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Chapter 1: Humble Beginnings
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Thump, thump, thump! 

Martha banged on the door.

‘Max! They’re here!’ she shouted excitedly.

‘Just a second!’ he replied.

Max took a deep breath as he looked at himself in the mirror upstairs. He knew this was the biggest day of his life. Max was a young man, eighteen or so in age, of medium build and around five foot eight with short dark hair, neatly styled back. He had a faint stubble, but otherwise was very clean cut in his appearance. He turned, straightened up, exhaled, and walked out the bathroom door and promptly down the stairs. He was greeted by his mother standing with three military dressed soldiers in the living room. 

‘Max, this is lieutenant...oh...apologies my memory is terrible these days ha ha’ she smiled and nervously chuckled at the gentleman. 

‘Lieutenant mage Jaru, aghm’ the tallest man said, clearing his throat.

He stepped forward towards Max looking him up and down and then once again back up and into his eyes. Max stood to attention also observing the soldiers before him, taking mental notes. They were all clad in smooth grand looking armour, graphite in colour with soft, expensive looking robes underneath. The steel plates of their armour glistened in the light of the room, they were pristinely clean, and the chest plates branched out into smooth curved edges at the shoulders. The waist and upper legs were also encased in graphite coloured matching, albeit softer, looking armour. Decorated in various military and ancient emblems that seemed somewhat foreign to Max, except for the military’s recognisable crest. 

Their boots were more of a hardened mahogany brown leather, which were designed to almost intertwine with where the upper leg armour met at the knee. As Max returned a sharp stare back into Jaru’s eyes he also noticed they had no helmets or protective headwear of any kind on, which was an unusual site for Imperials around the city, but not completely uncommon.

Jaru, had a short dark brown beard with whisps of grey in it, a hard look in his hazel eyes and with a slight grimace on his face. However, he had long dark hair that shined startingly bright by comparison, which was braided down his back finishing just above his waist in a ponytail. He bore no visible scars but looked very battle hardened in his face. 

‘So today is the start of your new life, young master Starheart’ Jaru said.

‘I hope so Sir’ Max replied, with a slight nervous smile on one side of his face. 

‘Well come along then, we have a shuttle waiting outside for you and best not to keep the academy waiting, oh how they do dislike late sprogs heh heh’ Jaru chuckled. ‘I'll give you a minute to say your goodbyes,’ as he walked out the door.

‘Just a minute mind you...,’ he turned his head slightly to say at the door, before stepping outside and closing it behind him.

Max looked at his mum, they smiled back at one another before embracing. As her eyes welled up, his mother looked back at him.

‘Remember I’m always here, don’t be a stranger, make friends as best you can and don’t forget......you’ve made me and your father very proud, even if he’s no longer here to tell you himself’ she muttered wiping her cheek dry.

Max replied, ‘I know mum and don’t worry about me, I’m tougher than I look.’ 

At that moment he turned, opened the door and without looking back, exited the house, closing the door confidently behind him.

A sudden gust of warm air was immediately all around him, as lieutenant Jaru and his two-security guard’s stood waiting for him next to an imperial shuttle craft. It bore the same graphite colour as the soldiers’ armour as it hovered in the air; the rear jets emitted a green mist like aura which kept the craft airborne. Also, along the side of the craft, was displayed the military’s crest of arms, which was a very familiar sight in Max's life. He flashed back for a second in his mind, remembering fond, crystal-clear memories of his father’s armour when he returned off duty, which displayed the same crest. This was the first time he had been face to face with an official military craft and was in awe of it as his eyes widened and a smile appeared across his face, like a child who had finally acquired the toy he had always wanted.

‘Let’s be off young master Starheart...’ Jaru barked as the two soldiers flanking him hopped aboard. 

Max adjusted the bag he was carrying over his shoulder and ran to jump on board as well. Jaru was the last to board as he took his seat, strapped himself in and shouted to the pilot.

‘Let’s go.’ 

With that, the pilot immediately began to climb into the bright, clear blue sky towards the Imperial academy. 

From this high up view over the imperial capital city of Kavlos, Max could see the middle-class working area where his house was located to the East of the city. The area was very flat, with many small buildings all similar in structure and quite bland looking to the eye from afar. 

To the West, lay the upper-class region of the city where primarily the wealthiest of the city’s population dwelt. This was mostly comprised of tall glass like buildings, which reached upwards from the earth, high towards the sky and glistened like jewels in the morning sun’s rays of light.

In the southern region lay the city’s gates, this was more of a military post that was operated with exact precision. Kavlos was a very populous city, the capital of the planet Omeria and where thousands of outsiders and citizens alike were coming and going every day about their ordinary lives. Exact documentation was always required, stating purpose of visit, background, occupation, and various other personal details, as was set down by the King himself and thus enforced with an iron clad like grip. 

The centre of the city mostly consisted of markets and merchants, some shady in nature and selling illegal items & trinkets whereas others were very reputable and sold items & wares of only the highest quality. The city itself was also famous for the gigantic magic field which encased the city like a bubble. It was clear in colour and emitted from the emperor’s grand citadel itself in the distant north of the city and touched all the way down to just outside the city’s perimeter. 

This was designed & used as a protective measure from outside attack, which very rarely ever happened. As the shuttle banked and headed north towards its destination, Max could now see a close-up of the city's famous Imperial academy of Sorcery. It lay behind a gigantic wall of stone that cut along the northernmost part of the city, distinguishing it from the rest of the residential areas. It was here, in this temple, where so many began their training in the mystic arts.

The great wall was raised up on a mountainside and as they climbed above and beyond the great wall and the academy temple, there stood the great royal tower of Kavlos where the King himself resided. The tower itself was a great graphite spire (a deliberate colour tone in line with that of the imperial code), smooth and circular; it was in shape with great diamonds encrusted around the circumference of the tower's peak. This tower was encircled by a greater yet smaller, castle-like structure. Naturally, this was heavily guarded and blanketed by military personnel, vehicles, and armaments as far as the eye could see. Only by appointment of the King himself, would anyone be admitted entry here.

