
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          NXU: The Vanguard

        

        
        
          The Nexus Universe(NXU), Volume 12

        

        
        
          Joey Gade

        

        
          Published by Joey Gade, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      NXU: THE VANGUARD

    

    
      First edition. September 16, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Joey Gade.

    

    
    
      Written by Joey Gade.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​NXU: The Vanguard

[image: ]




​

​

​

​By: Joey Gade

​

​

​

​

​

​

​

​

​

​

​

​Table of Contents



Dramatis Personae

Prologue – Ashes of Galalith

Part I: Exiles on Earth

Chapter 1 – Exiles in Ironcliff Bay

Chapter 2 – Masks of Flesh

Chapter 3 – The Bad Boy, the Princess, and the Nerd

Chapter 4 – The First Shardborn

Part II: Shards and Shadows

Chapter 5 – The Watchdog and the Survivor

Chapter 6 – Secrets of Axion

Chapter 7 – The Rivalry Rekindled

Chapter 8 – Monster at the Docks

Chapter 9 – The Smokescreen Gambit

Chapter 10 – The Shard Plague

Part III: Shadows of Galalith

Chapter 11 – The Ghost of the King 

Chapter 12 – The Betrayer’s Blade

Chapter 13 – Princess Without a Throne

Chapter 14 – Rise of the Rival Titan

Chapter 15 – The Siege of Ironcliff Junior High

​Part IV: The Final Fracture

Chapter 16 – Into the Rift 

Chapter 17 – Drahkor Descends 

Chapter 18 –The Trial of Three

Chapter 19 – The Colossus War

Chapter 20 – Harmony of Worlds 

Epilogue – Shards in the Dark

Dramatis Personae



​The Vanguard (Core Trio)


●  Ilara – The Exiled Princess - Alien royal stranded on Earth. Leads with empathy and vision. Haunted by the loss of her people.

●  Korr – The Soldier Without a War - Battle-hardened warrior, master of plasma combat. Duty-bound, struggles to adapt to peace.

●  Axion – The Synthetic Soul - Living AI, logic and heart of the Titan. Unsure if its emotions are real.



Maya Castillo – The Truth-Seeker - Journalist who uncovers the Vanguard’s secret. Curiosity often puts her in danger.

Tobias Greer – The Rival Turned Ally - Star athlete who clashes with Korr, later aids the team. Masks insecurity with arrogance.

Commander Selene Solis – The Survivor - Galalithian exile, advocates militarization of Earth. Believes peace is weakness.

Colonel Grant Mercer – The Watchdog - Leader of Earth Defense Division in Ironcliff Bay. Paranoid, sees Vanguard as weapons to control.

Dr. Helena Krail – The Mechanist - Scientist creating countermechs in secret. Her ambition fuels dangerous corruption.

Drahkor the Shattered – The Warlord of Fractures - Shard-corrupted conqueror commanding beasts. His power is unstable, even to himself.

The Shardborn – Resonance Horrors - Mutated monsters born from shard corruption. Pure instinct, easily exploited by stronger wills.

The Trio (Becca, Shawn, Lila) - Popular kids who complicate Ilara’s efforts to blend in. Shallow, blind to larger dangers.

Jay Patel – The Curious Geek - Young robotics prodigy who admires Axion. Too trusting, risks exposing secrets.

Prologue – Ashes of Galalith



​Part I: The Empty Casket

The rift gate swallowed his father whole.

Korr never forgot the flash of light, the roar of resonance, and the silence that followed. There had been no body to bury — only an empty casket draped in the banners of Galalith. The court whispered consolations, but Korr refused them. He held his chin high through the funeral, eyes locked on the casket as if sheer will might summon his father back. In his heart, he believed one day the gate would open, and his father would return.

But belief wasn’t enough.

By decree of the crown, Korr was sent to the Royal Academy of Arms — a place where sons without fathers were expected to forge themselves into weapons. He threw himself into training: blade drills, resonance gunnery, Manus simulations. Sweat and discipline were his prayers now.

