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Chapter 1 

Within the city of Lithode in the northern nation of Volthun, where they speak a modified form of English, three friends around the ages of ten were running errands in the Treedome Transferplace during the daytime, a sort of market where one can trade Lithodean credits for items. The Treedome Transferplace was one of the many Lithodean solarpunk fusions of man-made technology and the natural planetary environment. Inside the Treedome Transferplace, Yudell Eschclep, a caramel-skinned Black youth with black hair, scurried from vendor to vendor with his friends Luther Larten, a dark-skinned Black youth with black hair, and Konrad Gagnesen, a fair-skinned white youth with brown hair. Yudell Eshclep had been keen on getting a great birthday gift for his primary school crush, Estelle Deam, a caramel-skinned Black youth with black hair. 

“Ugh, Yudell, slow down! What’s the rush,” asked Luther Larten as he and Konrad Gagnesen closely ran behind Yudell Eshclep. 

“Estelle’s birthday celebrations began two hours ago and I still haven’t found the perfect gift yet,” exclaimed Yudell Eshclep. 

“That’s what you get for stalling all this time! You could have gotten this gift days ago! And doesn’t Estelle’s dad hate you? You won’t even get the chance to give her a present,” quipped Konrad Gagnesen. 

“Shut your mouth, Konrad! I’ve been busy, that's all! And don’t worry about Estelle’s dad, he’ll warm up to me eventually,” Yudell Eshclep quipped back as he arrived at a toy vendor shop. 

“What logic made you think that he’ll ever warm up to you? Anyone that threatens to break your legs for even being near his daughter is not someone to trifle with,” replied Luther Larten. 

“He didn’t bloody mean it! Besides, Estelle is always cool with me. Now be quiet the both of you! I’m speaking to the vendor here,” said Yudell Eshclep as he turned to the toy vendor called Nalt Shazzy. 

“What can I do for you, young man,” asked Nalt Shazzy. 

“I would like to buy that toy lion there on the shelf’s fifth row from the bottom, please,” said Yudell Eshclep. 

“Oh, you’ve got a good eye there, young man! This toy lion is quite wonderful! If you want it, the transfer value of seventeen Lithodean credits will suffice,” requested Nalt Shazzy. 

“Seventeen creds, huh? Alright, I should have enough. Here you go,” said Yudell Eshclep as he dug into the pockets of his trousers and passed the toy vendor seventeen Lithodean credits. 

“Thank you, young man, and here you go,” said Nalt Shazzy as he picked up the toy lion from the shelf and passed it to Yudell Eshclep. 

“Finally, are we done here,” complained Luther Larten. 

“Yeah, we’re done here. Let’s solar pedal to Estelle’s place on the skyrails,” replied Yudell Eshclep. 

“The last one there owes the other two five creds,” said Konrad Gagnesen. 

“Wha-,” exclaimed Yudell Eshclep. 

“Splendid idea, Konrad,” said Luther Larten as both he and Konrad Gagnesen raced off to the Solar Pedallers of the Skyrails. 

“Hey, you scumbags, wait up,” shouted Yudell Eshclep as he dashed after his friends. 

As the three friends ran through the Treedome Transferplace and made it outside, they sprinted to the nearest skyrail entrance to buckle themselves into their Solar Pedallers of the Skyrails. Once they were fastened into their rides, the skyrail attendants checked their safety, and opened the glass doors to the open trails. Once those glass doors opened, it was off to the races. The three friends pedalled their Solar Pedallers on the open trails of the skyrail through their beautifully lush solarpunk Volthunian city of Lithode. After a few minutes of pedalling their wheelless, levitational bicycles, they reached the skyrail station nearest to Estelle Deam’s home. After safely parking their Solar Pedallers, they were released by the skyrail attendants of that skyrail station, and all three of them began racing on foot towards Estelle Deam’s home, a two-story complex ovular stone structure painted reddish orange. 

“Luther, you were the last one to get here, so you owe us five creds,” exclaimed Yudell Eshclep as he walked through the open front door of Estelle Deam’s home. 

“Yeah, yeah, yeah, whatever,” yawned Luther Larten as he and Konrad Gagnesen followed behind Yudell Eshclep. 

When the three friends walked through the front door, they arrived to a crowded home full of children and adults who were extended family relatives and friends to the Deams, present to celebrate Estelle Deam’s tenth birthday. Estelle Deam’s parents were important Triad Council Establishment officials in the Volthunian city of Lithode, and because the Triad Council Establishment was the council government in the city, they were held in high-esteem within the city’s community. By contrast, Yudell Eshclep was an orphan who never knew his parents, so to be friendly with someone like Estelle Deam was very taboo within Volthunian society. As the three boys shifted through the crowd, they looked high and low for Estelle Deam until Luther Larten had spotted her. He went over to Yudell Eshclep to tell him that he had found her. 

“I found her for you, loverboy. She’s over yonder,” conveyed Luther Larten to Yudell Eshclep whilst pointing in Estelle Deam's general direction. 

“Thanks for looking out, Luther,” conveyed back Yudell Eshclep to Luther Larten as he made his way over to Estelle Deam with the birthday gift in his hand. 

Elsewhere in Lithode, a brooding Lucent of the Round dressed in elegant full-body steel armour, a black cape, and a purple turtleneck stood whilst holding a magically enchanted relic shaped as a compass in his hand called the Harbinger Compass. The Harbinger Compass was vibrating and pointing in a particular direction that the Lucent of the Round tracked with his eyes. Suddenly, one of the Lucent’s magically enchanted longswords unsheathed itself from one of his four scabbards by flying into the sky, to which then the Lucent completely vanished, leaving only a thunderbolt strike behind.  

Back at Estelle Deam’s birthday party, Yudell Eshclep was finally nearing Estelle Deam, and his heart was racing with each step he took. The two had gone to the same primary school, Acharridge Primary, and were partnered together at random by their teacher for a mathematics assignment a few months ago. Estelle Deam found Yudell Eshclep to be very humorous and easy to talk to, leaving the impression that, if he didn’t tell you, you wouldn’t have imagined that he was an orphan. Estelle Deam was the most beautiful person Yudell Eshclep had ever met in his life, both in her looks and personality, so naturally, he continued to be friendly with her long after they had aced their mathematics assignment together. Even with her strict father attempting to discourage the both of them whenever he got the chance, Yudell Eshclep and Estelle Deam maintained a strong liking for one another. Still, this was a nerve wracking moment for Yudell Eshclep; he had never gotten Estelle Deam a gift before, how might she react, he wondered. He hesitated on even getting her anything because he was scared she might reject it, that she would confirm his worst fears of her not really liking him. In a last minute decision, Yudell Eshclep decided whilst hanging out with his best mates from school, Luther Larten and Konrad Gagnesen, why not, the timing was too perfect not to make such a move on his crush. Inside her home, Yudell Eshclep finally approached Estelle Deam, then immediately, all the butterflies in his stomach disappeared. 

“Oh my goodness, Yudell! I didn’t think you’d show,” exclaimed Estelle Deam who gave Yudell Eshclep an affectionate hug. 

“I would have never missed this, Estelle! We don’t always get to turn ten, you know,” replied Yudell Eshclep. 

“You’re certainly right about that, Yudell, thanks for the support! What do you have in your hand,” asked Estelle Deam. 

“Oh, this here? It’s for another girl’s birthday party I’m going to after this one,” joked Yudell Eshclep. 

“Oh… okay…” softly replied an upset Estelle Deam. 

“I’m kidding, I’m kidding! Here, it’s actually for you. Happy birthday, Estelle,” congratulated Yudell Eshclep who gave the present to Estelle Deam. 

“Haha, you got me. Wow, I wonder what it is,” questioned Estelle Deam who shook the box the toy lion was packaged in. 

“Be careful, Estelle! You could break it,” exclaimed Yudell Eshclep. 

“Oh my goodness, I’m sorry,” apologised Estelle Deam.  

“Hahaha, I’m kidding again, nothing in there is fragile,” laughed Yudell Eshclep. 

“Phew, well that’s a relief. My days, you are such a refreshing presence,” remarked Estelle Deam. 

“How so,” asked Yudell Eshclep. 

“Everyone usually goes out of their way to be extra nice to me. It always feels like they're being inauthentic, and then there’s you,” explained Estelle Deam. 