And beyond that, protruding from the highest part of the mountain lay the great citadel of the emperor. Never has a grander structure been seen anywhere else on Omeria. The topmost peak of the citadel itself, lay in line with the summit of the magnificent mountain it was built into. The protective magic field obviously also originated from here, the citadel itself was white in colour and stood out from all else in Kavlos, able to be seen from anywhere in the city and far beyond. 

The only way into this great citadel was from a private mountainside path from behind the Kings tower, or via an air shuttle privately used by the King himself. 

As Max was soaking all of this in, he was suddenly met with dozens of similar aircraft all spiralling in precision-like unison throughout the upper mountainous regions. He could feel his shuttle begin descending slowly behind the great wall & towards the entrance of the academy temple as it began rotating into its allotted parking bay. 

‘Ok, everybody off, Max Starheart...follow me’ Jaru said. 

As they stepped off the shuttle, Jaru led Max towards the huge doors of the academy temple. From here, everyone stood outside, lined up neatly and were patrolled by various soldiers, sergeants, and other military ranked personnel. Hundreds of new recruits suddenly littered the academy's approach. Most were in their late teens and early twenties all with excited looks on their faces at the prospect of serving the world's foremost royalty and most powerful military power in existence. 

Jaru guided Max to a spot amongst the lines of promptly gathered new recruits and then parted with his final words.

‘Master Starheart, please wait here. From here on out, I must bid you farewell, but I hope our paths meet again someday. I’ll be watching, good luck.’

Max nodded his head in acknowledgment and spoke

‘Thank you, sir. As do I also.’

Jaru smiled, then turned to position himself into a strict military stance with his back straight, eyes forward and head held high.

At that moment, a loud Gonging noise could suddenly be heard, followed by soldiers shouting.

‘All new recruits in line for inspection!’ 

As if in unison, all the young, smiling faces suddenly turned very serious, and all sound fell silent. The recruits were lined immaculately, facing forwards. At that moment, a loud creaking could be heard from the academy's huge ominous doors as they began to slowly break open. 

A huge green, ghoulish like glow came from within, as soldiers all clad in their dark coloured imperial armour came storming out to form ranks in front of the battalions of new recruits and then suddenly, three outlines appeared out from the green glow within...
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Chapter 2: The KingsGuard
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Max squinted as he tried to make out who or what was in front of him, beyond the sudden present bright green light. He could make out three what seemed like very profound looking figures stood motionless. Three perfectly lined silhouettes that stood side by side, draped in darkness and mystery. Gasps and low chatter could be heard amongst the ranks of new recruits as they too looked on in awe, the three figures then began to walk through the grand gateway of the imperial academy and down the marble stairs that followed. 

‘Wait a minute’ Max thought to himself, as he was trying to piece together in his mind who these three could possibly be, he remembered he had heard about a ‘KingsGuard’ from his father years ago, and the imperial manuscripts he’d read before.

‘Could it really be them?! Would they really come to see us here now?!’ He thought to himself. As the figures arrived at the bottom of the stairs, they could each now be seen clearly stood in front of the recruits. From left to right they each stepped forward, introducing themselves.

‘If we may have your attention, please. Before you, stand The KingsGuard, the very same you may have read and heard about’ said the first man.

The man was tall, around six feet with long silver hair that draped down his back and over his shoulders. He was clean shaven, of slender build but had a powerful presence about him. He stood proudly with his shoulders back in a confident manner. His armour was like that worn by the upper-class imperial personnel only with a much grander design. 

The patterns and insignias resembled curling serpent like bodies wrapped all around from the bottom of his armoured boots to his shoulders and culminating across his chest, in which lay a fiery & menacing ancient dragon like design not like anything seen in this world for many centuries. The colour was also different, a deep red which only further accentuated his burning amber, otherworldly eyes. All three of the KingsGuard had long, exquisite looking cloaks that began at the rear shoulder plates that flowed down their backs, finishing just before it touched the ground. They only helped further to impart their already clear significance.

‘I am Thamir, we are the King's personal guard and through us flows his every command, his every wish’ as he looked around in a cautious like manner.

‘And have no doubt about it we will see it done. And no less will be expected from all of you stood here today.’ 

After a brief pause the second man to his right also took a step forward and crossed his arms in a very commanding gesture. 

‘You may call me, Onix.’ He declared. 

‘We are here to oversee your training, as commanded by our great King. There is much you will not understand over the coming days and months however be assured; time is a great mentor.’

Onix was around matching height to Thamir, his dark green eyes stood out and gave off a glint of mystery & power. His armour was also much grander looking, but he was clad in a dark forest green shade. He had short feathery like dark hair and a medium length full beard which finished just above his chest in a braid, decorated with golden beads of ancient foreign looking design. His outfit too, was spectacular. But this time instead of a serpent & dragon pattern, his was that of majestic mountains and leaf like shapes all over. It was clear to Max that this individual, was more attuned to nature & the land from a physical standpoint. 

"We are the oldest living sorcerers now left in this world. We have seen countless serve our illustrious King and his emperor, for that, is an honour we hope you too will share in time. Our presence here is to help guide you and oversee your training that lies ahead... for you will need it in the troublesome times to come.’ 

Max and the other recruits looked at each other with now confused and slightly worried frowns upon their faces. 

Then the third and final stepped forward, placing his hands on his hips as he quietly looked around, surveying the young men & women in front of him. This KingsGuard presented himself also very proudly, if but a little more sternly looking than his fellow peers. His entire body clad in a brilliant blue with ancient scriptures covering of storms and lightning bolts. Matching their height, he fashioned a scar which reached from over his top right brow across his face and ended just below his left cheek. His eyes illuminated with a crackling blue hue & were visibly brimming with power, not that of a normal human by any means. He had medium length wavey blonde hair, tied up into a knot.

‘Kain is my name and to reiterate the words that my brothers have imparted on you already, these are indeed uncertain times when powers from foreign lands have begun to stir, this much we have felt.’ 

He Continued.

