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The Sages are gone. 

The Sorcerers are dead.

And Thorn is King. 

Years into the future, Kyran and Chloe are the last two Sages alive.

Along with their twin children, Emma and Milo, they fight to survive

Milo, an innocent soul with much to prove, seeks normalcy

Emma, a strategic thinker, tries to navigate a world that isn’t black and white. 

Together, they learn the truth about their parents, and the harsh world around them

That in order to save her husband’s life, Chloe made a deal with the tyrant King.

She gave Thorn children.

Emma and Milo suddenly realize that they are royalty

And Kyran, the man who raised them, is not their father. 

Thorn takes Emma to train her, so that one day she can take the throne in his place. 

Meanwhile, Kyran and Chloe groom Milo with the Underground movement, so that one day he can defeat Thorn and restore peace to all. 

Both children are being tailored for a specific purpose. 

But only they can alter what fate lies before them.

And determine what side the children of heroes and villains will choose.
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Chapter 1 – Matters of the Heart
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3 MONTHS LATER

“You stopped breathing,” Emma commented as Valor raised an eyebrow and stopped mid-swing. In the next moment, he was on his butt, and a triumphant Emma was standing over him, the sun beaming down behind her so bright that she was cast as a silhouette before his eyes. Her form was still breathtaking. 

“You tricked me,” Valor groaned, rubbing the back of his neck. 

“Sorry,” she said, extending her hand towards him. He slapped it away. 

“I can get up myself,” he said as he slowly climbed to his feet.

“Did I hurt you?” she asked. She sounded concerned, but he wasn’t sure if it was a trick. He cast his eyes to his left and saw that no one had seen his humiliating takedown. The brick circular courtyard was vacant and bare. Nothing but the sun let its presence be known as it beat down upon them. They weren’t wearing shoes so their soles were being burned away if they stayed on the ground for any longer than a few seconds, but Emma insisted that they go barefoot. She said it kept them on their toes. Literally. 

“I’m sorry if I hurt you,” Emma said, wiping her brow. She flung her wrist to the right, flicking heavy drops of sweat onto the bricks. 

Valor punched her in the stomach as hard as he could, forcing her to her knees. She gasped at the air frantically as he cocked his fist back and prepared to punch her square across the face, but he should have known better. 

He felt himself being pushed off his feet once more as what felt like a spear slammed into his chest. The back of his head hit the brick pavement and he coughed instinctively as he heard his skull hit the surface. 

“I’m done,” he groaned, waving his hands in the air like a disoriented baby. “I’m done. I’m done. I promise...am I bleeding?”

“If you were,” Emma whispered as she walked over and looked down upon him, “it would serve you right.” The silhouette was foreboding and ominous, as if she was the reaper coming to take his soul. 

“You said not to hold back...and you tricked me first.”

“I don’t care about that,” she snapped. “I’m annoyed that your punch was that weak.”

“Ouch,” Valor whispered. Somehow, the insult hurt worse than the pounding ache coming from the back of his head. 

“I’m just kidding,” she said, extending a hand out to him. 

He eyed it suspiciously. “I don’t trust you.”

“The session’s over,” she said. “Don’t worry so much.”

“Okay,” he said, intertwining his fingers with hers. She helped him to his feet and he noticed that she was still clutching her abdomen. “Did it hurt that much?”

“More because I was caught off guard,” she winked at him. “Seriously though, you okay? I didn’t mean to use that move.”

“That was your harpoon shot, wasn’t it?” he asked. 

“Yeah. I’ve been practicing it.”

“How’s it work again?”

“It’s kind of like my bomb shot,” she said, raising her fist. “Except that I don’t pour a whole lot of energy into it. It’s more like snapping a whip. The energy comes out so sharp and precise that it’s designed to knock someone off their feet and disorient.”

“If you can somehow put more energy into it before you whip it, it would have greater stopping power. You could call it a spear shot of something.”

“I don’t know,” she said, shrugging her shoulders. “The names aren’t really important. It’s about expanding my repertoire.”

“No, it’s all about the names,” he said, shifting his weight to one foot and shaking his head. “All the moves need better names.”

“Okay, okay, I get it. They sound corny. But wouldn’t it be nice for my enemies to know what took them down?”

“Doesn’t that defeat the purpose? Your enemies knowing what weapons are at your disposal?”

“Depends on how you look at it. If I’m charging a bunch of energy into my fist, and people know it’s my bomb shot, they’re going to run.”

“Can’t you call it combustion? That’s a way better word.”

“Already stealing it,” she laughed. 

“Serious question though. Who are our enemies?”

“What do you mean?”

