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Prologue
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I remember it well. My sons remember it well; when bows and arrows failed us. They failed you.

It began with the burning of the Wooden City, more than twelve years ago. Let me tell you the story...

The Wooden City was in the South of Brownsea surrounded by dense towering pine woodland just like everywhere here on Brownsea.

Here, the City was a great sky-scraping palace in the woods; protecting the city were wooden walls made from the thick and the toughest Oak trees.

Furthermore, it was famous for its woodwork. However, it was also famous for its archery.

In fact, there was an archery competition organised every month. It was a grand day full of happiness and laughter.

The contest was usually done in the middle of the Grand City, where there was a large green field.

The children and I would go there sometimes to judge. Nevertheless, Kieron wouldn’t let me judge it if he wasn’t in the competition. He loved it.

In case you’re thinking about it, I was never biased. Plus, he was only 10-14.  

On the other hand, Justin would use it to find a mate, naturally.

The City had everything: luck and everyone loved each other. However, luck always runs out.

The day the ships came was the day that tested Brownsea to see who was the best, to see how united we were, to see the power of our faith!

As you already know, the villages and other settlements fell to the power of Nemiel, but there were some who resist. 

We were on our way there when the war came to the Wooden City.

On the ninth day of the attack, Nemiel came to the wooden City.

No offer of parlay. Only War!

The citizens all went to the top of their brown wooden wall and stood on some platforms.

Panic ran free as well as wild here—the horizon was full of black spots, tanks, bombers and more evil creations.

“Flee. Flee and get the women and children out of here,” the village leader screamed at some men.

Though these men were tall, they were far from soldiers, but they had to do it. They obeyed him instantly.

“Come on women and children only!” a short, fat man among the men screamed in a deep yet caring voice.

The men lead them all out via a back entrance out of the City.

Now there are only men left. What could they do? Fight? Flee?

“What do we do?” a tall, slim ginger man asked. Clearly, he was scared and who could blame him. Especially, for what was to come.  

“We fight, we fight!” the leader bellowed. 

The leader was a tall lion. He has hard features and dirty hands from a hard-working day. He was Johnny Frog.

All the men, however, were weak or strong gaffed at the top of the platform armed with their weapons: bows and arrows.

Nemiel himself had come to see the burning of the south.

His advance had stopped. Then simply spoke:

“Let it begin,” Nemiel uttered. 

His commanders all around him nodded.

A shot screamed. It was a bright and loud shot from a destroyer tank that flew through the air. When it hit; half the wall was gone.

“Fire,” Johnny shouted in rage.

Ten thousand or more arrows flew. No one was killed. Nemiel’s and his men’s armour was too thick for the arrows to slice through. 

Now it was gunnings versus arrows for the next five minutes. Many more died. 

The rebellion was still far away. They were on their own against Nemiel.

Nemiel enjoyed watching the chaos unfolds. Yet, all joy must end.

“Destroy the City. Bring it to its knees,” Nemiel ordered. “Commanders—we need some alive.” They all smiled.

The advance began again and was quicker this time. 

Overhead, more than a hundred bombers flew straight for the city. When they were over it, they dropped them—firebombs. 

The wall—destroyed. The City was in a dragon’s mouth. 

All the men ran except for Johnny and a few others.

Johnny fought to stand after the shockwave threw him to the floor like a doll.

He stood up. By this time, Nemiel’s men were breaching the City wall. 

“Fight,” Johnny said to people, but panic and chaos were bathing the situation. 

A troop consisting of two men—strong and tall charged at him. Johnny saw them and braced for the impact.

The two men fell to the floor. They stood up and punched him. Struggling to breathe after they had punched him in the throat, Johnny snapped his neck. He couldn’t stand.

Johnny watched Nemiel enslaving his citizens and friends as he lied on the ground. He couldn’t do anything. He could only lay there.

Nemiel walked over to him and picked him up by the throat. 

“Look around you. Your world is burning. Join me or get destroyed,” Nemiel said.

Johnny spat at him.

Nemiel put him down. Then turned around and yelled: “Enslave them all!”

Ever since then, the surviving citizens have been made prisoners. They were forced to work in the evil, corrupt forges of Mortain.

Hundreds die in the forges every day.  The forges are hell in their own creation. Designed to keep Nemiel’s flames of war burning, yet they’re designed to break even the strongest of men.  

That is all about to change. I know and soon will you. I know because I have considered the seeds of time and space. Nevertheless, how will this happen in addition to what will happen?
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Present day.

The sun was shining, the birds were singing, and there were two familiar faces. It was Dalia and Kieron.

The two of them were out on patrol. However, for the two of them, it meant: social time and time alone together. 

They were walking happily along a wide path with the beach covered in screen to their left. There was also a steep hill covered in giant pines to their right.

Kieron was wearing a T-shirt and some black trousers, whereas Dalia was wearing a beautiful hoody and a pair of dark blue jeans.

The couple were laughing as well as enjoying themselves.

“How’s the forge going dear?” Kieron asked.

“Great thanks. We need to go there later because I have something to show you,” Dalia replied smiling.

“Do you think we should begin heading back the same way we came here?” Kieron asked.

“No,” 

“Okay. Can we have lunch together today since you have been taking a rain check after another?” Kieron asked.

“Sure. Since I know you would have prepared something for me.” 