‘Although Kavlos is the strongest power in all of Omeria and has been since days of old, there is always an ever-present great evil and ambition from those elsewhere, who would seek to subdue our Emperor and King and take Kavlos as their own.’ 

Thamir then interrupted ‘It is you who are the future of this great city, and it is all our duties to see it protected. Our emperor is wise and just and we must continue to follow his guidance’ he remarked. 

Onix then abruptly proclaimed

‘For Kavlos!’ 

A notion that could be heard echoing throughout the academy grounds.

Then the three took a slight bow crossing one arm across their chests in an almost ritualistic fashion.

At that moment, the three raised their heads, turned, and began to walk across the academy's outer entrance boarding a shuttle which was waiting for them nearby as Max and his fellow recruits looked on. It then took off with immediate haste and launched off high into the sky, banking back over the academy temple and towards the King's palace. Max had to remind himself to close his mouth and not to look so dumb to the others, he could not believe what he just experienced, however. 

‘That was unreal....and scary as hell!’ he thought. 

There was more shouting that followed, as the sergeants gathered the recruits into single file lines that followed into the great doors of the academy. The green ghoulish like glow still emanated as Max and the others approached the threshold, but he could now see this was from two gigantic braziers that were lit from just within. Whatever magic was conjured to light these ancient looking torches, must have been powerful indeed, as Max reflected. 

The recruits were guided down an inner stairwell not far inside the upper hall, which reached deep into the mountain that the academies temple was carved into. When Max and the others eventually reached the bottom of the seemingly never ending, eerily lit stairwell, a gigantic grand hall lay before them. Great pillars of marble laced with gold could be seen throughout, reaching fifty or sixty feet tall as far as the eye could see. This had clearly been here for a long, long time and the enormity of the hall was unlike anything any of the recruits had ever seen before. Still the green ghostly hue could be seen lit throughout, which was a mainstay of the school. 

Beautifully carved into the recesses of the walls were grand oak doors spaced around fifteen to twenty feet apart, each clearly expensive looking and numbered down towards the end of the hall.

‘Alright listen up, you have arrived at your barracks which will be your new quarters between lessons’ one of the sergeants said.

‘You will be given a number in accordance with your house surname, and this will direct you to where you need to be. Please be quick, please be orderly and please get a good night's rest, you will need it for tomorrow.’ 

‘Number thirty-four hmmm looks like it's on the left side’ as Max shuffled along, glancing downwards and forwards between his handed papers and the numbers along the wall. As he walked up to the door, a number of recruits were already slowly piling in. Inside, the room quarters were separated by two corridors, one to the left, one to the right both male and female indicated. 

As Max turned left towards the male dormitory and followed the short corridor down into the room where he would be staying, he heard a familiar voice. ‘Well well, well, I was wondering when I'd see you here, buddy...’ The voice came from a young man around twenty, well built, and he clearly paid attention to his presentation by the look of how his dark blonde locks were neatly combed back. His short blonde beard was very well manicured too. And his uniform was exceptionally clean, pressed to perfection.

‘Jarrel? Jarrel Jones?’ Max amusingly grumbled with a smirk on his face as he looked around the corner.

‘The one and only pal, I'm just glad they put us together, thought they might with our father’s military background an all’ he confidently said.

‘And let's face it, you need me to keep you sharp’ he said with a wink and a grin. 

Max replied ‘Yeah, yeah, ok, ok. You keep thinking that mate. Just because our dads were old war buddies and we grew up together, don't go thinking we have to follow suit ya know. You’re a bad influence, how many times have you gotten me into trouble? As soon as I’m ready to graduate, I'm out of here and to the front lines. So don't miss me, will ya?’ he laughed.

‘Oh Max, what makes you think you will be leaving me behind? You know since an early age I can do things few others have ever been able to do at our ages’ Jarrel said. 

‘And what's more, I’ve no doubt that I will stand head and shoulders above the rest of these noobs,’ Jarrel whispered into his ear. 

Max laughed to himself and placed his hand on Jarrel’s shoulder.

‘Whatever mate, ever Mr confident eh. I suppose I'm glad to see you here too. I can laugh when I beat your class scores not to mention this will be the real proof of who is the better man, I guess huh.’ 

With that last remark, Max walked across the room to an empty bed and started to unpack his bag with a grin, as Jarrel shook his head with a smile, turned around and did the same.
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Chapter 3: Might & Magic 
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The next morning, Max attended his first academy history lesson. The room lay not too far from his quarters further along in the great hall. He arrived promptly, full of excitement. Not only for his first real lesson of any kind, but also because he was fascinated by the world around him. The royal family, where magic originated from in their world, even to possibly learn more about the disappearance of his father, who served so many years ago. He had always been like a sponge, for wanting to absorb all the knowledge he could.

As he took his seat at one of the desks in the classroom, a man entered the room at the front through a small side door. He looked young, around twenty-seven, maybe twenty-eight. Much too young to be teaching a history class, Max pondered. He had a kind smile and a way about him, his calm movement and relaxed demeanour, as he began to speak to the class.

‘My name is instructor Hau, Chi Hau and I will be your Magical arts & Imperial History tutor’ he said. ‘I am here to put to bed any falsehoods you may have heard, any legends, myths, or rumours that your friends and family might have misled you with. I am here to help explain what is real, what can be accomplished and to help you understand exactly what kind of force you will be fighting for.’ 

‘Let us start at the beginning’ he started. ‘Since the dawn of time, Omeria has evolved and its people along with it. Our planet is centuries old as we know and we have grown from mere specs of life, into the more technological advancements you see around you today. But one thing we have always known from the days of old ... .is that what we call 'magic.’

Chi was visibly a very animated instructor, the kind of man who seemed excitable every time he taught his class, no matter if he had said the same thing once or a thousand times over.