“Well, it would be nice to know who we’re supposed to be fighting?”

“Thorn has plenty of enemies,” Emma replied. 

“Who?” Valor asked. “Name one valid enemy.”

“The Underground,” Emma said.

Valor scoffed. “That’s not a viable option.”

“Haven’t they made any headway?”

“Do you know of the last successful attack they’ve implemented against Thorn? The battle of Heartfell, and I say successful because they actually managed to kill a few of his soldiers. Since then, the Underground has been decimated. Today, it’s a myth that’s passed around like poisonous candy. It sounds great and looks great but it’s not helping anyone.”

“The Sages were seen as a myth.”

“They are a myth,” Valor said defiantly.

“I thought so too, until I saw my mother fight Thorn with an eidolon.”

“Show me an eidolon, or it’s not true.”

“You know I don’t have one.”

“Then why are we having this discussion?”

Emma chuckled to herself as she watched Valor scowl. “Did you take your nap today? You’re cranky.”

“Sorry,” Valor muttered. “I guess I’m just fired up about the topic.”

“Eager to fight?”

“No. I—never mind.”

Emma threw an arm over his shoulder and pulled him close. “You don’t like Thorn, do you?”

“Hey!” he cried, shoving her away. “I never said that!” 

“It’s okay,” she whispered, cupping her hands over her mouth. “I don’t like him either.”

“Yeah, right,” he snickered. “He’s your father.”

“Do you like yours?”

“My father left my mother for another woman. I hate him.”

“Well, there you go.”

“But he’s the King. You can’t hate him. You’re not allowed, unless you want your head on a pike.”

“I’m not afraid of him, and I’ll prove it. When I take the throne, I’ll show you where my loyalties lie.”

“I would keep it down if I were you. His loyalists are all around us.”

“Thorn appreciates strength,” Emma said, jabbing a finger in Valor’s chest. “Cowering and hiding my feelings for him will only make him more suspicious and keep me from the throne longer.”

So, you do want the throne? I thought it was a means to an end.”

“I want to be in control of my fate. Wouldn’t you want the same?”

“I do.”

“Then why haven’t you taken me out on a date yet?”

Valor’s eyes went wide as his face flushed in embarrassment. Emma saw the way he looked at her whenever he thought she wasn’t paying attention, or the admiration in his gaze when they talked and they stared at each other for a little too long, or how he took the long way around the castle to the mess hall, so that he would just happen to “bump” into her.

He was not proficient in hiding his emotions, and it was the main reason she had never called him out on his love earlier. She wasn’t actively looking for romance, as survival often resided in her thoughts, but she had to start somewhere. Though she doubted her future started with Valor, he was a good friend, a great sparring partner and an incredible soundboard to bounce ideas off of. Unless she was absolutely being fooled, he was giving her his unfiltered opinions. The problem with that, however, was that Thorn was a crafty strategist, able to find the hidden truths in even the body language of an individual. If she got too close to Valor, it was possible that he might give Thorn a forbidden secret in the future, or worse, Valor might become a part of one of Thorn’s sick tests, putting the life of someone she cared about on the line.

“Um,” Valor interrupted her thoughts. His awkwardness was so cute, as well as his vibrant blue eyes and dark hair, but it wasn’t his physique that she needed. Wanted, but not needed. She required a partner that she could rely on in all situations. If she didn’t fear the twisted games of Thorn, she wouldn’t be so concerned.

“Yes?” she asked sweetly.

“Would you go to dinner with me?”

“The mess hall?”

“No, like an intimate dinner. Maybe in my room.”

“No, thank you,” she said.

Valor was taken aback. “What? Wait...why?”

“I don’t want to.”

“You’d say yes to Flynn,” he sulked. Emma’s gaze wandered over to the right where in the distance, a red-haired man was destroying a group of five men in a sparring match with his bare fists. He wasn’t as cute as Valor, but his dominance over his opponents more than made up for any shortcomings. Not to mention that he was as mysterious as they came. She still hadn’t figured out what he thought about or believed in. Their conversations were often short and precise, focusing solely on the point of the message and lacking the flair of human expression. She kept her distance because as far as she knew, he was a Thorn loyalist. 

“Geez, pick your jaw up,” Valor remarked, rolling his eyes. “You’re drooling.”

“Well, he’s so appetizing.”

“Whatever.”

Emma playfully punched him in the arm. “I’m joking. Seriously. You’re way cuter than he is.”

Valor beamed at that, but his wide grin quickly fell to his signature scowl. “Then why aren’t we going to dinner together?”

“We are.”

“Really?”