“What about me,” asked Yudell Eshclep. 

“You’re just confidently yourself. It’s comforting,” replied Estelle Deam. 

Yudell Eshclep couldn’t be happier hearing these words come out of Estelle Deam's mouth. Every gamble and bet he placed in this interaction going well had begun to pay off. His physical face couldn’t even contain his excitement as he was grinning from cheek to cheek. Yudell Eshclep was planning to speak longer with Estelle Deam, but her father had spotted the two, to which he angrily cut those plans extremely short. 

“Who let this aloft orphan into my house,” yelled Estelle Deam’s father as he pushed people out the way to get to Yudell Eshclep. 

“We warned him that this would happen,” remarked Luther Larten to Konrad Gagnesen, who nodded in response. 

“Who are you calling aloft, old man,” quipped back Yudell Eshclep. 

“I’ve warned you more than thrice to stay away from my daughter, boy! Yet you’ve still come begging for a whooping,” shouted Estelle Deam’s father who now neared Yudell Eshclep. 

“Father, please stop it, you are embarrassing,” pleaded Estelle Deam to her father. 

“Not this time, Estelle! This aloft orphan is trespassing on my property! This is the only way the boy will learn,” yelled Estelle Deam’s father who now stood right in front of Yudell Eshclep. 

“You could never scare me, old man,” firmly remarked Yudell Eshclep. 

“Then I’ll have to put fear into you, boy,” replied Estelle Deam’s father who raised his arm into the air, ready to strike the young Yudell Eshclep. 

As this tense situation played out inside the Deam Family home, the Lucent that held the Harbinger Compass dropped out of the sky, and walked through the open front door. The atmosphere instantly changed as everyone, including the youngest among them, all stood up straight, and became quiet at the sight of the Lucent. The Lucent’s aura on the environment was so powerful that even Estelle Deam’s angry father halted his arm swing towards Yudell Eshclep to stare at the front door, along with everyone else attending Estelle Deam’s tenth birthday party. People politely moved out of the way as the Lucent walked through the house, following the dial on the Harbinger Compass. 

“Lucent Prakis, Kling’s blessings upon you, sir,” said one of Estelle Deam’s uncles. 

“It is an honour you have visited us, Lucent Prakis. Kling’s blessings upon you, sir,” said another one of Estelle Deam’s aunts. 

Many greeted Lucent Yosip Prakis, a fair-skinned middle-aged white man with black hair, as he continued to silently walk through the Deam Family house, following the dial on the Harbinger Compass intensely. Soon, he was upon the person the magically enchanted relic was guiding him to: Yudell Eshclep. 

“It is a blessing to finally meet you, young man. Tell me, do you know who I am,” inquired Lucent Yosip Prakis to Yudell Eshclep. 

“Yes, sir,” replied Yudell Eshclep who stood at attention. 

“So then you understand my being here is not random. You are destined to become Lucent,” stated Lucent Yosip Prakis. 

“Really,” gasped Estelle Deam’s astonished father as he lowered his arm. 

Estelle Deam pleasantly smiled at this statement, whilst everyone else including Luther Larten and Konrad Gagnesen’s jaws dropped to the floor. They simply would have never guessed such a historical event would be unfolding at this time and place, whilst having Yudell Eshclep of all people, be the boy wonder. When Yudell Eshclep heard this from Lucent Yosip Prakis, he was unfazed, as if something as unpredictable as this was to be expected. Yudell Eshclep remained stood at attention when he responded to Lucent Yosip Prakis. 

“I’m proud to have this opportunity, sir! I promise to never let you down, sir,” proclaimed Yudell Eshclep to the surprise of Lucent Yosip Prakis. 

“I like you already, young man. Indeed, I know you will do great. Now, follow me, we must begin your training immediately. I apologise to everyone for interrupting your event, nonetheless, such military protocols take precedence,” apologised Lucent Yosip Prakis.  

“You’ve only made us livelier, good Lucent! Your presence has been a blessing from the Ethereal Wizard himself! Safe travels,” thanked Estelle Deam’s father to Lucent Yosip Prakis, leaving the house with Yudell Eshclep closely behind him. Yudell Eshclep then turned around, and mockingly flexed his biceps to taunt Estelle Deam’s father, to which Estelle Deam’s father began shaking his head in disapproval of Yudell Eshclep’s gesture. 

“The Ethereal Chairmen of the Triad Council have provided us with a Solarmobile to transport us directly to the Triad Council Establishment. Do you have any parents or guardians you want us to see before arriving there,” inquired Lucent Yosip Prakis. 

“No, sir. I’m an orphan from a terrible orphanage. There’s no one worth talking to out there,” casually replied Yudell Eshclep. 

“As you wish, young man,” remarked Lucent Yosip Prakis to Yudell Eshclep as they both entered into one of a dozen Solarmobiles within the Volthunian city of Lithode, levitational solar-powered cars with no wheels. 




Chapter 2 

Arriving at the Triad Council Establishment an hour later, the council government of the Volthunian city of Lithode, Yudell Eshclep and Lucent Yosip Prakis exited the Solarmobile to enter into the main building. The Triad Council Establishment was the second largest structure in the Volthunian city, outdone only by the Ethereal Sanctum, which was by far the most important location in Lithode, more than even that of their council government. Inside the Primary Chamber of the Triad Council Establishment, the Ethereal Chairmen sat in their highly elevated seats, situated in such a way that anyone speaking to them would always have to look up. The First Chair of the Triad Council was Mavel Quin, the Second Chair of the Triad Council was Strik Rautik, and the Third Chair of the Triad Council was Sarvo Lichlash. As Lucent Yosip Prakis stood before the Ethereal Chairmen with the young Yudell Eshclep, he began to speak to them. 

“Esteemed Ethereal Chairmen, I have heeded the call of my Harbinger Compass, and have finally found the one destined to become Lucent,” stated Lucent Yosip Prakis. 

Harbinger Compasses were magically enchanted relics that select ten year-olds best suited to wield specific magically enchanted weapons. Harbinger Compasses only selected youths within the Volthunian city of Lithode. 

“It seems that is what’s before our eyes, Lucent Prakis. Please young man, tell us your full name,” requested Ethereal Chairman Mavel Quin. 

“My name is Yudell Eschlep, sirs,” shouted Yudell Eshclep, which echoed through the chamber. 

“Dearest Kling, my ears are ringing,” exclaimed Ethereal Chairman Strik Rautik, who rubbed his left ear. 

“What do you expect? The young man is ten and has never been in this establishment before,” remarked Ethereal Chairman Sarvo Lichlash. 

 “Yudell, this chamber is constructed in such a way that you do not need to yell. Speaking in your normal tone will do,” instructed Ethereal Chairman Mavel Quin. 

“Apologies, sirs. I will correct my tone,” replied Yudell Eshclep in his normal tone. 

“Now, onto the matter at hand. Yudell, are you aware that our Volthunian city is at war,” inquired Ethereal Chairman Mavel Quin. 

“Of course, sir! Lithodeans of all ages are reminded all the time! We have been fighting against the Guild of Judgement for the last century,” replied Yudell Eshclep. 

“Correct. We have been locked into a never-ending struggle that has lasted one hundred years thus far against the Klingite Puritans, otherwise called the Perceivers, of the Guild of Judgement. An era we have known so far as the War of the Best given how much is at stake for whomever comes out on top of this conflict. Are you familiar with the Volthunian Alliance,” inquired Ethereal Chairman Mavel Quin. 

“Yes, sir! It is the almighty alliance between the three strongest factions within our greater nation of Volthun, between the royal capital of Grethalvo, the Realm of Cosmic Peak, and our beloved city of Lithode,” replied Yudell Eshclep. 

“You’ve been paying attention in school, Yudell! It’s clear that you have a decent grasp of things,” exclaimed Ethereal Chairman Strik Rautik. 

“Still, there’s much that you need to know given how you are destined to become Lucent. Do you understand what this entails,” inquired Ethereal Chairman Sarvo Lichlash. 

“Yes, sir! It means I have one decade to replace the current Lucent of the Round that discovered me at the age of ten, the age that I am now! After the next decade of training, I will become a new Lucent of the Round along with my other three agemates who are also undergoing similar training,” replied Yudell Eshclep. 

