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“THE GODS WORK IS MYSTIC ways. We can only try to deal with their ways,”

-Unknown Elf Captian

“Of all the people, the heroes and the creatures of Chicuitera to return. Why did it have to be her?”

The man who spoke the statement was an elderly man. Easily in his early 200s with long ageing brown hair and silky-smooth white robes of Office with a large terrifying eye made from orange obsidian over his heart.

Overall, his features were youthful and yet they were equally aged via wisdom and grandeur.

For he was George The Forever Faithful, Leader of the Council, Uncle to Empress of Insenguard and many more titles.

But more on him later.

“She has returned when we needed her. She is the tool we need to end this reign of darkness,”

Now the speaker of these words was beauty incarnated. Her lustrous long strong silk blond hair floated in the air and literal pure white light shone from her. 

Additionally, her long flowing white dress was a masterpiece of eleven craft and her voice was a siren song.

This woman was no ordinary woman. For she was Lady Galadisphere, Queen of the Elves, Head of the Global Security Force and Confidant to Empress in a by-gone age.

“You really think the Empress is what we need?”

“George my dearest friend, the intelligence is clear. Political and civil unrest is widespread and a cancer on the world. We need a solution,”

“I suggested a solution,”

“Martial law isn’t the answer. We do not need the citizens of all member states to become slaves,”

“I meant my other solution,”

“Assassinations aren’t always the answer. Killing the wrong person or killing the right person without knowing the ripple effects can make a situation worse,”

“You spend too much time with the former Emperor and the Death Cult,”

“Come on together we founded this Security Force to unite other countries and prevent arm races and rebuild unity,”

“Agreed, but how will she help us?”

“The Empress herself is a god incarnated. Much like how I am a living Goddess and I have reports that her personal ship has left Insenguard and its current course is leading her here,”

“So, what do you think her plan is?”

“What does her family always do?”

“Seeks out corruption whenever they can. What about the Cult?”

“That’s the reason she will be here. The Cult of Tenebrae will be her mission, but she thinks that we don’t know about it,”

“In reality, we don’t,”

“We know it’s operating inside the Force and with her help will root it out and kill it,”

“Then the domino effect,”

“Yes, when the Cult falls the unrest will be silenced,”

“She is our hope,”

Lady Galadisphere nodded.

“Please excuse me, my Lady. There’s been another bombing in my country. I must deal with it,”

“Of course, but a warning to you, friend. The Empress’ children will come, and they will end your problems but at a cost,”

“My Lady,”

“Council Leader,”

With that, both leaders respectfully parted ways and went to prepare for Insenguard’s arrival.
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“YOUR LIFE WAS NEVER yours to live, Abbie,”

-Unknown Demon

My life is chaos. 

When I ran the Military, I never had to do so much paperwork and admin. I had lessers or more politely workers to do the admin for me.

But now I’m Empress and rebuilding an entire empire I’ve had no time to myself for the past two months.

Firstly, I must tell you where I am because I am on broad: The Emperor’s Wraith!

It’s the only surviving ship from Old Insenguard. It was my father’s Flagship and it’s essentially a flying spaceship. It’s a fine creation of the best of Insenguardian engineering. Completely carbon neutral, able to withstand nuclear and magical attacks with its thick shields, able to fly endlessly without stopping and it’s an amazing ship.

My father used to have hundreds of these ships for my fleets however when Insenguard fell they all gone annihilated. 

This one only survived because the Emperor wanted it renovated with a new Golden Throne and new technology.

In terms of looks, it’s a beautiful, majestic silver and golden streamline pod with a cathedral-like bridge and it’s over a kilometre long with enough firepower to destroy entire countries.

Back to the story.

We left Insenguard two months ago which in itself was a month after my coronation. I wanted to leave immediately but as Empress, I knew that I needed to stay and guide the rebuilding and repopulating the country.

We managed to recruit a population from small communities all over the world who wanted a better life. Resulting in us now having a million citizens. 

However, I know that it’s not enough because we need 3 million workers alone to support our tourism industry. As the Fall gave us even more history to add to the ancient empire.

But Insenguard will manage. 

Therefore, after the first month Insenguard was in a good enough state for me to go and manage it from afar as all the local and national infrastructure was in place.

Leading me to today and the past two months, where I’ve been stuck travelling to the Global Security Force (GSF) headquarters. 

It should only take us 17 hours but as the Tenebraen forces decided to mess around with the workings of this ancient ship. We’ve had to repair it as we travel.

Currently, I’m working in my large oval office with white, crystal walls with a massive book collection. Filled with ancient and magical lore and an impressive wine collection as well.

Which is always good.

In front of me is Senior Aide Pixie. Yes, it is a short, slightly fat Pixie but I found him in one of the local villages that I recruited for Insenguard and he managed to persuade 250,000 people to join Insenguard and become its citizens. Then he further proved himself by suggesting a great way about how to steal citizens from some other countries.

So, I made him my Senior Aide.

“My Lord, the Grand Master of the Homeland is reporting that the airport’s construction and tourism infrastructure is complete,”

Pixie spoke in a calm, authoritative voice yet it was a pleasure to hear.

“Tell him excellent and...”

“I’m not done, my Empress,”

I waved him to continue.

“He also says about opening up tourism to the whole world, assigning a Director of Insenguardian Tourism and there’s a group of people that have arrived in Insenguard. They’re Emissaries of the Dwarf King,”

Kill me now!

See what I have to put up with.

“Okay, Pixie can you please go and talk to him and tell him: yes, now that the airport and infrastructure are in place. The tourism website and marketing can begin. I want an estimate for our weekly tourism revenue on my desk in one hour please and how long until we break-even on tourism in weeks on my desk ASAP. Tell him it’s a possible yes to the Director idea but I want more information on his idea, and I want references and application on my desk in two hours as well. Finally, contact the State Department and get one of the Secretary’s staff to deal with the Dwarfs and report back to me by nightfall,”

“Okay, my Lord,” with that Herculean list of tasks. Pixie respectfully ran off to complete them.

Over the past few months, I’ve had to radically change the Insenguardian High Command; the name for the group of Grand Masters and other very senior members of my Inner Circle; because many positions needed a clear, powerful leader.

Resulting in some new members being included:

Grand of the Homeland- he was in charge of looking after Insenguard when I was away and when I was in Insenguard his job was to oversee civil and domestic affairs in case I had other matters to attend to.

The Lord Forge Master, he was in charge of Insenguard’s weapon development and all of our technology. He’s actually on broad and you’ll get to meet him later.

There are more but my Children are here now.

My two Children stood in the doorway and said: “My Lord, High Command is ready for you on the bridge,”

“And they’re waiting like bees to honey for you,”

“Thank you, Children,” I smiled, in truth, I had greatly missed them for the past month as I’ve been busy with Empress affairs and I’ve left my Children to oversee the ship.

When we arrived on the bridge it was a grand command centre for the ship with outlines of computers and people manning them monitoring a number of vital things. Then in the middle was a holographical table were my Children, myself, the Lord Forge Master, as well as the Secretary of State, were standing around and the High Priestess was there in holographic form.

Subsequently, a bit further on from the table was a slight
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