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ACT 1: The sleeping dawn
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The twin gods carved this world from twilight itself—I know this now, though I once believed in nothing but my sword.

Five great continents sprawl across our world, and all but one teem with the breath of four distinct races. To the north, in the country of Valise, dwell the Quincies—wizards who pull magic from the very marrow of their lives. To the south, the country of Bolivar cradles the Gildans, ape-like humans whose brute strength can shatter castle walls. To the west, in Arcadia, live the Empthers—humans who have learned to harness the power of enchanted stones. And to the east, in the country of Elias, reside the Elfens—descendants of ancient elves, keepers of nature's deepest secrets.

But the fifth country—Eprian—lies dead at the center of them all.

I remember the first time my father described it to me. His eyes would grow distant, his voice soft as prayer. "Urian," he'd whisper, "imagine a place where waterfalls spiral upward into clouds of gold, where mountains wear crowns of eternal rainbows, where the very grass sings beneath your feet." He'd touch my pendant then—this pendant, still warm against my chest—and fall silent.

They say Eprian was unimaginably beautiful once. The most stunning country in the whole world, they claim.

*That was before the blood. *

Two years have passed since the war between the four great countries erupted into madness. They all hunger for the same prize: Eprian itself. Rumors fly like carrion crows—whispers of abundant Epeus stones, those magical jewels that can power cities, enhance weapons, sustain life itself.

The Empthers need those stones. Their reactors sputter. Their lights flicker. Their cities gasp for energy like drowning men.

The Gildans? They care nothing for stones. They want blood. Specifically, Empther’s blood. Their ambition burns simple and terrible: eradicate every Empther who draws breath.

The Quincies—despised by Elfen Elders for their life-draining magic—seek the stones to prolong their stolen years. Each spell they cast shaves moments from their existence. The Epeus stones could break that curse.

And the Elfens? The Fire Elder sits astride his magnificent white horse, face colder than the deepest winter, white hair glittering beneath cruel sunlight. His army stretches behind him like a tide of steel and fury. Battle horns echo through the furthest corners of the Elfen fire realm. Hundreds of valiant Elfen warriors march through the beautiful city of Elias—one of four great realms, each ruled by an Elfen Elder.

His name is Ignis. Father to Elisha. King of Fire. And he cares nothing for stones or survival.

He wants unity—the four great realms joined as they once were in ages past. He's already claimed the Aqua realm and the Earth realm. Only the Wind realm eludes him still.

One piece missing from the puzzle. One kingdom stands between him and destiny.

The Wind Elder's price? *His daughter's hand in marriage. *

For the first time in his long, cold existence, the Fire Elder must do something he has never done before.

He must speak to her.

Not through the Queen. Not through messengers. Himself.

The thought curdles in his chest like spoiled wine. She has existed for years in his kingdom—his daughter, his blood—and he has never acknowledged her. Never held her. Never called her by name.

But wars are not won by pride alone.
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Within the bravura bedroom of the Elfen Princess, golden light spilled through crystalline windows, painting rainbow patterns across walls that shimmered with embedded magic. The Elfen Queen entered silently, her robes whispering against marble floors.

No one sat at the dressing table.

The Queen moved deeper into the room, closing the white, beautifully designed door behind her. To her left, near the hearth, her daughter sat bathed in firelight—but not merely warmed by flames. Princess Elisha's hand danced through the air, and within her palm, a phoenix-like creature of pure magical fire spiraled and sang.

Her eyes reflected the flames. Her heart reflected something darker.

"Elisha..." the Queen breathed.

The fire died instantly.

"Mother." The single word carried weight—years of neglect pressed into four syllables.

The Queen's heart clenched. "I know what he's asked of you."

Elisha rose slowly, deliberately. She walked to her dressing table, trailing fingers across silver combs she'd never use, jewelled pins that meant nothing. Her reflection stared back—*gorgeous, yes. But hollow. *

"After all this time..." Her voice cracked like ice over hidden water. "After everything—the birthdays he forgot, the fevers he never knew I had, the nights I cried myself to sleep wondering what I'd done wrong—he expects me to forget?"

"Elisha—"

"No, Mother! " She whirled, and for an instant, the Queen saw something terrifying in those beautiful eyes—*not hatred. Something worse. The ashes where love should have burned. * "He has no right to call himself my father. And he has absolutely no right to demand this."

The Queen's face remained calm, but her hands trembled slightly within her sleeves. She crossed to her daughter, and despite everything—despite the years of watching her child suffer—she smiled. Gently. Sadly. Lovingly.
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This is the moment I will remember forever, Mother. This is the moment that shaped everything that followed.

"Elisha... my precious daughter." The Queen's hand rose, fingers brushing through that gorgeous cascade of long blonde hair. "Sometimes we must do the one thing we hate most—*not for ourselves, but so that others may bloom where we have withered. *"

"Mother..." Elisha's voice faltered.

"A friend once told me that in life, we must accept our responsibilities." The words hung heavy between them, laden with meaning Elisha couldn't yet grasp. "Not the responsibilities we choose. Not the ones that bring us joy. But the ones that find us—whether we want them or not. "

Elisha's eyes narrowed. She possessed her mother's gift—foresight—though it came to her in fragments, in dreams, in moments of terrible clarity.