“I love how capable our youth are, and you are an especially capable young man, Yudell. To be a Lucent of the Round is the greatest responsibility, not just in our nation, but the entire world. You will be among the strongest human beings walking this earth, human beings that are all concentrated within this national conflict we call the War of the Best. A war that began nearly immediately after the Ethereal Wizard Taddeum Kling passed away a century ago. If it hasn’t been clear yet, then it will be; your childhood has officially concluded. Whatever immaturity you thought you could still hold onto will be worked out of your very bones. Every day of not just your next ten years, but the rest of your very life, is going to be extraordinarily grueling, partially because there is an expectation that you will push us forward towards victory in this war. Are you ready to fully dedicate your mind, body, and soul towards our Klingite Collectivist cause,” inquired Ethereal Chairman Sarvo Lichlash. 

“I am, sirs,” replied Yudell Eschclep. 

“Are you ready to hone and handle your magically enchanted weapon created by our saviour, Taddeum Kling, with such grace and class that the Perceivers of the Guild of Judgement and the warriors of the Volthunian Alliance proudly remember your name for the rest of history,” inquired Ethereal Chairman Strik Rautik. 

“I am, sirs,” replied Yudell Eshclep. 

“Are you ready to thoroughly protect our Volthunian city of Lithode, all Lithodean citizens, and the holy Ethereal Sanctum that safeguards the Ethereal Fountain of our saviour, Taddeum Kling,” inquired Ethereal Chairman Mavel Quin. 

“I am, sirs,” replied Yudell Eshclep. 

“Then with the powers bestowed upon us as the Ethereal Chairmen, we now acknowledge you as the Lucent Apprentice of Lucent Prakis, a current Lucent of the Round, and the wielder of the Warpbringer Longswords,” stated Ethereal Chairman Strik Rautik. 

The next day, Yudell Eshclep was being fitted for steel armour inside his private quarters at the Triad Council Establishment by his servant, Kedo Nibunt. It was surreal to Yudell Eshclep that a day ago he was an orphan who had to live out of a dilapidated orphanage, and that today, he was a Lucent Apprentice to a Lucent of the Round, the greatest leap in standard of living one could possibly face. He had his own apartment within the Triad Council Establishment, servants, and a nigh unlimited amount of Lithodean credits at his disposal. With all this in mind, Yudell Eshclep still remained rather humble as he knew that all of these luxuries came at a cost. Yudell Eshclep’s servant, Kedo Nibunt, was fastening his greaves when Kedo Nibunt reminded the Lucent Apprentice of his scheduled history lesson. 

“We’re nearly done equipping you with your armoured garments, young Lucent Apprentice. Your history professor, Professor Restrum Lum, will soon report to your private quarters for your scheduled lessons today,” conveyed Kedo Nibunt as he continued to fasten Yudell Eshclep’s greaves. 

“Oh, I always thought Lucent Prakis looked so cool in his cape and purple turtleneck, and now I’ve got my own! Thanks for helping me with all of this, Kedo,” thanked Yudell Eshclep. 

“You never need to thank me, young Lucent Apprentice. I simply exist to serve one who is destined to become Lucent. There is no greater honour,” replied Kedo Nibunt as he continued to fasten Yudell Eshclep’s greaves. 

During Yudell Eshclep’s Lithodean history lessons with Professor Restrum Lum, which spanned his decade long training, he made sure to pay attention to every lecture, as most of what he was taught by the professor was information not even taught in schools. Inside Yudell Eshclep’s private quarters, Professor Restrum Lum passionately lectured Yudell Eshclep, usually accompanied with many books, chalk, chalkboards, and notes for the Lucent Apprentice.  

“For hundreds of years before the birth of the Ethereal Wizard Taddeum Kling, the Grinkle Royal Family of the Volthunian capital city of Grethalvo held an imperial grip over every corner of Volthun after spending decades uniting the smaller cities under one flag. This was around five hundred years ago. Since then, it was an especially repressive period of time for Lithode as a Collectivist city. Yudell, what do you understand of Collectivism,” inquired Professor Restrum Lum. 

“It’s our cultural political philosophy that categorises humans as either collected beings or sham beings. As Collectivists, we believe one’s heart and mind are most affected by the existence of, and the strength of, one’s soul. If one makes enough tangibly calm and essentially collected choices in their life, then they are a soulful collected being, however if one makes enough intangibly faux and superfluously selfish choices in their life, then they are a soulless sham being,” replied Yudell Eshclep. 

“Perfect answer young Lucent Apprentice! Collectivism is also tied to the natural conclusion of a community-based society, that doing what’s best for Collective Humanity is always the best course of action for any individual. Now, Yudell, what do you understand of Collective Humanity,” inquired Professor Restrum Lum. 

“Collective Humanity comprises of soulful collected beings, of which we generally acknowledge to be human beings. Oppositely, sham beings are defined to be pagan beings, or degenerates, as they could never tangibly be allowed to have any authority over human beings. Within our Collectivist society, those who are acknowledged to be among the most soulful collected beings are the most deserving of authority positions, whereas those who are acknowledged to be the most soulless sham beings are relegated to insignificance within our Collectivist society,” replied Yudell Eshclep. 

“You will be a very bright Lucent, young Lucent Apprentice! Perfectly answered once again! So naturally, when these Grethal Royalists came knocking down our Collectivist Lithodean doors with outlandish imperial force, and claimed that our city was now a part of this greater national project we had no say in, our lot weren’t going to take it sitting down! There were many Lithodean uprisings, revolts, and rebellions against the Grinkle Royal Family and the Grethal Royalists that constantly sought to riddle us with all sorts of ridiculous taxes and caste system laws. Imposed famines, public executions, and other repression tactics were frequently used to try and defeat Lithodean willpower, yet through it all, we continued to maintain our Collectivist principles,” stated Professor Restrum Lum. 

A year later during the daytime in the outdoor Ockseed Garden of the Triad Council Establishment, Yudell Eshclep was sparring with a fellow Lucent Apprentice, Kasper Nafisto, a young white boy with pale skin and brown hair who wore full-body steel armour along with a brown turtleneck. Whenever Yudell Eshclep and Kasper Nafisto sparred, their childhood girlfriends were usually present. Yudell Eshclep’s childhood girlfriend, Estelle Deam, always cheered him on, and Kasper Nafisto’s childhood girlfriend, Lyssa Veil, a young white girl with pale skin and black hair, always cheered him on. 

“Go Yudell, go Yudell, go! Beat him up, beat him up, beat him up,” cheered on Estelle Deam. 

“Don’t let him get the better of you, Kasper! I believe in you,” cheered on Lyssa Veil. 

Kasper Nafisto was the Lucent Apprentice of Lucent Segnai Flaire, a current Lucent of the Round, and the wielder of the magically enchanted weapon called the Conservator Longsword. The Conservator Longsword allowed the wielder to manipulate any wood within a limited range of their surroundings. Kasper Nafisto’s sword bond, or the connection with a magically enchanted weapon that increases its potency with longer use, had been strong enough for him to utilise these powers even if Lucent Segnai Flaire was far away with the Conservator Longsword on a mission. At the start of his sparring session with Yudell Eshclep, Kasper Nafisto controlled two logs of wood placed around him, levitating them as they formed into smooth wooden swords. One wooden sword levitated into Yudell Eshclep's left hand, to which he gripped the wooden handle, and the other wooden sword levitated into Kasper Nafisto’s right hand, to which he gripped the wooden handle. Once both of the wooden swords were gripped in both of their hands, they charged at each other, and began delivering wooden sword swings towards each other. Both exchanged strong attack combos, with effective defending being displayed whenever one or the other began an attack combo. The sparring session was fierce, and either could have overtaken the other, but in this sparring session, it was Kasper Nafisto that delivered a lunge jab to the left of Yudell Eshclep’s chest as Yudell Eshclep broke his defensive stance to unleash another attack combo. With the mock fatal hit landed, Yudell Eshclep conceded to Kasper Nafisto for the sparring session. 

“Yes! Kasper! Woo,” shouted Lyssa Veil. 

“Ugh, get over yourself, Lyssa. It’s just a sparring session,” scoffed Estelle Deam. 

“Nice move, Kasper! I’d have been a goner if these were real swords,” remarked a sweaty Yudell Eshclep. 

