirrored his actions. 

“Holyguard, proceed forward,” Guardmaster Ricardo instructed as they advanced through the dimly lit corridors of this once magnificent starship. Despite the lack of artificial light, their superhuman vision enabled them to navigate the treacherous darkness that enveloped them.

But they will not falter in the line of duty, nor will they hesitate when they see a mortal under the influence of demonic possession. To the best of their ability, try to save any poor soul who suffered from the Demonik. But they will annihilate anything or anyone that gets in their path. In the words of Benji’s father, “If all else fails, complete eradication is the only solution.” It must be done. As they walked forward into the darkness they casually noticed the wreckage that was done. Pulled wires, broken light panels, wall plating destroyed, plasma scoring riddled on both the floor and the ceiling. With some occasional electrical sparks from the busted panels they passed. Holyguard Amata smirked behind her helmet, wielding her dual axes and raising them higher. “Something amuses you, Amata?”
Through his telepathy, he spoke to her. "Nothing, guardmaster. It's just that this particular corridor design reminds me of a certain spaceship we had to clear out a few years ago. Metal. Wiring. No holographic panels. Munchkin? No... maybe Cliverian. Maybe... some kind of collaboration?"
––––––––
[image: ]

CONTINUING TO USE HIS telepathy, he said, “You're right on both, young holyguard. I noticed the mixed design about 2 minutes ago, which means this ship wasn’t created by humans, nor do I think this is an ordinary trading vessel. Which could only mean. . .”
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Aboard the Omori.

“No one anticipated this war would endure for long... but then again... no one genuinely knew when these... demons first entered our universe.” Guardmaster Ricardo pondered quietly in his quarters, finding solace for his troubled mind during jumpspace. “As far as I recall, the knowledge priests of Scientia Prime gathered information suggesting that the demons likely originated from a dimension or universe that transcends both physical and non-physical realms. Beyond the grasp of mortal and immortal understanding. Hmm...” These thoughts would race through the guardmaster’s head from hour to hour, being a veteran holyguard and earning the prestige title “guardmaster”, training his team of holyguard and a Baultus Navy captain, who without question, joined him in his near-death missions. It’s been 1000 years since the birth of the Three Empires, along with a good 500 years since the formation of both the Honorguard and Holyguard Orders. The Holyguard, unlike the Honorguard—who were also exceptional warriors—was dedicated to serving as steadfast protectors of the recognized royalty across the Three Empires. They were either assigned or requested by Emperors, their spouses, cousin royal houses, and any Xeno royalty. In contrast, the Holyguard was established with dual purposes: to safeguard these royal figures when designated and to function as frontline soldiers tasked with purging the presence of the Demonik within the Three Empires and beyond.
“Guardmaster Ricardo, we have reached the coordinates that you have instructed Captain Zendaya to follow.” His eyes slowly opened and his above-heightened senses barely was able to detect the trooper before he came into his quarters. Guardmaster Ricardo turned to see the trooper and commented. “It appears my metasense isn’t the most reliable today it seems. Most concerning.” 

“Come again, Guardmaster Ricardo?” The trooper asked, confused. “You mean your ability to predict or foresee events before they occur?” 

“To put it simply, friend, yes. It appears that as we’ve reached our coordinates, I’ve felt something ill. A great disturbance in the spiritual realm.” This disturbance was so heavy for him that the very fabric of the space outside shook. “There was even a delay in detecting you before entering my quarters. This has never happened to me. Most disturbing.” 

“Do the younger of the Holyguard Order have or had issues with the metasense like this?” 

“Yes, many of us do, actually.” He replied. “Even veterans like me would come across walls or stumbling blocks so to speak. The metasense is more burdensome than it is awarded to the impatient. For a mortal mind to hone all their senses on a universal scale, they were able to predict most attacks from enemies in battle. It took time for me but the training is excruciatingly painful, if not done right could tear the mind apart atom by atom. Although, if one has mastered this ability to the fullest, they will be untouchable to a degree. To what level they allow themselves to achieve.” With one long inhale, his eyes glowed blue and with this, focusing once more, scanned half of the ship’s interior with his mind. After this, a small exhale left. 

“We have our limits.” 

Both humans and Xeno, born or given these powers are more commonly known as Gifted. Guardmaster Ricardo was one of many Gifted in the Three Empires, his powers being mainly manipulation over the elements, like lightning and fire, telekinesis, and control over light itself to some degree. But most important was psionic manipulation over spiritual energy. This is something that all holyguard are trained for as the Holyguard Order fights a spiritual war as much as one that is physical. 

“I see. I thank you trooper for the news you’ve brought me.” Guardmaster Ricardo raised himself from his prayer position. He was praying to Allsupra, for protection and strength for his squad and troopers who put their lives on the line, giving their all for their empires and emperors. He walked toward the soldier who spoke to him, carefully examining his face. 