"If I accept this... this responsibility..." She gripped her mother's hand. "What will happen? What do you see? "

The Queen's smile deepened. She saw everything. She always had.

"My dear..." She cupped Elisha's face in both hands, thumbs brushing away tears that hadn't yet fallen. "You have already accepted your responsibility. It is a destiny written before your first breath—*before mine. * The question was never if you would accept it."

Elisha's breath caught.

"The question was always when you would understand that you already had."

Light flickered in the hearth. Shadows danced on the walls. And somewhere in the distance, a wolf howled—though no wolves lived within a thousand miles of Elias.

"As for the outcome..." The Queen released her daughter and moved toward the door. "In time, time will reveal. "

She paused at the threshold, not looking back.

"Elisha?"

"Yes, Mother?"

"The boy with the pendant. Trust him. "

The door closed. The flames flickered. And Princess Elisha pressed her hand to her chest, where—beneath her royal garments—a simple pendant rested against her heart.

Identical to the one Urian wore.

Identical to the one that would save them both.
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ACT 2: The three imperial knights
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On the continent of the Empthers, in the country of Arcadia, hatred ran through the streets like sewage.

The Gildans called us Maggots.

Not warriors. Not opponents. Maggots—things to be crushed beneath contemptuous feet. For generations, we'd warred with those ape-like beasts. Now the Quincies and Elfens had joined the slaughter, turning a two-sided conflict into a fatal four-way dance of death.

The twin gods must laugh at us. I thought this often, standing on crimson balconies, watching sunsets bleed across the sky. They must sit on their twilight thrones and place bets on which race destroys itself first.

The Empthers needed the Epeus stones more desperately than any other race.

Let me explain why.

The Elfens draw magic from nature itself—from ancient groves and sacred springs, from the breath of mountains and the tears of clouds. The Gildans need no magic; their supernatural strength makes a lie of the word "impossible." The Quincies trade their very life force for each spell, burning moments to create miracles.

But Empthers? We are the middle children of creation. Too weak to match Gildans. Too mortal to match Elfens. Too ordinary to match Quincies.

So we learned to cheat.

Epeus stones—those enchanted jewels found deep within the earth—grant us powers equivalent to Elfen magic and Quincy spells. We embed them in our weapons, our armor, our very bodies. They power our reactors, our generators, our homes, our lives.

Everything depends on stones.

And then the Diamond Cravens collapsed.

The main mining facility—gone. Thousands dead. Thousands more maimed. The reserve of Epeus stones plummeted like a falling star.

Sections of Arcadia's cities began to shut down.

Darkness crept through our streets. Machines fell silent. Children shivered in unheated homes.

The Empther King looked at his dying kingdom and made a choice.

*He would conquer Eprian. *

Never mind the rumours. Never mind the tales of mysterious disappearances in the dark forests within that land. Never mind the stories of travellers who entered and were never seen or heard from again.

What are legends compared to survival?

What are rumours compared to power?
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Three years. The war had dragged on for three grinding years.

Every time the King thought victory within reach, another enemy interfered.

First, the Gildans—those brutal beasts whose furry, rock-hard bodies could snap swords without magic. Underestimate them, and you died screaming.

Then the Quincies arrived, burning their own life force to summon the Yakel—god-like creatures of devastating power. I still remember watching Borthel, the Wild Bull, rampage across the battlefield. Its horns were longer than a man's arm. Its body dwarfed elephants. Its eyes burned red as fresh blood, and flames plumed from its nostrils with every breath.

Thousands died. Thousands.

And finally—finally—the Elfens emerged.

They'd been watching. Always watching. Waiting for the perfect moment, when all sides were weakest.

Oh, how we hated those arrogant, beautiful bastards. They believed themselves above all existence. And perhaps they were right, because when they finally deigned to join the battle, they didn't send ordinary soldiers.

They sent the Elite.

They sent the Alphas.

The strongest Elfen warriors in existence.

Their swords shattered Gildan shields. Their magic ripped through Quincy defences. Their arrows found hearts behind armor, between ribs, through eye slits.

And when the Quincies thought themselves supreme—when they smirked behind their shields—the Alphas summoned Ramuh, the Lightning God.

*Thunderous bolts rained from clear skies. * The battlefield became hell. Everything in Ramuh's path simply... ceased.

After all the information had reached the Empther King, knowing his enemies unleashed their ultimate weapons.

He'd had enough.

"If they're bringing out their most forceful warriors," he snarled, "then so will I."

His generals exchanged glances. Surely he didn't mean...

"The Empthers are not dogs." The King's voice rose to a roar. "We are dragons who fear no one! UNLEASH HELL! "
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Large golden doors swung open.

Three figures strode through, helmets tucked beneath arms, armor gleaming blue in torchlight. They moved with the terrible grace of apex predators—the kind of walk that made guards step aside without thinking, that made servants press themselves against walls.

They knelt before the throne.

The King surged to his feet, face contorted with rage. "I summoned you hours ago! I should have you all whipped for such disobedience!"

"Sorry, my lord," one knight murmured.