“You’re always tough to face, Yudell! These sparring sessions are always the highlight of my day,” replied a sweaty Kasper Nafisto. 

“What’s better,” asked a sweaty Yudell Eshclep. 

“Nothing,” replied a sweaty Kasper Nafisto. 

At another Lithodean history lesson a few days later, Professor Restrum Lum gave Yudell Eshclep a lecture on the Ethereal Wizard Taddeum Kling, the most important person in Lithodean, Volthunian, and world history. 

“Now, we’ve spent a great deal of time discussing Collectivism before the birth of the Ethereal Wizard Taddeum Kling, however with Taddeum Kling’s existence, everything that we came to know about the world was upended. Born to the Lithodean farmers Adolf Kling and Edina Kling, everything about Taddeum Kling’s early life is entirely a mystery, as no tangible documentation exists,” explained Professor Restrum Lum. 

“Is it really true that he was the only person ever capable of magic,” asked Yudell Eshclep. 

“It is. He was the only person in world history capable of magic, and until this day, no one has been capable of producing magic since. We are simply living in the world he made possible for us. We only began to know about the Ethereal Wizard Taddeum Kling’s life through the magically enchanted weapons he created, the magically enchanted relics he created, and his six original disciples: Ethereal Brother Tyzmyre, Ethereal Brother Automas, Ethereal Brother Yillfrey, Ethereal Brother Lelool, Ethereal Brother Gorsen, and Ethereal Brother Harfa, men who initially had surnames, but abandoned them to symbolically adopt Taddeum Kling’s last name, and be his Ethereal Brothers. The Ethereal Wizard Taddeum Kling took Collectivism to such heights with his existence that we Lithodeans changed the official name of it to Klingite Collectivism in order to reflect the new world he formed with his magical might. All the conflicts between Lithodeans and the Grethal Royalists of Grethalvo entirely ceased upon the existence of the Ethereal Wizard Taddeum Kling, who granted our fellow Lithodeans with a countless amount of ways to defend ourselves and be self-reliant, despite the repressive tactics of the Grinkle Monarchy. From the nine magically enchanted weapons that deterred any violence against Lithodeans during Taddeum Kling’s life, to laying the foundation for the solarpunk city that Lithode is today, vastly distinguishing it from the rest of Volthun’s medieval nature, the ways in which the Ethereal Wizard Taddeum Kling changed life for the average Lithodean, Volthunian, and human of the world is immeasurable,” stated Professor Restrum Lum. 

During the daytime at the outdoor Ockseed Garden of the Triad Council Establishment a few days later, Yudell Eshclep was sparring with his fellow Lucent Apprentice, Kasper Nafisto, once again, with Estelle Deam and Lyssa Veil cheering on their respective childhood boyfriends. 

“You’ve got this, Yudell! Show him no mercy,” cheered on Estelle Deam. 

“Give him no room to strike, Kasper! Keep the pressure on,” cheered on Lyssa Veil. 

Swift attack combos were exchanged between the two skilled Lucent Apprentices, with the other properly defending the attacker’s wooden sword swings. The two fervently went back and forth attacking and defending, that was until Yudell Eshclep got the upper hand over Kasper Nafisto, and dodge-rolled underneath Kasper Nafisto’s sideways wooden sword swing, appearing behind him to press the wooden sword against Kasper Nafisto’s neck. 

“Yes, Yudell, yes! That’s how to do it,” cheered Estelle Deam. 

“You’re a bit too excited over something so insignificant like this, Estelle,” scoffed Lyssa Veil. 

Months later at another Lithodean history lesson, Professor Restrum Lum gave Yudell Eshclep a lecture on how the Guild of Judgement, the main enemy force of the Volthunian Alliance, began. 

“Now, it was quite the dream to live during the time of the Ethereal Wizard Taddeum Kling, but like most dreams, they often come to an end, and thrust us into grimmer realities. When the Ethereal Wizard Taddeum Kling died in his middle age of indiscernible causes, something many didn’t even think would be possible given how powerful the Ethereal Wizard was, his six Ethereal Brothers were at odds about how to move forward with Taddeum Kling’s work and legacy. The one who was most at odds with his fellow Ethereal Brothers was Taddeum Kling’s first disciple, Ethereal Brother Tyzmyre. He believed that Lithode’s solarpunk technologies, the nine magically enchanted weapons, and all the magically enchanted relics Taddeum Kling left behind should be utilised to wage total war against the Volthunian capital city of Grethalvo and the Grethal Royalists to enact revenge for the nearly five hundred years the Grinkle Royal Family ruthlessly subjugated Lithodeans and other Volthunian citizens. The other five Ethereal Brothers condemned Ethereal Brother Tyzmyre for veering too far from Klingite Collectivist values, believing there would be far more harm done to everyone in the long term if they allowed things to go his way. Seismic infighting ensued, and eventually, Ethereal Brother Tyzmyre, along with many of his own followers that eventually became known today as the Perceivers, plotted to steal three magically enchanted weapons, and many magically enchanted relics, to establish the Guild of Judgement, an organisation built on Ethereal Brother Tyzmyre’s new political philosophy of Klingite Puritanism. This began the War of The Best, as unprecedented institutions like the Lucents of the Round and the Volthunian Alliance became necessary to combat the all-encompassing threat that had become the Guild of Judgement. One hundred years later, we are still waging the most consequential war in our nation’s history,” stated Professor Restrum Lum. 

A few days later during the daytime at the Paset Training Facility at the Triad Council Establishment, Lucent Yosip Prakis was helping Yudell Eshclep hone his sword bond and the wielding of the Warpbringer Longswords, a very complicated magically enchanted weapon to handle. There were eight Warpbringer Longswords, and two would usually be stored in each of its four scabbards. Each Warpbringer Longsword could fly in any direction the wielder willed, and the wielder could teleport to any of the eight Warpbringer Longswords, gripping the handle to any Warpbringer Longsword the wielder teleported to. 

“Alright, Yudell, let’s try again. Unsheath the Warpbringer Longswords, and smash through the concrete targets dangling in the air from the ceiling,” instructed Lucent Yosip Prakis. 

“Yes, sir,” replied Yudell Eshclep, who began to close his eyes and concentrate. 

After taking in a deep breath, Yudell Eschlep’s eyes suddenly burst wide open, and all eight of the Warpbringer Longswords strapped to his waist in the four scabbards came flying out. The Warpbringer Longswords flew out Yudell Eshclep’s scabbards with rapid speed towards the many painted concrete targets, smashing through all of the concrete targets dangling in the air from the ceiling of the Paset Training Facility. 

“Yes! Well done, Yudell,” exclaimed Lucent Yosip Prakis. 

“Thank you, sir,” replied Yudell Eshclep who sheathed all eight Warpbringer Longswords back into the four scabbards. 

A few days later at another Lithodean history lesson with Professor Restrum Lum, Professor Restrum Lum gave Yudell Eshclep a pop quiz on the Volthunian cities. 

“How many cities are in Volthun,” inquired Professor Restrum Lum. 

“Thirty-three cities,” answered Yudell Eshclep. 

“Correct. What’s the total population of Volthun,” inquired Professor Restrum Lum. 

“Forty-nine million,” answered Yudell Eshclep. 

“Correct. What’s the total population of Lithode and our active Ethereal Knights,” inquired Professor Restrum Lum. 

 “Eight million Lithodeans, and six hundred thousand Ethereal Knights,” answered Yudell Eshclep. 

“Correct. What’s the total population of Grethalvo and their active Grethal Knights,” inquired Professor Restrum Lum. 

“Ten million Grethals, and seven hundred and fifty thousand Grethal Knights,” answered Yudell Eshclep. 

“Correct. What’s the total population of the Realm of Cosmic Peak and their active Draconian Knights,” inquired Professor Restrum Lum. 

“Seventeen million Cosses, and five hundred thousand Draconian Knights,” answered Yudell Eshclep. 

“Correct. What’s the total amount of residents within the Perceiver strongholds, active Perceivers, and those in the Guild of Judgement’s Shadowless Horde,” inquired Professor Restrum Lum. 

“Twelve million Perceiver civilians, three million Perceivers, and an unknown amount lost to the Shadowless Horde, but the estimation is in the millions,” answered Yudell Eshclep. 

“Correct,” replied Professor Restrum Lum. 

