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“When a mission fails, you must survive to atone for your sins,”

-Unknown Master Assassin

THICK THE ATMOSPHERE was abroad the Emperor’s Wraith as I gathered my High Command.

My Children stood around the holographic table in silence.

Next to them was a psychic version of the High Priestess that I managed to create using my magic to ramify her thoughts into a physical form.

Finally, Jake stood next to the High Priestess holding her hand looking furious at my children.

“Children- we will get to YOUR mission in a moment. High Priestess report,”

“The mission was successful, my Lord. Even though I lost two of my best assassins, the Festival got bombed and a regional politician died. The Cultist is dead, and I managed to forge a lot of evidence to make the entire Cult’s activities go back to a local militia group that Insenguard wanted destroyed anyway. On the whole, we managed to kill one of the Nine, get rid of an up and coming Militia threat and keep the Truce intact as well,”

“Excellent work High Priestess. I’m sorry that I couldn’t protect them better but even my powers have their limits,”

“My Lord, you managed to save me and from the damage that I sustained. You worked miracles and you saved Porschi once in that mission. So, the Death Cult has increased faith in your power. If an increase is even possible,”

I nodded in respect for her.

“Now go High Priestess rest up we need you back with us,”

“By your Will, it shall be done,”

“The Empress protects,” I said.

She gave Jake a quick hug and then disappeared.

I looked at my Children.

Jake was about to start screaming at them, but I waved him silent.

“Abbie, I’m so sorry. I know I shouldn’t have killed her. I know now the ramifications of my actions and I swear to you that I will never do something without it being a team decision or a decision that will make mass consequences for you and Insenguard,”

As soon as I started speaking, I saw her face so disappointed in herself.

“Personally, I don’t know what to think. I know that you did my Will which was killing the Cultist but there were more silent ways to kill her. Poisoning, fire, breaking into her home when she was asleep. But then I know what consequences you have caused. I will always love you both but... I need time to think as Empress about what to do moving forward,”

Jake held up his hand.

I waved him to speak.

“My Lord, that will very hard. The Council has now refused to open up trade talks with us or create any deal or treaty with us. Your uncle is under heavy fire form his own people as they see it as he allowed foreign killers into his country. There are riots in the street as people want the government to openly condemn Insenguard and they want a military response to this attack. Furthermore, the people believe that Insenguard is a terrorist nation as they believe that we were in fact behind the market bombing and we forced the Cultist to confess by mind control. Finally, magical individuals are under attack and are being hunted,”

I cupped my face into my hands.

“Abbie, we’re so sorry,”

I was too upset to speak.

Because of their actions, millions of innocent witches and warlocks will be killed and if a military response is given. Then my forces will kill the Council troops. 

I needed time.

“Jake is there anything you can do?”

Silence.

“No, Abbie. I’m sorry but I’m busy rebuilding the GSF and I can’t go to the Council land even with my Centurion Guard at the moment because we have so much to do with the GSF members. While the Council is a member state of the GSF. I must focus on rebuilding GSF and making them Insenguardian allies,”

“Thank you, Jake. Keep me posted and keep up the good work,”

My face returned to my hand.

I heard the Lord Admiral walking over.

“Only speak if your information is good news,”

“My Empress, we have arrived at the Temple of Light,”

I stood up straight.

“Excellent, gather the Royal Guard, is the Grand Master of the North abroad yet?”

He nodded.

I waved my Children to follow me as well.

Half an hour later, we were outside the Temple while our transport flew away.

I looked up and studied the Temple.

It was a specular design with its smooth walls and its rich gothic features with millions of gems and jewels creating vast rivers of colours, as well as artwork to depict long-dead gods and goddess. 

“My Empress, my scouts and myself have reported large amounts of activity in recent days and weeks. A number of people have been coming and going,”

I checked my guns and led my forces in.

+Remain vigilant+

When we walked into the Temple, the floor was an ancient pentagonal design with centuries wore of blood on the floor with an altar in the very centre.

Furthermore, the entire structure including the walls and pillars were made from pure black marble, granite material.

“Amazing isn’t it? The Temple of Light was designed by local people over ten thousand years ago to sacrifice people to the Sun goddess so that the world would be gifted in light for the summer then more sacrifices would be done in winter to battle the God of Darkness as he grew stronger in the Winter,”

+Yes, very interest Pent but we must focus+

As I got to the altar, something clicked.