“The mess hall,” Emma laughed.

“That was mean.”

“I’m not trying to hurt your feelings.”

“Well, you’re confusing sometimes. What do you want?” he groaned.

“Hey, nothing personal. It’s just that there has to be more to my future husband than looks.”

“Nobody’s talking marriage,” he muttered, to which Emma could only laugh.

“Not right away,” she said. “But it’s where it always leads when it concerns a woman in royalty.”
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Chapter 2 – The Once and Future King
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“Good, you washed your hair,” Chloe replied as she rubbed a hand through Milo’s dark curls. She adjusted his shirt collar and examined his leather pants. “You look nice.”

“Thank you,” Milo whispered. He felt a lump in his throat because he was so nervous, but the last three months of training weren’t for nothing. 

A drip-drip sound distracted him as he found a leak in the pipe system above him, tied to the stone and rocky ceiling, and held in place by a flimsy ring of copper. It was the least of the Underground’s worries. The tunnel system was ancient and worn from years of being filled with rushing water. It had only been diverted six months ago, but the structure was still aching for its natural state, allowing water to leak in at strange and unusual spots. The air was damp and chilly even when the world above was scalding hot. Milo had a severe cold for the first two weeks, but it now seemed as if his body had adjusted enough to weather the bombardment of infections. 

Despite having to adapt to his surroundings, however, life was excellent. His mother and father had begun showing more affection towards him while treating him less like a child. He also gained respect—a foreign feeling—from many of the Underground members, who thought that he should be the future King...and amongst one of them, he had even found love. 

Rachel was sweet, beautiful and kind, but most of all, she was his—through and through. He felt a tingle go down his back whenever she would grab his arm and rest her head on his shoulder as they walked, or she would peck him on the lips when they were in the middle of a conversation. She wasn’t much of a fighter, but he didn’t care. She gave him the affection he craved. 

“Are you ready?” Kyran asked. Milo nodded as Rachel leaned in and kissed his cheek tenderly. Milo noticed the disappearing scowl Kyran gave her. 

“Are you distracted?” Kyran asked in an authoritative tone.

Milo sighed. “No,” he said. Kyran nodded and took a step back, allowing Chloe and Rachel to address his needs. 

“I’ll be waiting for you when you get out,” Rachel said in her squeaky voice. “Good luck.” 

Milo glanced behind him at the chamber door—a strange circular construct made of multi-colored pipes and steel plates. It was embedded so deeply into the rock around it that it looked as if it would never open. Milos sighed again as the drip-dripping sound brought him out of his anxious stupor. 

“You remember this,” Chloe said, placing her hands on the shoulders of her son. “This is your birthright. Your legacy. It doesn’t matter if Kenneth has a following and he’s been here longer. Yes, he’s your friend but he’s also your competition. If they ask why you’re a better candidate, own it. Declare that you’re the right choice.”

“Only one of you will be chosen,” Kyran said, “and the Underground must rally behind the decision of the committee. Even us. If you fail here, you will only be our son. Nothing more.”

“You always know how to cheer me up,” Milo muttered, placing a hand to his chest. It felt like someone had gripped his heart and was slamming it up against a glass window over and over. At any moment, he could shatter. 

Rachel interrupted his worries by kissing him again, and more passionately than ever. She kissed him deeply, grabbing the back of his neck and pulling him towards her. She stopped only when a clicking sound echoed off of the walls, the source originating from right behind him. 

He pivoted away from Rachel and watched anxiously as the pipes within the door twisted, separated and retracted into the sides of the wall. Eventually, each pipe had removed itself from the entranceway, revealing a dark tunnel within, dimly lit by candles lined up along the sides. 

“Good luck,” Chloe said, patting him on the back.

Milo reluctantly walked forward until he was past the outline of the chamber door. A whooshing sound came from behind the corner and a gust of wind hit him in the face then pushed past him. A clicking sound bounced off the hollowed-out walls and then the door behind him began to close just as it had opened. 

Milo looked back at his parents and girlfriend, and he tried to maintain a strong composure, but as soon as the door shut, he could feel himself beginning to sweat.

Instead of being stuck, he marched on down the barely lit walkway, watching his footing so that he wouldn’t trip over a loose stone. 

Eventually, he saw the light at the literal end of the tunnel and he came upon a massive chamber that looked like it would be able to fit a small village. It was a cold, sterile room, full of metal and lacking decoration. Bridges and railings stretched across the room above as steel plates tiled the floor beneath his feet. To his right, there was a rectangular window, with no glass in the frame, and there was a group of five men and women sitting on the other side, staring at him curiously as they sat back in huge leather chairs. The eldest man leaned forward and glared at Milo. 