A few days later at the outdoor Ockseed Garden of the Triad Council Establishment, Yudell Eshclep was training with Lucent Yosip Prakis, and this training session was special, as it was time for Yudell Eshclep to fly. 

“Okay, Yudell, I think you're ready. I want you to try and launch your Warpbringer Longswords into the air and Sword Warp to one of them whilst they are soaring through the sky. It will be a sudden change in environment, so you must brace yourself for the exhilaration you will feel from flying. The Warpbringer Longsword will guide you, all you need to do is grip the handle tightly. Once you’ve flown around for a bit, send one of the Warpbringer Longswords back down, and stab it through this haystack. Sword Warp to it to complete the lesson,” instructed Lucent Yosip Prakis. 

“Okay, sir. I’ll give it a try,” replied Yudell Eshclep as he closed his eyes, and took a deep breath. 

With the four Warpbringer Longsword scabbards strapped to Yudell Eshclep’s waist, he soon burst his eyes wide open, and all eight of the Warpbringer Longswords came flying out of their scabbards. With the eight Warpbringer Longswords magically shooting through the air high above, Yudell Eshclep then Sword Warped to one of the eight flying Warpbringer Longswords, gripping it tightly with his left hand as he was able to control the direction and trajectory of his flight. Accelerating at a booming two hundred kilometres per hour in the air, Yudell Eshclep’s facial expression changed from cautiously squinting his eyes as he bolted through the sky, to opening his eyes fully with a joyous smile that grew across his face. Comfortable with his performance, Yudell Eshclep angled one of the eight Warpbringer Longswords into the haystack near Lucent Yosip Prakis, pierced it with the Warpbringer Longsword, and promptly Sword Warped to it, leaving only a thunderbolt in his airborne wake. 




Chapter 3 

Ten years later during the daytime in the Volthunian city of Lithode, a twenty-four year-old Lucent Yudell Eshclep was shacked up with his intended, a term similar to that of betrothed, Estelle Deam, in their own Lithodean home, separate from the Triad Council Establishment that housed Lucent Yudell Eshclep when he was a Lucent Apprentice. Lucent Yudell Eshclep had been a full-fledged Lucent of the Round for the last four years, and had excelled in his role greatly after training for ten years under the guidance of his mentor, Lucent Yosip Prakis, his Lucent predecessor who previously wielded the Warpbringer Longswords. In their Lithodean home, which was very effortlessly obtained through Lucent Yudell Eshclep’s immense status and wealth as a Lucent of the Round, Lucent Yudell Eshclep and his intended, Estelle Deam, laid in their underwear next to each other in a large bed, covered in cozy brown fur blankets. Estelle Deam’s arm was over Lucent Yudell Eshclep’s bare chest as her head rested on top of Lucent Yudell Eshclep’s biceps as if it were her own pillow. The two snoozed quietly in their bedroom until Lucent Yudell Eshclep let out a loud yawn, which woke up his intended, Estelle Deam. 

“Good morning,” said Estelle Deam as she kissed Lucent Yudell Eshclep on the mouth. 

“Hmph, it’s a bad morning actually,” apathetically replied Lucent Yudell Eshclep as he kissed Estelle Deam on the forehead. 

“Why’s that,” inquired Estelle Deam who kissed Lucent Yudell Eshclep on the mouth again. 

“I’m meant to set off for the Grinkle Royal Wedding today. The damned snobs have required a Lucent of the Round to be present in order for us to demonstrate good will with the Volthunian Alliance,” complained Lucent Yudell Eshclep. 

“This Volthunian Alliance is but a ploy. There is never any good will between the three factions, that’s why this war has lasted for so many decades. It’s a shame that after hundreds of years terrorising our people, the Grinkle Royal Family still believe we must grovel before their feet, when really, they are desperate for protection from Lucents such as yourself,” stated Estelle Deam. 

“It is upsetting, my time would be better spent elsewhere. I couldn’t give a rat’s arse what happens to those egotistical despots! Nonetheless, I’ve got a role to fulfil, and if it’s the decision of the Ethereal Chairmen, then I have no serious objections to the missions I’m given. Estelle, could you help me into my armour,” requested Lucent Yudell Eshclep as he got out of bed. 

“Aye, aye…  speaking of weddings, I cannot get over the fact that you proposed to me at the same time Kasper proposed to Lyssa a few months ago,” chuckled Estelle Deam as she also got out of bed. 

“Well, heh heh, you know, it made sense at the time,” chuckled Lucent Yudell Eshclep as he sat on a chair and put on his purple turtleneck. 

“Really, Yudell, I think it’s sweet, we’ve always been the closest to them. You took the first steps in formalising a family with me. Me and Lyssa literally cannot stop talking about how cute you two are with us,” said Estelle Deam as she helped Lucent Yudell Eshclep put his sabatons and greaves onto his legs. 

“You’re everything that drums within my heart, mind, and soul, Estelle. I’ve never known a woman more beautiful than you, nor shall I ever. I thank the Ethereal Wizard Taddeum Kling every day that he has bestowed upon me this strength, as such a blessing can only be used to valiantly protect all that is beautiful, and righteously vanquish all that is hideous. I have always felt that the end of our plight is nearing evermore within reach. There are cracks rippling through our enemy, we only need one well placed blow, and the ecstasy of this ancient expedition’s end will potently encapsulate all of our beings,” stated Lucent Yudell Eshclep as he stood up to allow Estelle Deam to put on his cuirass chest plate. 

“When you retire from being Lucent, you should be a poet, Yudell,” remarked Estelle Deam as she helped put on Lucent Yudell Eshclep’s cuirass chest plate. 

“Why’s that,” inquired Lucent Yudell Eshclep. 

“You’re the strongest person I know, even compared to the other current and previous Lucents. Once you put an end to this War of the Best, people will want nothing else but to hear your calming words,” responded Estelle Deam as she continued to fasten Lucent Yudell Eshclep’s cuirass chest plate. 

During the daytime in the Volthunian capital city of Grethalvo, many Grethals of all socioeconomic stature hustled to do their part in the wedding preparations for Second Crown Prince Teag Grinkle and his intended, Lady Victoria Baycroft. A wide assortment of scrumptious foods and delicacies were cooked, elaborate setpiece decorations including towering marble sculptures and extensive floral arrangements were curated, and an absurd amount of wedding gifts were bought for the already absurdly rich couple. Inside Ariodenth Castle, the home and royal estate of the Grinkle Royal Family, King Rixim Grinkle, who was forty-five years of age, was having a family dinner with his wife, Queen Selora Grinkle, who was also forty-five years of age, his two sons, First Crown Prince Artorious Grinkle, who was twenty-one years of age, and Second Crown Prince Teag Grinkle, who was eighteen years of age, along with their counterpart lovers, Lady Novalie Gansy, who was twenty-one years of age, and Lady Victoria Baycroft, who was eighteen years of age, in the Royal Dining Room, all surrounded by Grethal Knights, who wore golden armour, and Grethal Servants, who wore gold-coloured cotton uniforms. The Grinkle Royal Family, Lady Novalie Gansy, and Lady Victoria Baycroft were all pale-skinned white people with blonde hair. 

“I remember Artorious’ wedding to Novalie like it was yesterday, hahahaha! People know I’m not one to shed tears, but I came very close that day! And in the next few days, my second son will join his father and older brother in having a wife of his own, hahahaha,” exclaimed King Rixim Grinkle as he ate a spoonful of cabbage soup. 

“I am grateful, father. There is no one finer to join the ranks of,” replied Second Crown Prince Teag Grinkle as he grabbed Lady Victoria Baycroft’s hand. 

“I will forewarn you though my son, if you still feel the urge to frequent a Grethal Brothel or two, I completely understand, hahahaha,” loudly laughed King Rixim Grinkle. 

“Rixim! That is an entirely inappropriate joke,” gasped Queen Selora Grinkle as King Rixim Grinkle continued to loudly laugh. 

“I was told through the grapevine that a Lucent of the Round was to be present at the wedding occasion,” remarked Lady Novalie Gansy in order to change the conversation topic. 

“Yes, as has been the custom for the last century, an accursed Lucent of the Round will be present at the Royal Wedding. Damned formalities… if that magical anomaly Taddeum Kling didn’t infect this nation with his Klingism, then superpowered zealots wouldn’t have sunk us into a century of disorder,” angrily replied King Rixim Grinkle as he bitterly had more of his cabbage soup. 