‘Since ancient times, Kavlos has held a royal family, and that family has ruled for a millennium mostly in peace and prosperity. They have managed to do this with combined might and magic......in modern terms....us! Now yesterday, you met the KingsGuard. This is a very rare honour indeed; they are usually leading our forces throughout the world or are carrying out our great King’s commands personally. The ‘Kings Fist’ as they are also known, are of the most ancient & prolific order of sorcerers Omeria has ever known. They have served numerous kings over the years and though admittedly not much is known about them, even to us now, what we do know is that they were trained and commanded to protect the King at all costs by the emperor himself.’

The students all sat silently taking in the information, looks of wonder upon their faces. One of the recruits then chimed in.

‘Sir, you say they are ancient sorcerer’s sir, but how can they have lived for hundreds and hundreds of years? And what can you tell us of the emperor. I know a lot of us here are eager to learn more about him, he is such a mysterious character.’

‘Ah yes, all in good time young man,’ he replied with a smile. ‘What I can tell you is that the King’s Fist have survived for so many years BECAUSE they have learnt and mastered the great magic of the elements. This in turn has also empowered them to keep their youth amongst many other.... shall we say unexplainable feats. To me and you they appear no more than to be in their late thirties or early forties but this...THIS is the power that we can endeavour to learn and evolve with!’ he excitedly remarked.

‘Of course, that is should they eventually see us as worthy of learning this power.’

Jarrel who was also in the class then asked, ‘so why have we not been able to pass on this knowledge of de-aging or whatever they have learnt, to the masses sir?’ 

Chi turned to him and thoughtfully replied. 

‘That is exactly why we cannot. If the entire world had that kind of power, then it would fall into madness and chaos. The KingsGuard were very intricate & careful in what they passed along to others, and they know that they have a responsibility to the emperor to ultimately safeguard this power. Now you may have noticed from their appearances that this reflects what their powers are a derivative of. 

For example, Thamir is capable of conjuring powerful fire magic, rain meteors from the sky should he deem it fit and legend tells, he was even able to summon the ancient dragon beasts of old, but that...was......many a century ago and possibly just a legend as I say ha ha’ Chi chuckled to himself but still with a look of wonder about him. 

He continued ‘Onix has the ability to use the earth and the more natural aspects of the land and bend it to his whim. He has been known to grow great lavish forests and breed animal life into areas that were otherwise barren or desert like once before. He may even be so powerful as to be able to shake the very mountain Kavlos is built upon .... but let us hope he does not,’ he muttered in a shaken tone.

‘That then brings us to Kain, he has been gifted with control of the weather itself, to be able to control it and conjure great storms which have been a mighty blessing in the various campaigns of the past.’ 

At that point, a young girl raised her hand and asked, ‘if they are so powerful, then why do they help the emperor, why not overthrow him or use this powerful magic to meet their own ends?’

‘A good question young lady, and the answer has a purpose’ Chi Hau said. 

‘The emperor is said to be more powerful than all three of these high mages and not only that. The mages, they are also very attuned to our planet in ways we cannot hope to fathom. We need them to help keep the balance of nature afloat. Which of course, I know sounds ridiculous’ he laughed. 

‘Now open your books to page one’ Chi Hau said, as the flipping of pages echoed throughout the class.

The next day at lunch, Jarrel walked over to where Max was sitting eating, at a small table in the corner of the cafeteria.

‘So, you buying that story about the KingsGuard from Instructor Hau yesterday? I know the mystic arts themselves are an incredible thing and all but being able to live centuries and all that emperor mumbo jumbo......I mean c’mon, does he even really exist?! No one’s supposedly ever seen him. I think it’s a story made up by the King to keep forces abroad in check with scaremongering,’ he said.

‘I'm not so sure, do you really think they’d have an instructor tell us all that if there weren't at least some truths to it?’ Max replied,

‘I suppose we will see in time, Jarrel. Let's just focus on our studies for now and keep why we actually joined in the first place at the forefront of our minds.’ 

‘On that we can agree pal, I mean who wouldn't believe the world will be a safer place with us protecting it, right?’ Jarrel chuckled to himself.

‘Let's just pass first mate, there are many years ahead yet and this is not going to be an easy ride by any stretch,’ said Max.

Later that day during a free period, Max found himself sitting in the temple library. There were a fair amount of student’s in there, as he sat alone on a simple looking wooden bench in a corner of the room, watching the world go by around him. As he began to daydream, it still came somewhat of a shock to him, that he’d finally started on his path into a new world. One he’d only previously dreamed about as a child. 

He’d found and pulled out a book from one of the shelves marked, ‘Ancient Magic & The World before us.’ As Max looked around him to check nobody was looking, he hovered his right hand over the cover and tingled his fingers with a smile. He closed his eyes and concentrated......then, the pages began to flip open slowly. He could feel the gentle breeze upon his face of the pages brushing by, as he suddenly opened his eyes and slammed his finger onto the first random page the book stopped on. Max’s smile started to turn into a more serious look, he focused his eyes onto the details that lay before him. There was a paragraph in the particular chapter that spoke of the royal line of Kavlos. Of how it had first begun with King Kavlos himself, who incidentally, the great city was named after.

The pages told of how he founded the city centuries before as a traveller with his people. The city was naught more than a few ruins that could be used to shield his people from the harsh lands around. It also spoke of how King Kavlos was blessed with magical abilities, able to heal the wounded & the sick. He was looked upon as a saviour by his people and over the coming years, they would begin to construct what would eventually become the great city it was today.

Max’s mind drifted off again as he imagined what he would’ve been like, and what he accomplished. He dreamed of what he himself, might one day accomplish. After all, he had always been a confident young man when it came to his abilities. Even his mother had always been very vocal and encouraging to push his powers from an early age. 

Thwack!

‘Ouch, what the hell. Who threw that?!’ Max shouted, as a heavy book entitled ‘The Power of Leadership,’ smacked him in the back of the head. The culprits came from the next bench just behind him. 

They appeared to be a pair of twins, an identical male & female to be precise. 

‘Looked like you could do with a reality check there, dreamer boy!’ sniggered the young male. 

‘Forget it Ni-ar, he obviously ain’t worth it. If he can’t even sense and stop a dumb book hurtling towards him, how is he ever gonna stop a bullet or a fire ball!’ said the young female twin next to him.