“Do you know why you’re here, young man?”

“Yes,” Milo shouted a little too loudly. The echo bounced off the walls.

“Please tell us the reason.”

“It’s because the Underground is a movement that needs a verifiable leader in order to be effective against the tyranny of Thorn. There are two candidates but there can be only one general.”

“A rehearsed answer,” the old man replied, maintaining his gaze. “One surely regurgitated and bestowed upon you by your mother and father. Are we here to be puppets?”

“No, sir,” Milo replied, fidgeting where he stood. 

“Then let us switch gears,” he said, sitting back in his seat. “Do you know Kenneth?”

“Yes, sir.”

“What is your opinion of him?”

“He is a great warrior and a strong leader. Many would follow him into battle without a second thought. He’s very respectable.”

“And what is your opinion of yourself?”

“Me?” Milo asked, caught off guard.

“It is what the council asked.”

“I believe...that I have great potential. I may not be a great fighter, but when pushed, I usually succeed at what I’m aiming for. I have a good heart, I think.”

“So you have to be pushed into a position of authority?” the old man asked as his council members whispered to each other. 

“Is that a bad thing?”

“It means you’re not ready for this heavy responsibility.”

Milo scowled. “No offense, but the status quo isn’t always the best option. The greatest inventions and contributions to society were due to untraditional means. The Underground has been fighting Thorn before I was born and they are arguably in a worse position than when they started. A pair of fresh eyes and some perspective may actually get us out of stagnation and win us a battle or two.”

The elder had nothing to say to that, but the other members of the council were now eager for their turn. One middle-aged woman cleared her throat. “You want this position then?”

“I do.”

“Why though?”

Milo swallowed hard as he prepared to tell the truth. The last thing he wanted to do was start crying in the middle of the interview. “The truth is,” he began, “I don’t like fighting, but I have no choice. I am the child of soldiers and ever since I learned about the history of my family, I’ve been in conflict. I’ve lost this arm,” he said, lifting his right prosthetic, “and I nearly lost my parents to Thorn.” He paused to take a deep breath. “My sister is with Thorn right now, learning about how to rule the world and why his way is right. If I do nothing, she could succumb to him, and our family can’t be complete without her.”

“Your sister’s...capture has been taken into account,” the middle-aged woman said. “Because the two of you are being influenced by two separate and distinct sides of the war, there is a high chance that the two of you may meet in battle.”

“I know,” Milo said.

“How do you think the meeting will go?”

“I don’t know.”

“You have no idea?”

“I hope that I would be able to fight with her, not against.”

“So, there’s a chance she could be heavily influenced by Thorn?”

“I don’t know.”

“Your indecisiveness scares us. If she can be swayed easily, couldn’t you? You’re twins, and you’ve had nearly all of the same experiences. You’ve lived in the same cabin with very few visitors and only your parents were there for guidance. Could you truly be so different?”

“What Alanna is trying to say,” the eldest man stated, “is that we are worried about releasing you out into the world after extensive training, and then you end up aligning with your sister in the end, rather than against.”

“Couldn’t the opposite happen? Couldn’t she join us?”

“We’re not sure if we want to take the risk. We could lose everything with one wrong move. Thorn, on the other hand, could lose Emma and still be in power.”

“She’s not dangerous.”

“Yet, we know full well what you’re both capable of. Your mother and father are powerful assets and their blood courses through your veins. We believe Thorn aims to exploit this, and he will do everything he can to brainwash your sister.”

“If it comes down to it,” Milo said, “I will fight her.”

“Could you kill her? If she is under Thorn’s spell, she may not hesitate towards you.”

“If I had to,” he said.

“We find it hard to believe you.”

“I understand my limits.”

“Fine,” the elder stated. “Then let’s move on. What is your wish for the Underground? What do you hope for us to accomplish?”

“I want us to come out of the shadows,” Milo said. “I think that most of the population would join us if they knew where we were and what we stood for. Sure, we run the risk of Thorn discovering some of our headquarters, but the fear that keeps us in the dark is also the same fear that Thorn and his men feel—of death. Why do we have to hide when he’s so open?”

“Your inexperience is showing. Did your parents ever tell you about Heartfell?”

“Just because I haven’t been in battle, it doesn’t mean I can’t do my job.”

The elder sighed and shook his head. “Go on then. Where is the Underground headed?”

“We’ll need a proper ruler to fill the space Thorn will leave behind if he loses. Ideally, we would have Thorn alive but imprisoned, so that we can still glean from his mind.”

“It sounds as if you have great respect for him.”
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