“We’re still the Gods of this nation, father! Remove those who wield these weapons of mass destruction from the equation, and we are still the most powerful of the land! I say we truly abandon this nonsensical alliance and pick them off one by one, beginning with this Lucent attending my brother’s wedding,” proclaimed First Crown Prince Artorious Grinkle. 

“Hmph, my eldest son, you still have much to learn, I’m afraid. One does not simply assassinate a Lucent of the Round! Our trade between other nations has remained steady even through the tumultuous war Volthun has been thrust into, but do you know why no other nation involves themselves with the War of the Best,” inquired King Rixim Grinkle to his eldest son. 

“What’s the reason,” inquired First Crown Prince Artorious Grinkle. 

“Because no one knows which side will win! And with the most powerful weapons of mass destruction in the world being utilised, it’s too much of a gamble for outsiders to place their bets on such an unpredictable conflict that has lasted a century. What they do know, however, is that Grethalvo is the weakest of the four main factions due to the fact that we are anti-magic, and not only refuse to utilise the tools of the magical anomaly Taddeum Kling, but simply weren’t able to seize enough of them when the timing was right! We were once Gods, my eldest son, but nowadays, we are like lambs awaiting the lion’s slaughter,” answered King Rixim Grinkle as he bitterly ate more of his cabbage soup. 




Chapter 4 

During the daytime in the city of Qurg, a nigh de facto Perceiver stronghold city, near the Volthunian capital city of Grethalvo, a fair-skinned man with blonde hair called Duke Gideon Crunch, the man married to King Rixim Grinkle’s only sibling Duchess Minetta Crunch, was travelling with his top servant, Melo Wex, in a horse carriage, unaccompanied by Grethal Knights, which was usually customary for Grinkle Royals. Melo Wex was very uneasy the entire ride, not used to being so vulnerable outside the Volthunian capital city which was the natural habitat of himself and Duke Gideon Crunch. 

“Sir,” muttered Melo Wex. 

“Yes, Melo,” replied Duke Gideon Crunch. 

“I know you’ve asked me to stop nagging you about this, sir, but does this mysterious person you say you must see require us to break with royal protocol and risk your safety so carelessly? I’m here to aid you in whatever you believe necessary, but we could have at least brought a few Grethal Knights with us. Qurg is nowhere near as safe as Grethalvo,” remarked Melo Wex. 

“The person I’m meeting with is very discreet. It was better we didn’t bring any Grethal Knights. Not only do we not need them, but they would have been seen as an insult to the person I’m meeting with,” replied Duke Gideon Crunch. 

“And who exactly would be insulted by the presence of Grethal Knights of this nation’s royal capital? I’m worried sick for your well-being, sir! You won’t even give me a hint to what your business out here in Qurg is! Please, before we arrive, can you reconsider meeting this mysterious person,” pleaded Melo Wex. 

“It’s too late to turn back, Melo, we are already here. Stay here, and no matter what you do, do not come out of this carriage,” commanded Duke Gideon Crunch. 

“Y-yes, sir,” reluctantly replied Melo Wex. 

Stepping out of his carriage, Duke Gideon Crunch made his way into a Qurg tavern called the Wandering Bear, finding the tavern filled with men who were all drinking alcoholic beverages and heartily enjoying themselves. Glancing to the table in the far back left corner of the Wandering Bear, Duke Gideon Crunch saw the seated man he came to see writing letters with a feather quill pen. As Duke Gideon Crunch approached the seated man writing letters, the crowded tavern of loud and happy men slowly quieted down to full silence once Duke Gideon Crunch was right in front of the seated man writing letters. 

“Master Scythe, may I sit,” asked Duke Gideon Crunch who was now in a silent tavern full of men all menacingly looking towards his direction. 

“You may,” responded the seated Master Scythe who continued writing letters with his feather quill pen. 

Duke Gideon Crunch then sat across the table from the seated Master Scythe, who was twenty-four years of age, writing letters whilst the other men in the Wandering Bear silently watched Duke Gideon Crunch. The seated man that had been writing letters with a feather quill pen was the Master of Judgement called Master Scythe, a caramel-skinned Black man with black hair. 

“Master Scythe, distinguished Master of Judgement. I am utterly enthused that we have reached an agreement to which you and the Guild of Judgement are generously granting me, my family, and a few of my servants safe passage outside this country into the land of sand, the southern nation of Sandatosia,” stated Duke Gideon Crunch. 

“Gideon, the service you will perform for us at this upcoming Grinkle Royal Wedding is why victory will finally be within sight for the Klingite Puritans. You have suffered too long as a closeted Klingite Puritan among the Grethal blights you never asked to be born among. With this act of purity, you shall have the peaceful life you have always talked of with me and your other fellow Perceivers,” replied Master Scythe. 

“I praised the Ethereal Wizard every day that us coming out of hiding would become a reality! Kling’s blessings upon you, Master Scythe! My family will finally be able to live without fear seeping into our very bones every day, just hoping to not be discovered by the Grethal blights! You have made a decent future possible for us,” cried Duke Gideon Crunch as tears began to pour down his face. 

“Here, wipe away your tears, Gideon. Your servant must not see that you cried,” stated Master Scythe as he passed Duke Gideon Crunch a handkerchief. 

“Yes… I suppose you’re right,” replied Duke Gideon Crunch as he wiped away his tears with the handkerchief. 

“So, just to go over it again, you want me to snatch a few magically enchanted relics from the King’s Antiquity Room,” inquired Duke Gideon Crunch. 

“Precisely. In this parcel lies documents that contain drawn pictures of the magically enchanted relics you need to loot from the King’s Antiquity Room in the Royal Archives. You are the only one with high enough authorisation other than the King’s immediate family that could even approach the room. We have surprise gifts planned for this upcoming Grinkle Royal Wedding that should serve as enough of a distraction for you to accomplish the task without any hassle,” explained Master Scythe. 

“Sure, but how do I get past the guards in front of the King’s Antiquity Room? I'm afraid I’m not much of a fighter,” inquired Duke Gideon Crunch. 

“I’ve already planned that for you, my friend. All you need to do is show the guards, or anyone that gives you trouble, a drawn picture document in this parcel. It will be enough for them to leave you alone,” answered Master Scythe. 

“Are the guards really going to be convinced by drawn pictures,” inquired Duke Gideon Crunch. 

“Unquestionably,” answered Master Scythe. 

During the evening in the Perceiver stronghold city of Nidgan at the furthest southern point of Volthun, opposite to the capital city of Grethalvo which was at the furthest northern point of Volthun, thousands of Perceivers had gathered around the Column of Purity, a towering cylindrical pillar at the city’s centre, for a Sermon of Judgement. 

“The bloodshed will end, when impurity is cleansed! The bloodshed will end, when impurity is cleansed! The bloodshed will end, when impurity is cleansed! The bloodshed will end, when impurity is cleansed,” continued to chant the Perceivers in unison. 

Across Nidgan’s cobbled streets were hundreds of Crucifixions of the Impure, the Guild of Judgement’s prisoners of war who were brutally nailed to wooden crosses and strung up whilst barely maintaining life. The Perceivers filled the city’s centre and cobbled streets awaiting the arrival of their leader, Grandmaster Supreme Fogoth, the Grandmaster Supreme of the Guild of Judgement, who was seen flying amidst the evening sky atop a Shadowless Dragon. Grandmaster Supreme Fogoth and his Shadowless Dragon landed on top of the Column of Purity that stood far taller than any building or Crucifixion of the Impure, which were quite large wooden crosses spanning five times the height of an average adult. The only thing atop the Column of Purity was a pedestal that contained the book in which all Klingite Puritanism was based upon, the Doctrine of Purity. Grandmaster Supreme Fogoth, a caramel-skinned young Black man with black hair, wore a black cloth that covered his eyes as it wrapped around his head, and dressed in elegant full-body steel armour underneath his white leather robes. Clutched in his left hand was a magically enchanted weapon, the Shadowkeeper Mace, a large black mace as long as Grandmaster Supreme Fogoth’s body where the large spiked ball portion of the weapon’s diameter was a third of Grandmaster Supreme Fogoth’s body length. As Grandmaster Supreme Fogoth gazed upon the sea of his militant Perceiver followers below him after approaching the pedestal containing the Doctrine of Purity, his Shadowless Dragon roared to signal that he was about to begin his Sermon of Judgement, totally silencing the Perceiver’s chant. 