They both stood up and walked over to Max, who was sat rubbing his head and looking quite disgruntled. The two looked slightly older than Max, around their early twenties if he had to guess and so were probably already well into their second or third year of the academy by now. They both appeared to have long black hair tied back, the young man’s into a bob and the young women’s was into more of a pony tail style. They dressed similarly in the standard academy provided student robes, the man’s was a dark brown colour whereas the women’s was dark purple.

‘I am Ni-ar,’ said the man.

‘And I am Ji-ar,’ the young women jumped in.

‘And as you can guess, we are twins. Not just in looks though, but in power to’ said Ji-ar.

‘My sister is right, and that is a crucial bit of information for you right there. You see, because if you ask around here.... We’re kinda a big deal. We have been favoured by Master Kain of the KingsGuard himself as ideal candidates for the King’s personal guard,’ Ni-ar continued.

‘Well isn’t that just splendid for you both’ said Max with a sarcastic tone.

‘Heh......just letting you know, we heard about your family name. Starheart, wasn’t it? Your father has quite the history around here it seems. We will be watching you closely with great....shall we say interest,’ Ji-ar said in an almost suspicious tone.

They both stepped away slowly giving Max a look of contempt, before turning to walk away. 
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Chapter 4: In the service of a King
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Several years passed. Max had graduated with promising grades both academically and physically speaking and had now been serving in the King’s empire for just over five years. He was now thirty years old, and his looks had dramatically changed. He now sported a shaved head; a full unkempt beard and his face bore its fair share of scars, each telling its own story. 

His most recent orders having been assigned, were to escort and accompany Onix of the KingsGuard on a peacekeeping mission. Max had passed his initial exams many years prior, and Onix had always taken a particular liking to Max and had personally requested his presence there. He had been present sporadically at the beginning of his training, but as time went on and the years passed, more and more Onix would come to watch Max practising his magical abilities. He witnessed him grow into a confident and powerful young sorcerer, amongst his class.

Onix had befriended Max the first time they was banded together in battle, and often spoke of what an asset he was becoming. Though at this point, even though there was always a student and master like relationship between the two, there was also a mutual respect and sense of comradery between them. 

‘Sergeant Starheart, you seem troubled. What ails you, tell me?’ said Onix.

‘Is it that obvious, master?’ replied Max as their shuttle jetted its way towards their destination high above the white, fluffy clouds. ‘It’s just......I've been serving now for a few years and well, I'm not so sure I'm getting out of it what I wanted when I first set on,’ he said.

‘Oh? And for what exactly was it you were hoping for? You have grown and harnessed your skills into a fine young sorcerer, perhaps one day you may even become a high mage and serve the King himself directly,’ Onix remarked as if a proud father would to his son.

‘You appear to be on a path many others dream to be on, is that not as you wanted?’

‘Don't get me wrong, master. I am truly grateful to serve in the King’s empire and I am pleased with how my skills have developed, it’s just.... I was hoping to learn more about my father by now and why he disappeared when I was just a boy.’

‘Ah, you never made mention of him to me before, but I am aware of your family’s lineage in the King’s service and of your father.’

‘You do!?’ Max sharply snapped, ‘Master what do you know, please.... please tell me.’

‘I recall him as a young sergeant, not unlike yourself. It did not take him very long to work his way up through the ranks. He made the rank of High mage within his first two years of service if memory serves me.’ 

Max stared at Onix with anticipation, as if hanging onto his every word.

‘He became quite a prominent figure; his power was remarkable. I had not seen someone so gifted in at least a thousand years. That is what drew me to you Max, I had a feeling you may follow in your father’s footsteps. Pay heed mind, today we have a job to do and must remain focused but upon our return to Kavlos, you should seek an audience with Thamir should I be able to arrange it.’

Onix then looked out of the window of their shuttle into the distance, then turned back to Max.

‘He was on the last known mission that your father disappeared on .... perhaps he can give you the further information you seek,’ he said.

Max looked down with a slight frown of his brow, visibly disappointed that his line of information was cut short. From out the window, the clouds began to thin and waver as their shuttle began its descent, rocking amongst the rain and wind. The pilot turned and spoke up.

‘Prepare for landing and brace for a bumpy descent, looks like we will be landing in the middle of a storm.’

Their destination was the city of Mazire, it was a fair distance from Kavlos but still the most neighbouring town thereafter. It lay southwest from there and was surrounded by lush forests. Though it was quite a flat city with many low buildings, a far cry from that of the grand royal city of Kavlos. It was nonetheless a thriving city and had been an ally of the empire for around five hundred years.

As the shuttle touched down in the city's eastern region, a man could be seen waiting by the landing pad, flanked by several guards.

‘Looks like were expected master,’ Max remarked as they slid their shuttle door across and disembarked to meet their welcoming party. 

"Greetings my lords, my name is mayor Haradin and I offer my thanks for your visit. It is not every day we are visited by the great Onix of his majesty’s KingsGuard,’ the man spoke. 

Upon observation as he stood just behind Onix, Max visually scanned him as a small man no older than his mid-fifties in age, dressed in very lavish looking robes, green & golden in colour and intricately decorated with various flamboyant tassels, ruching, and other high-quality materials. He surmised this must have been down to his political status as the mayor of the city. He had a slight mistrusting look about him, a sneer that Max could see from a mile away. He knew master Onix was probably thinking the same, after all, he had been around long enough to be an expert in character assessment within a few seconds of meeting anybody. 

‘Not at all, the King always tries to make time for his allies, as often as he can spare it,’ Onix replied.

‘Please, this way’ Haradin said with an extended arm, guiding the way towards an open door just behind where he was standing. As Max, Onix and the two other soldiers accompanying them followed behind the mayor, the conversation continued between them. 

‘In accordance with what we have already sent to the King prior explaining our dilemma, I thought it prudent to elaborate’ Haradin said with a sneering smile.

"Please, proceed.’ Said Onix.