“Something troubling you, my lord?” 

“I am informed by Captain Zendaya that you wear not your helmet while in combat engagements. Why is this?” He asked.  

“I don’t wear one sir, cause it’s a distraction in the heat of battle.” The trooper replied in a joking manner. “Interesting ideology of my own self opinion.”  

They both chuckled from this small humorous moment they shared. “That’s something new I haven’t heard about.” But he can also see in the trooper's face that he has conflicting thoughts or rather a singular question that’s been bothering me for years he could see and sense. 

“Is this doubt I sense in you, trooper?” Guardmaster Ricardo lifted an eyebrow and criss crossed his arms, with concern on his face. 

The trooper kept his stance clean and straight, hesitant to continue. “What bothers you so heavily?” 

“Permission to speak freely, guardmaster.” 

A sure nod gave the trooper permission.  

“Why do you fight?” Silence followed. 

“If it’s true that Alsupra himself is the god of all, does this mean Allsupra is also the creator of evil itself? Why has he created evil? Has this been done to test our faith in him? Our place in these dark times? For our faith in him gives us reward eternal. At least that’s what I was taught by my parents and his parents before them. But as I grew older and witnessed the horrific evils he made, we still adopt his name. Only because of our praised leader, Joshua Xanths different teachings. A powerful man many consider a messiah. Even after all this, I still doubt. 

Why do you fight?” 

The trooper expected for him to feel angered by this heresy. A great sense of imposing fear or dread at the very least towards his doubtful mindset of the Alsupra religion from Guardmaster Ricardo. But to his surprise, he remained unfazed by his words and had a feeling of understanding to the trooper. 

“When I lost my homeworld to the corruption of the Demonik, most of my people lost all faith in Alsupra. I remember it all. I was merely 5 when it happened. When my family, my people and the world around me slowly succumbed to evil. Even after all this, my faith remained still in Alsupra. Each day after what happened, I prayed without ceasing on one thing.” 

The trooper's brows lifted from this a bit, almost scared. “Which was, my lord?”  

“Revenge.” 

Minutes later aboard the observation deck of the Omori...

“We’re approaching the wrecked B.E.T.S., Captain Zendaya.” Guardmaster Ricardo said. “No sign of any living organisms on the starship. . .so far.” Cpt. Zendaya replied, her strong zumbatrian human accent having a tone of dismay. “Hmm. . .the scanners confirm it’s a B.E.T.S.(Baultus Empire Trading Starship), although guardmaster. . .I must say. . .how reliable is your source, eh? Because if it is, then I can just portal a jumpsphere right in the center of that wrecked sight of a ship.” A jumpsphere is a compact, energy-infused sphere enclosed within a protective energy shield capable of containing its unpredictable force, which could lead to catastrophic destruction upon impact. In this scenario, it is positioned near the jump drive of the Baultus starship. This capability is only achievable if the starship's jump drive is programmed accordingly, providing the captain with a vast array of weapon options derived from the jump drive. 
	Unlimited energy

	Teleportation

	Highly durable energy shields that safeguard the entire ship 

	Jumpspheres


Jumpspheres are typically reserved for last-resort situations or for swiftly annihilating large enemy fleets within mere microseconds.

The minor drawback to using jumpspheres is that they drained 30% of the ship's energy, weakening the energy shields only a fraction. "I know that at first glance this might not seem like a significant criterion to your way of thinking, but Imperial Emperor Baultus ordered me to retrieve a shipment of great importance. So if the mission is successful, then yes, you may launch a jumpsphere attack." She inclined her head slightly, recalling both her rank and that of guard. He pondered for a moment; his heavy robe had beautiful patterns that only tall people would wear. The shoulder epaulettes on his suit were made of a synthetic alloy resembling gold, crafted from fibers that were soft to the touch. His leather boots had steel toes and came from the Alvinor Empire. They were understated white with blue stripes carefully designed into them, with a few gold lines framing certain areas of his robe. 
Despite holding the position of guardmaster, Ricardo refrained from wearing his medals while on duty. He only showcased his "collection" to the citizens of the Three Empires on special occasions such as the grand Emperor Day. However, during combat missions, he never adorned them. Her perception of Guardmaster Ricardo filled her with admiration. For quite some time, she often found herself in her quarters, diligently studying and researching his background to the best of her ability. Most of the information she gathered came from the extensive libraries of Scienta Prime, where she scrolled through file after file on her personal holopad, discovering very little. After four years of supporting his sacred missions, she had never inquired about his "personal life." It was understandable if he chose not to share such details with the captain. After all, it echoed the old Earth adage that humans cherished: "Mind your own business." Perhaps she should, yet she harbored a certain fascination for Ricardo that might even astonish him. Not that there was much to uncover about him initially, given that he had approached the Order of Knowledge and requested the removal of his background and history. 
“Although it may seem like the correct course of action. . .I need to know the source of the demon’s hiding place aboard the ship. Not only will I be able to kill them, but I could hopefully learn valuable information about the Demonik and the demons. Besides, Emperor Baultus needs that “cargo” intact and undamaged.” His voice echoed in the observation deck almost museum-like aesthetic, echoing historical artwork from a millennia ago.
The ceiling showcases art from the 15th century, predominantly featuring Russian icons. Towering, pillar-like beams stand firm, with shemorite tempered glass positioned between them, providing a foundation for the projected photo screens. On the floor lies a solitary Russian icon depicting an ancient knight from Earth, engaged in battle with a dragon or some kind of demon. The observatory's circular design gives it the appearance of a globe or rounded shell from the outside. Her ship, the Omori, is a Type-4 Hurricanus class starship, sleek and black, perfectly suited for the depths of space. It boasts two wing-like protrusions extending at an acute angle, over 14,000 plasma cannon turrets, and has the capacity to transport more than 300,000 troops, 400 war angels, 15,000 ground vehicles, and at least 3 Type-2 Imperium walkers, if necessary. 