“My, my, what a sight to behold! Before I begin my Sermon of Judgement for my fellow Klingite Puritans, I want to acknowledge the Crucified Impure whilst air can still pump through their decrepit lungs! You might be cursing us as a hateful people because we’ve crucified you, but in fact, you could not be further from the truth! We do not hate as Klingite Puritans, it isn’t even a logical concept within the Doctrine of Purity! No, we are the true missionaries of the Ethereal Wizard Taddeum Kling, who understood that the bloodshed will end,” loudly proclaimed Grandmaster Supreme Fogoth. 

“When impurity is cleansed,” loudly replied the Perceivers in unison. 

“In the aftermath of your impure battles against us, you asked us why we decided to imprison you instead of plainly executing you! It was because we believed you could be cleansed despite your sins against the Kingdom of Purity! Before we cut out the tongues from your decrepit mouths, you asked us why they couldn’t be kept! It was because your impure words had led you astray from the Kingdom of Purity! Before we burnt out the eyes from your decrepit heads, you asked us why they couldn’t be left unsinged! It was because your impure sight had blinded you to the Kingdom of Purity! Before we nailed your decrepit hands to the wooden crosses, you asked us why you couldn’t be left uncrucified! It was because your impure soul needed final atonement for the Kingdom of Purity! With your Impure Crucifixion, all is forgiven, and your path to purity is cleared,” loudly proclaimed Grandmaster Supreme Fogoth as he then raised the Shadowkeeper Mace above his head to trigger a Shadow Gorge, taking away the shadows of the Crucified Impure that were crucified throughout the cobbled streets of Nidgan, and transformed them into Shadowless Demons. 




Chapter 5 

During the daytime at the Volthunian city of Lithode, Lucent Yudell Eshclep ran into Lucent Kasper Nafisto outside the door of the Primary Chamber of the Triad Council Establishment. Lucent Kasper Nafisto had just come out of his meeting with the Ethereal Chairmen, and Lucent Yudell Eshclep approached to go in and begin his. Lucent Kasper Nafisto wore the standard full-body armour and cape that Lucents of the Round like Lucent Yudell Eshclep wore, along with a brown turtleneck. 

“Kasper, you’ve returned, welcome back mate,” said Lucent Yudell Eshclep as he dapped up his best mate Lucent Kasper Nafisto. 

“Glad to be back, Yudell. You’ve been holding the city down well, I’ve heard,” complimented Lucent Kasper Nafisto. 

“Always am. How did your mission go? You went out to neutralise Halda, the rogue descendent of Ethereal Brother Harfa, right,” inquired Lucent Yudell Eshclep, to which Lucent Kasper Nafisto spat then on the ground. 

“Aye, I took care of the bloody renegade. She was using her popular influence to turn the large city of Sorster into a Pereiver stronghold, bloody traitor,” replied Lucent Kasper Nafisto. 

“I never thought a descendent of a disciple would ever go rogue. It’s a sign of the times we're in, and how tired everyone is of the war,” stated Lucent Yudell Eshclep. 

“Tired is an understatement. We are all tremendously exhausted, but what can we do but carry on,” replied Lucent Kasper Nafisto. 

“Aye,” said Lucent Yudell Eshclep. 

“Good luck in there, Yudell, I’m going to find Lyssa,” commented Lucent Kasper Nafisto. 

“Thanks Kasper, give her my greetings,” replied Lucent Yudell Eshclep. 

“Will do, Yudell,” said Lucent Kasper Nafisto as he walked away. 

Lucent Yudell Eshclep then entered into the Primary Chamber of the Triad Council Establishment to report to the Ethereal Chairmen before setting off for the Grinkle Royal Wedding at Grethalvo. The three Ethereal Chairmen in front of Lucent Yudell Eshclep were different from when he was younger as elections were held in Lithode every five years to allow fresh leadership for a one term limit of five years. The First Chair of the Triad Council was Zuti Zayt, the Second Chair of the Triad Council was Melcrow Hollic, and the Third Chair of the Triad Council was Gove Dinj. 

“In accordance with our rule requiring one Lucent of the Round to be present within Lithode at all times, and with Lucent Nafisto’s return, you are now permitted to travel to Grethalvo for Second Crown Prince Teag Grinkle’s wedding ceremony,” explained Ethereal Chairman Zuti Zayt. 

“You’ve already been briefed on how these pretentious Grinkle affairs go, we only advise you to be as silent as possible when you arrive in Grethalvo, Lucent Eschclep. Ears are everywhere, especially around those bloody Grinkles. We don’t want any sort of information leaking, or have your bluntly sour opinions of the Grinkles worsen our relationship with them in the Volthunian Alliance,” cautioned Ethereal Chairman Melcrow Hollic. 

“Aye, because Kling forbid that someone isn’t licking their bumholes every three seconds,” remarked Lucent Yudell Eshclep. 

“We don’t disagree with you, Lucent Eschclep, we only ask you to exercise restraint during this gesture of good faith. The Grinkles already provide the least amount of soldiers and supplies towards the general war effort throughout Volthun compared to Lithode and the Realm of Cosmic Peak. If this goes poorly, serious falling outs will happen within the Volthunian Alliance to the point where we might have to entertain fighting Grethalvo in addition to the Guild of Judgement. As much as some of us might want that, we can’t afford to allocate resources to fighting a new army, we are barely handling the Guild of Judgement as is,” conveyed Ethereal Chairman Gove Dinj. 

“I understand the situation, Ethereal Chairmen. I will dutifully and silently carry out this mission of good faith towards the Grinkles,” stated Lucent Yudell Eshclep. 

Elsewhere during the daytime on the eastern front of the Perceiver stronghold city of Osemont, a city with a population of over three hundred and eighty thousand Perceivers, the Battle of Osemont was raging on between the Volthunian Alliance and the Guild of Judgement. Ethereal Knight Enwyld Crest, a Black dark-skinned twenty-eight year-old man with black hair, and Ethereal Knight Terys Flint, a Black light-skinned twenty-seven year-old man with black hair, were Ethereal Knights who were finishing off the remaining injured Perceivers in their area with killing blows alongside the rest of their one hundred man squad, Ethereal Knight Squad E-17. Thousands of soldiers from both the Volthunian Alliance and the Guild of Judgement were fighting across the entire eastern side of Osemont.  

“Oy, Enwyld,” said Ethereal Knight Terys Flint as he stabbed a crawling Perceiver through the back with his broadsword. 

“What is it, Terys,” replied Ethereal Knight Enwyld Crest as he stabbed a Perceiver who was laid out on the ground through the chest with his broadsword. 

“I’ll tell ya, these fights against these Perceivers are getting mighty bloody tough,” commented Ethereal Knight Terys Flint as he stabbed another Perceiver laid out on the ground through the chest with his broadsword. 

“Every battle against these zealot traitors is ridiculous. How are you barely catching on to that now? You’ve been an Ethereal Knight since you came out the womb,” replied Ethereal Knight Enwyld Crest as he stabbed another crawling Perceiver through the back with his broadsword. 

“Yeah, but… I can’t help but feel they're somehow fighting harder than before. And those useless Grethal freeloaders aren’t helping things either! Our Ethereal Knights make up the bulk of the Volthunian Allied forces here in Osemont with around fifty thousand soldiers, right? Then we have the Draconian Knights who have generously added around twenty thousand soldiers to our overall forces. Do you know how many Grethal Knights Grethalvo lent us for this important operation,” asked Ethereal Knight Terys Flint. 

“Aye, I do. Only five hundred,” replied Ethereal Knight Enwyld Crest. 

“What a bunch of horseshite! And to add insult to injury, those bloody Grethal Knights aren’t even on the frontlines with us! Their back at some nearby campsite playing cards claiming they’ll join us if we need backup! Like, really? You think we don’t need help fighting this uphill bloody battle! The enemy vastly outnumbers us, though I don’t remember their exact numbers,” exclaimed Ethereal Knight Terys Flint. 