“Look at the corners of the pentagon,”

We all looked to see four Cultist in battle knight armour, but one what missing.

Our guns all suddenly snapped to lock onto each Cultist.

Suddenly, a deformed humanoid body jumped down and landed on the altar my Children and I focused on this creature. While, the Grand Master, the Royal Guard and the Centurion Guard focused on the others.

“Speak!” I commanded.

“I am the Mouth of Master of Darkness,”

“Where is the Master!” the Assassin inquired.

I suddenly grow very, very cold.

I began to shiver uncontrollably.

“Abbie!” The Assassin screamed as she rushed over to me.

The Cultist began to step slowly into the centre.

We were becoming cornered.

“What is this place?” I asked with rage.

“Look at the pillars Empress,” the Mouth pointed.

“No, no, no!” I began to cry as I realised what this place was forged from.

Pent starred at the creature.

“Blackstone, the only element on the planet that can act as a psychic nullifier that’s powerful enough to inhibit even the Empress’ powers and cut her off completely from the magic Lay lines,”

The creatures laughed. 

“You are all doomed even your communications will not work in here. You are alone. You are all going to die!”

I tried to force myself up but that was useless.

My body was going into shock as it tried to work out how to live without magic as some of my critical functions. Like: breathing and digestion was aided by magic.

The creature stood up on the Altar and whipped out his hand. 

Throwing the Royal and Centurion Guard into the wall and they were made into pancakes.

“My master has enjoyed this playing but now it ends. Cultists kill the Children and the Grand Master,”

My Children and the Grand Master snapped around to see the Cultist charged at them.

All of the Cultists’ armour and weapon were immediately charged up with flames and other demonic aids.

Meanwhile, the creature grabbed my crumbling body and screamed.

“Say bye to your Empress!”

“No!” I screamed.

Within moments I and the Creature teleported off.

I couldn’t stop thinking of my poor Children as well as the Grand Master fighting alone against a terrible foe.

My world went black.
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“WHERE’S THE EMPRESS?” I heard the Grand Master shout over the constant assault on our sense as the Cultists’ attack suddenly increased in intensity.

Pure uncontrolled rage flooded my body as I; the Empress’ Blade, Her Assassin; thought of the horrific possibility of her death. 

Therefore, I charged for the nearest Cultist and I slashed, bashed and chopped my way towards them. Trying to obliterate their armour.

However, the Cultists were skilled, too skilled. They managed to match and counterattack all of our attacks. Even mine as well as Pent’s masterful attacks.

“My Lords, when one of the Centurion’s died she was running a scan. Results show a type of teleportation, how with the Blackstone activated can they teleport?”

The Grand Master was right, how it is possible to teleport without magic. It’s correct that Insenguard uses technology to teleport our troops into battle but even our technology isn’t working here.

“If we survive Grand Master, we WILL be answering that question first,”

Seconds later, a Cultist kicked me to the floor so hard that it cracked the Blackstone tiles below. Electrical energy zapped me as the Blackstone broke.

Before the Cultist could drive its blade into me. I slid under his leg, kicked him from behind and snapped his neck loudly.

It was no good.

Moments later, the Cultist got back up and laughed.

“These creatures must be demonic in nature,” I reported.

Now the circle was getting very small- myself, the Grand Master and Pent were all fighting back to back to keep the four Cultists at arm’s length.

Suddenly, the four Cultists dived forward in a lightning-fast attack. 

We full dived out the way.

The Grand Master unloaded his gun’s magazine into the back of the Cultist.

The Cultist screamed in pain as the high-velocity rounds chipped away at his armour.

I glazed over to see Pent with three swords being driven into him.

Through our Hive Mind connection, I felt his pain, rage and torment.

Yet Pent was the Empress’ vengeful spirit with a quick snap of his wings and tail. The Cultists went flying.

I attempt to contact the Emperor’s Wraith.

“This is the Assassin; we need urgent extraction now!”

Nothing.

Now the Cultists seemed to move powerfully as their attacks seemed stronger, more aimed and more controlled.

Causing my blade to be snatched from my hands.

Next, I threw five throwing knives into the Cultist’s chest, but they
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