Fortunately, the ship's crew was relatively small, consisting of only about 30 engineers and 500 troopers, along with Captain Zendaya, Guardmaster Ricardo, and his team of holyguard. Guardmaster Ricardo turned his head to meet her gaze. He maintained his calm yet stern demeanor throughout. "I understand, guardmaster. I understand." Being near him always made her feel anxious. Her bob haircut complemented her platinum-themed coverall, which was equipped with crysamtie chest armor, shoulder pauldrons, knee guards, and gleaming black leather boots. Her black leather gloves, intricately laced with crysamtie wiring, served her exceptionally well in battle, allowing her to deflect laser blasts and plasma bolts if she reacted quickly enough. At one point, she even held the actual blade of a laser sword while simultaneously firing at the enemy with her Heavy proton pistol. 
She is a talented fighter, a woman of both strength and faith, who fully acknowledges and respects her role. However, her emerald eyes sparkled when she looked at him, but her moment of enchantment, lasting just seven seconds, was abruptly interrupted by a holyguard named Benji, the son of Jesse Foemasta. Jesse was a former veteran guardmaster who lost his life battling over a thousand legions of lower demons and rank demons, not to mention three leagues of cultist scoundrels who followed them. The one who brought Jesse's life to an end was a Beholder demon, known for its immense power, capable of obliterating entire planets in the blink of an eye if it so desired. Yet, Benji’s father faced the Beholder without fear, sacrificing his life to ensure the safety of trillions, if not more. That day, his comrades in the Holyguard mourned the loss of a great man. Benji Foemasta, his only son, aspired to honor his father's legacy with every fiber of his being. The mantra 'Suffer not the demon to live' was a principle that every holyguard held dear, especially for Benji.

TThe power armor he donned was of a lower grade compared to Guardmaster Ricardo’s, akin to that of a Lieutenant, and he was already of above-average stature for a gifted human like himself. 

Benji saluted and bowed, performing the formal or traditional salute now observed across all branches of the Three Empires military/navy, which involves pressing their fists against their chests with their right arm, symbolizing complete devotion to their empire, as well as respect, honor, loyalty, and passion among the ranks. 

"Yes, Benji. What is it?" he inquired. If the individual were of a higher rank than Guardmaster Ricardo, a specific type of bow would be required. 

"The team is prepared, sir, and awaiting in the teleportation bay for boarding," Benji replied. 

Guardmaster Ricardo nodded slowly and remarked, "That is good, Benji. Very good. Tell the team I’ll be down in the teleportation bay shortly after I am finished conversing with Captain Zendaya.” Benji saluted and bowed once again, his helmet pocketed in his silvery red armored left arm at a 90-degree angle. He turned around and swiftly made it back to the grav lift. The sliding doors shut quickly, and Benji’s figure behind the translucent metal surrounding the gravitation zoomed at such a speed it was faster than what the average organism can perceive. 

The observatory deck was quiet for a while, with both Guardmaster Ricardo and the captain alone together. 

He let out a deep sigh, reaching into the pocket of his garment for a small token from Benji’s father. It was a kind of...promise he had made to him. As he faced the vast, starry blackness of space, with the wrecked Baultus Trading ship in sight, he rubbed the token in a circular motion with his thumb and forefinger. Now gripping it tightly, he turned to the captain and asked, “Do you think he is ready for it, Captain Zendaya? Honestly?” Captain Zendaya looked at him with a compassionate expression, one who understood the promise he had made to Benji’s father. She stepped closer, took his right hand in hers, and said, “You are the guardmaster, sir. It is your responsibility to determine what is best not only for your team but
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