“The Guild of Judgement has upwards of one hundred and twenty thousand Perceivers holding down this Perceiver stronghold city. You add the seemingly countless Shadowless Horde to the mix, and I can see why you're getting a bit worried, Terys,” remarked the Ethereal Knight Rauk Gloom, a Black light-skinned twenty-nine year-old man with black hair, who overheard Ethereal Knight Terys Flint and Ethereal Knight Enwyld Crest’s conversation and approached them. 

“I never said that I was worried,” sternly stated Ethereal Knight Terys Flint. 

“Well you should be. You weren’t wrong about what you said earlier, the enemy is fighting harder than before, seeming evermore united as we barely hold onto this crumbling alliance with the other two important factions. You probably already know this, but it’s far easier to commit suicide than to become a prisoner of war for the Guild of Judgement. If you find yourself at risk of being captured, don’t forget to slit your own throats, or else you’ll be transformed into a Shadowless Demon, which is undoubtedly one of the most terrible things that can happen to a human being,” recommended Ethereal Knight Rauk Gloom. 

“What a wonderful morale booster you are, Rauk. You can skip the fear mongering, it seems you forgot that we have a Lucent of the Round fighting with us,” reminded Ethereal Knight Enwyld Crest. 

“Lucent Gatwick? How could I forget, I wouldn’t be here on the frontlines otherwise,” replied Ethereal Knight Rauk Gloom. 

“All squad members, shut your mouths and listen up,” shouted the Ethereal Knight Kaelen Thorn after loudly blowing his whistle, the squad leader of Ethereal Knight Squad E-17. 

“Our scouts have alerted me that a mob of Shadowless Demons are quickly approaching our position! Assume battle formations,” shouted Ethereal Knight Kaelen Thorn as the one hundred man Ethereal Knight squad immediately assumed battle formation. 

“Oy, Enwyld,” whispered Ethereal Knight Terys Flint. 

“What is it, Terys,” whispered back Ethereal Knight Enwyld Crest. 

“Have you ever felt remorse for killing Shadowless Demons? They were once our good mates, you know,” quietly asked Ethereal Knight Terys Flint. 

“I don’t have that privilege, Terys. Now focus up, I can hear them coming,” whispered back Ethereal Knight Enwyld Crest. 

“Brace yourselves men,” shouted Ethereal Knight Kaelen Thorn after blowing his whistle again as a mob of Shadowless Demons with their burnt eyes and cut tongues relentlessly charged towards the one hundred man Ethereal Knight squad before violently colliding with them. 




Chapter 6 

During the daytime in the Realm of Cosmic Peak, the hereditary leader and heiress of the city in the sky, Lady Talia Rexes, a twenty-four year-old caramel-skinned Black woman with black hair, laid in bed with the Lucent of the Round called Lucent Nevly Wentrill, a fair-skinned twenty-four year-old white man with black hair, inside the Wyvern’s Temple, the Rexes Family’s ancestral estate and command centre for the Realm of Cosmic Peak. Lucent Nevly Wentrill typically wore a green turtleneck when he wore his official Lucent Armour, but did not wear it when he nakedly laid in bed with Lady Talia Rexes, someone he had a deeply intimate relationship with. 

“Nevly, could you give me a back massage, I’ve been feeling anxious lately,” asked Lady Talia Rexes as she laid in her underwear next to Lucent Nevly Wentrill, who was also in his underwear. 

“Of course, my lady, what’s causing you stress,” replied Lucent Nevly Wentrill as Lady Talia Rexes sat in front of him for a back massage. 

“This upcoming war meeting with my Draconian Generals continually makes me evermore wary. Evidence is rapidly accumulating confirming that the Guild of Judgement is on the cusp of launching their largest ever invasion of Cosmic Peak in history. I mean, logistically, it is grievously catastrophic for the Guild of Judgement to even attempt an invasion of my city in the sky, that’s why they never really tried to in the past,” explained Lady Talia Rexes as Lucent Nevly Wentrill massaged her back. 

“Well, let’s think about why it’s not been done before. The Realm of Cosmic Peak is the highest point in the nation of Volthun, that’s due to the height of Zoridge Mountain the Realm of Cosmic Peak was built on top of, which was already the tallest mountain in the nation, and the enormous stone structure that doubles the height of Zoridge Mountain built on top of it. The only way to enter into or out of the Realm of Cosmic Peak is through the Tragon Checkpoints of Zoridge Mountain, which has multiple stone wall checkpoints that one has to be cleared to pass through. And most importantly, let’s not forget about the Astral Dragons that patrol the skies under your command. No one could possibly get through such tight security,” conveyed Lucent Nevly Wentrill as he continued to massage Lady Talia Rexes’ back. 

“And yet, my gut is telling me that something is up… our intelligence is never wrong, so why would our enemy risk such preparations that could disastrously harm their own forces? Ah, that’s the spot right there, Nevly, keep going, your massages are literally the best,” remarked Lady Talia Rexes as Lucent Nevly Wentrill continued to massage her back. 

“If my lady insists. These tempestuous times often stress out even the most formidable amongst us,” comforted Lucent Nevly Wentrill as he continued to massage Lady Talia Rexes’ back. 

“Aye. I mean, I’m technically the first Lady of Cosmic Peak. For the last century that this city in the sky has existed, the ruler was usually a male lord. Do you know how embarrassing it would be for me to suddenly be the one in my family to screw it all up and lose this impenetrable city,” complained Lady Talia Rexes as Lucent Nevly Wentrill continued to massage her back. 

“I assure you, my lady, you're more than capable of being the first Lady of Cosmic Peak. Out of all the wielders of magically enchanted weapons, you’re the only one who gets to have hundreds of Astral Dragons heed your every command. You have generations of ample experience including your own guiding you. All the Cosses trust in your leadership because you have proven to be a greater ruler of this city in the sky than any who came before you. No one is penetrating your impenetrable city,” comforted Lucent Nevly Wentrill as he continued to massage Lady Talia Rexes’ back. 

“Nevly, do you want to hear how the Realm of Cosmic Peak came into existence,” asked Lady Talia Rexes as Lucent Nevly Wentrill continued to massage her back. 

“Please, let me hear the tale, my lady,” replied Lucent Nevly Wentrill as he continued to massage Lady Talia Rexes’ back. 

“My great grandfather, Lord Enver Rexes, was good childhood friends with the Ethereal Wizard Taddeum Kling. As Taddeum Kling and my great grandfather got older, they maintained their friendship, and whenever Taddeum Kling had created some magical new invention, he would give my great grandfather a firsthand demonstration of what it was. At a certain point, Taddeum Kling pulled my great grandfather aside to show him another one of his magical new inventions, but this time it was an especially groundbreaking showcase. The Ethereal Wizard and my great grandfather trekked by themselves to the top of Zoridge Mountain, with Taddeum Kling bringing along two new magical inventions. One of these new magical inventions was the Astral Horn, a horn in which the Ethereal Wizard blew into, and made quite a strange noise that my great grandfather recalled sounding like nothing else he’d heard before in his life. After a few moments, suddenly from the cosmos, four alien creatures dove down from space to the top of Zoridge Mountain where the Ethereal Wizard and my great grandfather were. The alien creatures were nothing like my great grandfather had seen before, black winged beasts as large as elephants with lizard-like scales. He fell to his knees in awe of what he was witnessing, and then before my great grandfather’s eyes, Taddeum Kling fearlessly approached one of these alien creatures that hailed down from outer space, and embraced them into his arms. Taddeum Kling explained to my great grandfather that he had summoned the Astral Dragons down from a realm beyond earth with the Astral Horn, and that more could be summoned to the planet by blowing the Astral Horn. The Ethereal Wizard then gave my great grandfather the Astral Horn and the Wyvern’s Whisper Halberd, the magically enchanted relic and magically enchanted weapon that I and all of my preceding ancestors have diligently wielded for the last century. The Ethereal Wizard told him to use these magical instruments to control the Astral Dragons, and build himself a mountainous home atop Zoridge Mountain. All this had been a birthday gift to my great grandfather, and was the single most important moment in his life. Afterwards, he heeded the words of his friend, the Ethereal Wizard, and controlled the Astral Dragons to build the Realm of Cosmic Peak, reigning as the city’s first lord until his death from natural causes in old age. This is my legacy, Nevly, and I shan’t let any weapon fashioned against it prosper,” stated Lady Talia Rexes as Lucent Nevly Wentrill continued to massage her back. 