I didn't look up. I never did when he raged.

The King's eyes swept over us—his three Imperial Knights, commanders of the Legion army, the best Arcadia had to offer.

"You may rise."

We rose as one.

"As you are all aware, the Elfens have joined the war." The King's voice dripped acid. "This makes achieving victory... complicated."

A knight spoke—Prince Adrian, always first to break silence. "I've received word that the Elfen Alphas are on the battlefield."

"Yes." The King's gaze sharpened. "And that is precisely why I summoned you three. My Imperial Knights. "

I felt it coming. The weight of destiny settling on our shoulders.

"The time has come for you to lead the legions into battle and claim our victory."

Prince Adrian bowed his head. "We do as our king commands. We shall leave at once."

"Spoken like the true prince you are. " The King's voice softened—almost—as he regarded Adrian. "First of the Imperial Knights. Strong and fierce."

Then his gaze shifted. "And then there's Rubella."

"Please, Your Majesty." The female knight's voice carried gentle correction. "Call me Rose."

"Very well." A thin smile. "Second Imperial Knight Rose. Beautiful as you are cunning. "

"Thank you... my lord." Her cheeks colored slightly. I noticed. I always noticed.

Finally—finally—his eyes found me.

"Urian. " The name hung in the air. "Proud and fearless. Third of the Imperial Knights. Keeper of the Dragon Knight's most valuable weapon. "

My hand drifted unconsciously toward the sword at my hip.

"Remind me of its name."

I met his gaze steadily. "The WolfsRayne, my lord."

"Indeed." His eyes gleamed with something—greed? envy? respect?—I couldn't quite read. "Its power will serve us well, as it has served the Dragon Knight through countless battles. At dawn, ride out. Show no mercy to our enemies. "

Silence. Then—

"My lord, I think it best if Prince Adrian remained here to guard the castle walls."

The King's eyes blazed.

"Urian. " His voice dropped to something terrible. "I don't recall giving you permission to speak."

I felt Adrian tense beside me.

"And as for the Prince..." The King's gaze shifted, calculating. "He knows what's in his best interest. In Arcadia's best interest."

"Please forgive him, my lord." Adrian stepped forward smoothly, positioning himself between me and the throne. "Urian is merely looking out for my wellbeing."

The King's expression didn't change, but something shifted in those cold eyes.

"Very well. I'll let this query pass—this time." A pause heavy with threat. "But even if you are one of the Imperial Knights, that does not mean you cannot be punished."

I swallowed. "Yes, my lord."

"As you go into battle, remember this." The King rose, spreading his arms like a prophet delivering scripture. "You are our last hope. Every skill, every power, every shred of knowledge you three have attained—use it all. Gain glory on the battlefield."

His voice built to a crescendo.

"Fight for the legacy of your teacher, the Dragon Knight! Fight for your country, Arcadia! Fight for your people, the Empthers! And most of all—fight for your KING! "

"Yes, Your Majesty." Three voices, one tone.

"You may take your leave."

We bowed. We turned. We walked.

The golden doors closed behind us.
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"My lord."

A woman's voice, smooth as silk, emerged from nowhere. Utica materialized from thin air beside the throne.

"Utica." The King didn't turn. "So you've been here all this time?"

"Yes, my lord."

"And I take it you heard everything?"

"Indeed." Her eyes followed the closed doors. "It appears that a certain knight is insisting the Prince reclaim what's rightfully his."

The King's jaw tightened.

"We must act now, my lord." Utica's voice dropped lower. "Before our dear Prince has a change of heart."

"Yes..." The King turned slowly, his gaze falling upon a portrait that dominated the far wall. It showed the last king—his brother—seated upon the throne. Beside him, the Queen. And between them, a young boy.

The true heir to the throne.

Prince Adrian, aged seven, smiling at the artist with innocent trust.

"Indeed we must."

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

ACT 3: The last sunset
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Only hours remained.

Hours before I rode into the biggest battle of my life. Hours before blood would soak into soil and screams would split the sky. Hours before everything changed—*or ended. *

I went to the one place where thoughts could breathe.

The Crimson Balcony.

It wasn't the view that drew me here—though the sunset painted the sky in shades of fire and blood, uniquely beautiful. It wasn’t even the peace—though peace was precious, these days.

It was her.

Rose loved this place. She'd stand exactly where I stood now, watching the sun sink below the horizon, waiting for Prince Adrian to appear. She'd had a crush on him since childhood—since the first moment she saw him, since before she understood what hearts could feel.

I shook my head, clearing the image.

Below, children laughed and played near the great fountain. Little flying fish—Sparkwings, they're called—leapt from the water, teasing the kids with their shimmering tails. One spat a stream of water at a giggling girl.

Memories flooded back.

I was eleven. My father—traveller, storyteller, the best man I ever knew—held my hand as we approached this same fountain. He'd just returned from another journey, another continent, another adventure.

"Urian," he'd said, kneeling to my level, "promise me something."

"Anything, Father."

He touched the white angel-like pendant hanging from my neck—the last gift he ever gave me. "Accept your responsibilities. Always. No matter how heavy they feel."

I'd nodded solemnly
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