‘Although our cities have long been allies and friends since the uprisings of the old rebellions, we do unfortunately now fear that the ever-increasing disruptions among the townsfolk, seem to be more frequent. Unlike us, they do not think the empire’s rule is neither just nor necessary. They see it more of an ever-present dictatorship and do not understand why they should answer to, with all due respect, a King who does not ever seem present, and an emperor that as far as they are concerned, doesn't even exist.’

Onix stopped in his tracks and stared at the mayor, who’s smug smile slowly drooped to a worried, more frightened look. 

‘I can understand these concerns some of your citizens may have Mayor Haradin, but rest assured the emperor’s rule is a just one, for without our great empire to help keep the peace in check, I fear the world would be in a much darker age than it already is.’

‘Oh, I agree certainly my lord, which is why I am sure that if you could just speak to the masses in our public hearing this afternoon it would go an incredibly long way to help change their minds, perhaps put them at ease as it where,’ Haradin replied.

As the men continued, they came upon a long a glass corridor which connected the landing area to a more administrative building, suddenly the first real look amongst the city of Mazire was upon them. As they walked along, the branching streets below could be seen with visible shadows weaving in and out of the various streets almost like ants in the distance. This was indeed a populous city; Max had only ever heard of Mazire but was little aware of its actual size. Shuttles and airbuses zoomed by, in a multitude of different directions, high above. As with aircraft all over Omeria, they were all run by magically powered engines which were developed and produced, from Kavlos’ imperial R&D division. This was a massive contributing factor to the wealth of Kavlos.

Through just a few more short winding interior corridors which were lined with all kinds of administrative and government dressed personnel, they arrived at a set of iron double doors.

Mayor Haradin remarked.

‘Beyond these doors, lie’s our grand town’s square balcony. We use this for various declarations, announcements, and weekly public speaking events. Although like Kavlos, we are a fairly, albeit not as technologically advanced, modern city, we do by tradition keep public speaking very much at the forefront of our community. We feel that personable touch is what makes us different from others, ' he sniggered.

Onix stood with his arms folded and glanced at Max with a stoic look, as Max looked back in the same way.

‘Then please, let us proceed and see if we can't put the people’s minds at rest mayor,’ he then said.

‘But of course,’ Haradin replied with a sneering grin once more as he slowly opened the doors. 

A momentous pop of applause and cheering suddenly erupted from hundreds of the city's residents standing far below as the doors were tossed open. The balcony itself was no more than ten feet wide and only stood a few feet away from the interior doors. The main square below was itself an erected building which stood distinctly from the other nearby buildings, which were all connected by long skywalks. It was clear not all the population of the city could obviously be present at these hearings, but a select amount of important and wealthy citizens of the city were always invited. The mayor took a slight bow in front of the ruckus crowd as he then began to speak to them with a boom of joy in his voice.

‘Citizens of Mazire, I bid you all warm greetings on this not so pleasant of days’ he said, as he looked up at the grey sky from which rain was still moderately pouring down. 

‘However today we are blessed by one of our King’s very own personal guard and representatives, none other than the legendary sorcerer.... Onix everyone!’ 

There was a mix of cheers, boos and a smaller portion of the crowd which didn't quite know what to say and so stood silently in anticipation of his next words.

‘People of Mazire,’ Onix started, as he placed his fists on the balconies' stoned flat surface. 

‘I stand here before you today to hopefully answer any qualms or concerns you may have, regarding our empire. I am aware that not everybody understands the logic & will of the emperor and the royal house but be assured that I am here as a representative of those powers to answer your questions.’ 

Max, standing just a step behind and to the left of him, could not help but notice the clouds gathering ever darker above as he glanced up. Onix’s armour glistened a bright green as the rain fell upon his shoulders, trickling down over the intricate designs that were embellished upon it.

There were shouts from the crowds.

‘How do we know we can trust the emperor? How can we trust the King? How can we trust you?!’

‘Long live the King!’

‘Why does the emperor not show himself, what has he to hide!’

‘Onix the great wouldn't lie!’ 

‘We are a free people; we do not need to live in fear of the empire!’

The raised voices came from every direction before him. As he was about to speak again however, the thunder began to rumble more like a deep growl now. Vibrations could be felt underfoot, almost like it was about to erupt from the very earth itself. Flashes suddenly lit up the sky as frightened gasps blurted out from the crowd. Max raised his arm and covered his face attempting to block the sharp, blinding light from his gaze.

‘Master, something doesn't feel right’ he said to Onix with a confused tone in his voice.

‘Kain’. Onix muttered under his breath, ‘What are you doing here....’

Then with a clap and a whaling bang, a gigantic bolt of brilliant blue lightning crept down from the darkest cloud above, hitting directly into the middle of the crowd below! Screams from every direction beckoned out, flames burst forth underfoot as waves of lightning bolts crackled throughout the ground. Gaping cracks opened all around and stone chunks from the raised square flew about in every direction, Max’s first instinct as he waved his hands about seemingly manipulating forces around him, was to create a force field of energy around him and everyone else on the balcony. Debris and fire spat out at Max but were deflected off his force field, keeping them safe from harm.

‘Is anyone hurt?!’ 

Max shouted to the crowd gathered around him. Many below lay dead and severely burnt in the square. Max’s legs were Shakey, but he showed no sign of struggle holding his casted spell high aloft. 

‘No, I think we avoided the worst of the blast luckily, what the hell is going on!’ panicked the mayor.

Onix said ‘I do not know, but I will find out soon enough. Max, I trust you can escort these people to safety.’ 

‘Yes, but master where are you going?’ Max said confused.

However, before Onix even had a chance to answer he had already vanished into thin air, leaving nothing but an aura of green mist where he stood seconds earlier. The people below that were left unscathed albeit apart from a few scratches and cuts, had mostly now dispersed in terror. Max couldn’t help but think that this was more than a mere freak accident of weather, after all, it seemed very precisely contained to the balcony square and he had never seen lightning act in that way or magnitude anywhere in his life!