“Me, oh never.” 

The two, holding hands together walked down the path quicker to get back for lunch.

Later, they were almost home. But it seems home still lies far away.

The path was now on the flat ground in an open field. Around the field, there was a grand treeline with plenty of covers.

Kieron stopped dead in his tracks. Looking around carefully, he took out his Cleanser, his now impressive modified flamer. It now had a beautiful golden strip down the middle. Plus, it had an improved more focused flame.  

“What’s wrong?” Dalia asked nervously. 

A shot screamed towards them and brushed pass Dalia’s left ear.

“To the treeline now!” Kieron ordered. 

They ran to the tree line behind them. With Dalia firing her pistol blindly and Kieron creating a wall of fire behind them, they dived to the trees.

The couple was kneeling down scanning the horizon. 

“What do you see?” Dalia questioned.

“I see trees,” 

“We are in a forest,”

“At least you can recognise a forest,” 

Dalia turned away from her boyfriend.

“I found something. To the left, near that big Oak. I think it’s a Son,” Kieron said aiming at it.

“Fire,” Dalia whispered.

Out from the Cleanser came a monstrous ball of blue fire like a missile and blew the Sons into broken pieces.

With a wide-open mouth and eyes as wide as a caldera, Dalia said: “Good shot,” 

“Thank you,” replied Kieron.

The victory wasn’t meant to last as one hundred Sons came storming out of the tree line towards them.

“Run?” Dalia asked.

“Run!” Kieron replied running away.

The two ran away together. However, did they get back to the base before the Sons could catch up with them? Who knows?

***
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In the tanks where the bodies of ‘Arry and Ruby were being kept. There seated Nemiel and Tracy on two steel chairs with a cold metal table in front of them. 

On the table was only one single item. It was a data slate. On the data slate was information extracted from the brains of the two dead rebel leaders.

Nemiel had managed to extract information from someone’s mind in the past. He could even find out about your secrets without you telling him a single word. Although, you had to be dead.

“This isn’t exactly what I imagine when you asked me on a date,” Tracy stated.

“I thought you might want to know why I have been so busy recently,” 

“Ture. What even is this place?” 

“This is a place where there is no such thing as lines between secrets and free information,” 

“Okay,” Tracy said processing the information she just heard.

Nemiel clicked on the slate then found something. The computer read it out:

‘Kieron actually spoke to his parents about leaving Brownsea. His disappearance was months in the planning.’

“Computer. Does it say where he was going?” 

‘Yes, it does—when you killed them, you damaged the brain slightly. The bit you damaged was the part I needed.’

“Can you fix it?”

‘Yes, nevertheless it will be very difficult. Give me about a week and don’t disrupt this room or me as little as possible in that frame of time.’

“Find. Now go away,” Nemiel ordered.

Behind them, the tanks started to bubble, and the wires began to move as the computer started to fix the problem.

Nemiel smiled. Tracy was filled with horror.

Who was she in a relationship with?

***
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In the King of the Forge in the capital of Brownsea. Mortain was studying his plans for the shields displayed on a holographical hand-held projector. 

He was standing on a balcony in the large dark grey room large enough to build a skyscraper three times over.

In this room were a large furnace and heavy machines that were hammering out immense sizes of copper, gold, and silver compound.

In the Forge, Mortain was building hell, chaos, and death altogether.

A short man in black armour stood to his left and spoke: “Lord Nemiel must see you now my Lord,” Mortain became statued. 

“If not, you must at least talk to him over the communications. Preferably, the holographical one,”

“Tell him I’ll speak to him soon,” Mortain replied coldly to his demands.

“No, now!” The man said firmly.

Mortain with a tight left fist bashed him in the face. Breaking his nose, blood ran like molten lava.

Mortain turned around and regretted doing that.

The man was Lord Maldom. He was the Head of Human resources as well as Defence.

“My, my, my L...or...d,” Mortain said as quiet as a mouse.

“Go see Nemiel. By the time you get there, he will know of this,” Maldom evilly uttered. 

The forge master ran to his transport.

Maldom contacted Nemiel.

Nemiel wasn’t happy.

Mortain flew off in his personal transport. Only to see where his faith landed.
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Dalia and Kieron did make it back before the Sons could catch up with them. 

They entered the canteen. By the buffet, there was a door which led to the kitchen and another place. 

The Cook let Dalia to the door and through the kitchen.

As Head of Catering, he did have to inspect the food quality.

The kitchen was as white as snow; as big as a dry dock and as hot as fire. Essentially, it was an oversized restaurant kitchen.

“How’s lunch coming along?” The Cook asked.

Kieron had earned profound respect here because of his serious attitude toward catering. Also, it was because of his love for cooking great nutritious meals.  

In fact, this is the first catering shift he had booked off in five months.

Actually, with everything Kieron and Dalia did, it is surprising that they saw each other at all. That’s why twice a week, the two went out on patrol together. To spend quality time together despite their busy schedule, the two had to live together. Sadly, even then, they didn’t see much of each other during the day, but they slept together at night.

“Lunch is coming along great chef!” one of the chefs shouted making some sandwiches. 

“Back to work! Something is burning. Sort it out,” Kieron exited.

Kieron still leading led Dalia to what looked like a storage room. He opened the door, and they went in.

Inside the room was pitch black except for two small flames floating
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