‘Everybody back inside!’ shouted Max. Once they were all inside to safety and had closed the balcony doors, Max placed his hands on the mayors’ shoulders. He had grown pale like stone in his complexion, with cold beads of sweat that had already begun to trickle down his forehead. 

‘Mayor Haradin, I need you to try and stay calm. Me and my men here will find out what exactly happened here but I......no, Mazire needs you right now to help calm the townsfolk down, and initiate safety protocols. Can I trust you to do that please?’ Max asked him.

‘Ye, yes...yes......yes of course sergeant. Please do what you can, I fear ill forces are at work this day’ he whimpered.

Max signalled the two masked soldiers that accompanied him to follow, as he ran back the way he came before, retracing the steps back along the now cracked glass corridor, outside now portrayed a much different & darker picture than their earlier journey across. Lightning and torrents of heavy rain now battered the daytime sky, and flickers of fire could still be seen rising from the remnants of the town square.

As they reached the air pad once more, heading back towards the shuttle, Max called for the pilot, who was still aboard, to prepare for take-off. Suddenly Max stopped, held his arms out once more and conjured another shield of energy as he shouted. 

‘Everybody down!’

He was uncertain of exactly how he could sense it, but he could almost feel as though another projectile bolt was about to come crashing down upon them and in that very moment, another came hurtling down from the grim, now terrifying sky. It struck the shuttle with deadly accuracy and a mighty force, the soldiers who accompanied Max also shared the pilot’s fate as they were out of reach of Max’s powers.

The shuttle disintegrated under the force, leaving a plume of flame swirling into the sky. Again, Max managed to hold his nerve and protect himself, even under a might clearly closer and more impactful to him than before.

A few moments later as Max was still gathering himself on the floor, the dark clouds began to disperse at an unnatural pace, the rain stopped, and the blue sky could be seen once more as if it was a mere passing shower. Max lowered his spell. He now knew something sinister was afoot.

‘There are only a select few with that kind of power over the elements’ he thought to himself.

‘What the hell......’ 
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Chapter 5: An Emperor of Legend
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Approximately 3,500 years ago.... the great citadel of the emperor.

Onix, Thamir & Kain marched with haste into the emperor’s citadel, having been summoned by the emperor himself. As they walked through its great wide halls, decorated with monuments erected to the emperor, they couldn’t help but observe their surroundings. High stain glass windows stood tall from floor to ceiling, and great rays of radiant light beamed through each one. They portrayed important moments of the emperor’s history and his various conquests throughout his last fifty-year reign. 

They varied, from being portrayed as a young, great warrior slaying many in countless battles for his King & country, to him being knighted as a protector of the realm and establishing the first regiment of his own personal mercenary army. As they continued to walk throughout the halls, the stone statues depicting him began to appear greater in size and more exaggerated. Enormous murals now flowed on into another room, of the emperor clad in armour riding atop great beasts and dragons, slaying his enemies. Then, darker still became the depictions. Paintings high up told a story of how the emperor gained increasing power, too powerful to control, eventually usurping the King long ago. 

It appeared to the uninitiated that the emperor wanted to keep a King and royal family around, though for what exact purpose was unclear. Perhaps, it was to keep the citizens of Kavlos from rebellion, perhaps something else. The KingsGuard however knew the truth, they had served him since the first remnants of his army gathered. Great sorcerers of power unseen up until that time and knew many secrets about him.

As the three men finally arrived at the enormous doors to the emperor’s private throne room, two knights approached them clad in golden armour. They were at least seven feet in height and appeared to be utter brutes of beings. They marched menacingly in unison, their great unsheathed swords of pure diamond, suddenly staked into the ground before them as they stared the three sorcerers’ deep into their eyes. The knights’ faces could not be seen. They were shadowed in darkness, under a heavily decorated helmet of gold and naught but a set of red glowing eyes could be seen about them. Clearly these creatures were not human, they proceeded with a blood curdling grunt.

‘We are here as we have been summoned by the emperor himself, now please, stand aside creatures of shadow’ Thamir exclaimed as all three seemed unphased by the two behemoths in front of them.

They growled once more before one said in an eerily low and creepy voice ‘You may enteeeerrrrrrr, the emperoooorrrrrr is expecting youuuu’

The doors began to creak and crack as they slowly started to open. The knights stood back to their original positions either side of the doors but continued to stare ominously. Once the doors had fully opened the three KingsGuard slowly walked into the room as the doors slowly started to close again behind them. They now stood in the emperor’s throne room, the most private and off-limits room in all of Omeria where only a very select few other than Thamir, Onix & Kain, were ever admitted an audience into. 

The room was truly one of a kind. It was constructed with nothing, but the finest natural materials known on Omeria. Marble, gold, and diamonds of every kind littered the room. The walls were of the purest white marble and crystal, a beautifully intertwined mix seen nowhere else on the planet. It was clear the emperor enjoyed extravagant and exquisite tastes and visually enjoyed impressing upon his guests, his status as the ruling power in all of Omeria.

Though the KingsGuard had entered numerous times before, they were always still breath taken upon entering. As they began to approach the emperor’s throne along the golden paved walkway directly in front of them, they finally laid their eyes upon the deity like presence of the emperor himself.

The emperor sat upon his crystal made throne as they closed in. He sat, slouched in his seat. His right arm resting on his armrest with his chin upon his fist, looking oddly bored yet expectant as though waiting for some news. Although the emperor had been the grand ruling power now for a great number of years, he had not aged a day since his inception as emperor. He did not appear a day over his mid-thirties still. Even the King of this era certainly appeared more aged, being around sixty and very grey at this time. 

However, the emperor still looked youthful. He was an incredibly handsome man by appearance with long blonde flowing locks that seemed to gleam amongst the diamonds of his crystalline throne. He stood about six feet five inches tall at full height and had a medium length, dark blonde beard. Atop of his head rested a silver circlet of pure white gold with a brilliant purple amethyst diamond in the middle of his forehead. His attire was that of a knight of the realm, only naturally more imposing by design. It too was silver in colour but laced with diamonds. It did not exactly look battle ready but more decorative and flamboyant in its nature. 

As Thamir, Onix and Kain reached the steps just before the throne, they each knelt to one knee.

‘Your excellency, you summoned us?’ said Onix.

‘I did,’ replied the emperor. 

‘For many a decade now, I have ruled as your emperor and undoubtedly without you three being my eyes and ears out in the world, I am sure our new empire would not have grown anywhere near as quickly. For that I thank you all enormously. However, I’ve need of you now for a different task. I am appointing you three as the official KingsGuard. From now on, I want you to be shown supporting the King in whatever his needs may require.’

‘Of course, my emperor but doesn’t his orders come directly from you, my lord?’ Kain confusingly asked.

‘Indeed, you are correct Kain, however, it has come to my attention, that there is unrest in Kavlos, amongst a number of other places, and we cannot afford to be seen to be overthrowing the royal house, which has stood for a thousand years. I will not lose the influence we have so justly gained. A mass rebellion of any kind is the last thing we need during the empire’s infancy,’ the emperor said with distain as he looked away.

‘Very good my emperor,’ replied Onix.

‘Now, you may leave.’

As the emperor then causally waved them away, the three stood and turned to begin walking away.

‘Kain...you wait here’ the emperor then said in a commanding voice.

As Thamir and Onix glanced at the emperor then back at each other in a slight bemused look, they continued walking and left the room. Kain remained as commanded and stood at the foot of the throne stairs. The emperor then sat back and began to raise himself up, he was now stood at full height and his presence became quite fearful. He shined like a living diamond in all his angelic armour as he slowly began to walk down the stairs towards Kain.

‘Kain, ever since we first met all those years ago at the temple on my pilgrimage, back long ago when I felt as young as I still look now. I have trusted your ruthlessness more than the others. Your will to get things done, the others...I know how they really look at me, with distrust that I will abuse the power bestowed upon me. I know what I must do for the kingdom of Kavlos.... for Omeria!’ he shouted.

‘My emperor, I am and always have been certain that you are the one that legend speaks of. Although we remember not our creation, we do not forget our purpose on this planet. To serve and protect that which legend speaks of, he who will lead Omeria to everlasting peace for all eternity!’ Kain said with a fierce confidence in his eyes.

‘That is why we took you in, trained you in our ways once we could feel the already present power within you. I know my lord that you will become the most powerful practitioner of the mystic arts in existence, and then will our task on this world be complete.’ 

The emperor smiled as he leaned his head back, his eyes were a glow, and he placed his hands firmly on Kains shoulders.

‘Ever my most trusted servant Kain, know that although we must give the King our support and in doing so show support to the people......should the King make, any.... shall we say grave error of judgment then you will be my ‘swift sword of guidance. With the power to correct any misguided courses the King may place any of you on. Remember, trust in me your emperor, to make the right decisions for the good of Kavlos & Omeria.’

‘Yes, my emperor of course but what of Onix & Thamir? They will be suspicious and may act out against me’ said Kain.

‘Thamir may be loyal to me as are you. Or he may betray me. I do not know his destiny. Onix however, I sense great conflict within him. He may interfere with my plans for Omeria, so I will keep them both close by my side. You must act swift & silently, should I deem it so.’

‘As you wish my emperor’ replied Kain with a bow.

Later that day, Thamir and Onix were outside the King’s quarters at his castle, overlooking the setting red sun as it began its descent over the lofty mountains, opposite the kingdom of Kavlos. 

‘Thamir, what make you of the emperor’s behaviour. Do you not find it strange that he confides in Kain too much without our knowledge?’ Onix turned and asked.

‘I do not know of what the purpose is of these secret meetings between them’ he replied. 

‘But I do still believe that we must keep our trust placed firmly in emperor Malvik. You sensed the great power within him that day he came upon us at the temple, the same as I. We must believe that he IS the one we were destined to follow as foretold by a much higher power than us my brother.’ 

Thamir continued.

‘I’m not so sure, at first I did believe he was the one and perhaps he is but the ever-growing power within him combined with his greed of late years has cause for my concern.’

Thamir stroked his chin as his eyes scattered about finally setting upon the crimson sky as the sun slowly began to disappear. 

Onix decided to leave him to his thoughts and returned through the door behind him, into the King’s quarters and following through directly into the King’s throne room. The two had been in conversation with the King earlier in the day to inform him of their new duties to him, following on from the emperor’s commands. The King was not present upon his throne as Onix entered, but instead was reading a book in the library over in the next room.

The King’s throne room was not near as grand as that of the emperor’s and was far older. It was simple, small with grey stoned walls all around, with a few large windows. A small number of flame-lit torches gave the room its light, as the darkness outside began to draw in. The throne itself was clearly the spectacle of the room, being made of pure white marble with golden leaves adorning it all over. It was truly a work of art from a more ancient time.

As Onix approached the King who sat at a small reading desk lit by candlelight, he halted and bowed. 

‘My King, I thought I would check in on you before I retire. Is there anything you need my lord?’ He asked in a softly spoken voice.

‘Onix, I am old. I feel old, I look older and every day I feel my grasp on my people loosening and the emperor’s grasp tightening, like a snake around my throat.’ 

Onix glanced down at the floor and clasped his hands behind his back. He replied.

‘My King, you must understand that the emperor is not here to overthrow you or your people. Please, allow me to indulge you in a story. Many moons ago, me and my brother’s arrived in this world. I do not remember when exactly or how, but we were born of a bright light, that much I do remember.’

‘Around us was a temple with mural’s all around, that depicted the many great evils of this world in constant battle against the forces of good. However, one such picture that stood out, was of a being encased in light wielding a mighty, heavenly sword. This being we believed to be a man of destiny, who we have been sent here to find and protect at all costs. This man is believed to be the one who will end all conflict and evil in Omeria’ he said with certainty.

‘Onix, the emperor has been ruling here since I was a much younger man. The day you three and he arrived here with these...these...prophecies, with your magic. We trusted you with our city. Our lives also, but there is
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