Not everyone respected his devotion. Darian Jastel, son of a noble house and first in his class, made certain of that. With his two shadows, Darian mocked Korr as “the orphan soldier.” Every shove, every taunt, only carved Korr’s resolve sharper.

In the final exam, Korr’s skill spoke louder than Darian’s privilege. Where others faltered, Korr endured. Where Darian flaunted style, Korr relied on grit. In the arena, he disarmed Darian cleanly. Highest marks. Medal of Excellence.

Darian’s smile at the ceremony was a mask.

That night, Darian challenged him not with words, but with steel. He climbed into a Manus frame — a war-machine built for soldiers, not cadets — and tried to crush Korr in secret. Korr answered with a Manus of his own.

The duel spiraled into catastrophe. Plasma blades tore through walls, resonance cannons cracked towers, and the Academy trembled under their fury. By dawn, half the training complex lay in ruins.

Both were arrested.

Darian was freed within hours by his family’s influence. Korr remained behind bars until summoned before the King himself.

“You are not my father,” Korr said bitterly when the King demanded an explanation.

“No,” the King replied, disappointment weighing in his voice. “But if your father were here, he would be very disappointed in you.”

“Well, he’s not here,” Korr snapped. “He’s gone.”

The King’s decree was final: while other cadets returned home for summer leave, Korr would remain at the Academy to repair the ruins with his own hands.

It was the day he accepted exile not from Galalith, but from the boy he had once been.



​Part II: The Fall of Galalith

Years later, the sky burned.

Ilara, princess of Galalith, was far from the palace on a goodwill tour. She stood before a crowd of children at a new academy, crown gleaming, voice steady. But when a little girl wept over a missing xeno-kitten, Ilara ignored her schedule, climbed into the depths of a well, and returned with the tiny creature clutched in her arms. Her advisors sighed. Her bodyguard, Captain Hobrin, chuckled. Ilara smiled anyway.

On one of Galalith’s moons, Korr’s squad was stationed near a supposed bandit outpost. His commander ordered restraint, but Korr sensed something wrong. He broke ranks, entered alone, and found the truth — the hostages were already dead, their blood cooling on stone. The killers were not bandits. They were Shardborn scouts, speaking in guttural tones of an invasion yet to come.

Korr fought, steel flashing, bodies falling around him. When his commander arrived with reinforcements, they found Korr standing amidst the carnage. The commander — already a traitor — denounced him for insubordination, blaming him for the deaths. Shackles closed around Korr’s wrists.

Back in the capital, the King toiled over Galalith’s last safeguard — Axion, a synthetic guardian unlike any other. When Korr begged to explain, the King turned away. It was not the first time Korr had broken orders. The King’s patience was gone.

The invasion began at dawn.

Shardborn fell from the skies in waves, tearing into the capital. Ilara and Hobrin raced toward the palace, their airskiff shot from the sky. Hobrin was wounded, but together they hijacked a Mutraddi crawler, blasting through enemy lines.

Meanwhile, Korr escaped his cell in the chaos. He hunted his commander through burning streets, blades clashing across the palace walls. Sparks flew as steel met steel, until at last Korr drove his sword through the traitor’s chest, ending the coup.

Inside the palace, Ilara stumbled into her father’s arms, only for Shardborn to descend. And then Korr arrived, his blade cutting a path through monsters and betrayal alike. For once, Ilara’s fire and Korr’s steel stood together.

The King, battered but unbroken, presented them with Axion. “This construct is more than machine. It is Galalith’s last hope.”

Ilara wept, refusing to leave him. But the King forced her to the launch chamber. “I will lead our people. You will safeguard our future.”

He looked at Korr one last time. “I was wrong not to believe you. Forgive me.” He pressed a Manus control unit into Korr’s palm.

The launch sequence engaged. The chamber shook. Shardborn thundered at the gates.

Ilara, Korr, and Axion boarded the escape vessel. As the King raised his sword one final time, the rift gate ignited, hurling the vessel into the unknown.

​The last sight of Galalith was fire.

​The first breath of exile was silence.
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​Chapter 1 — Exiles in Ironcliff Bay



The Rift Gate tore open like a wound across the stars.

From its blinding light, a battered Galalithian cruiser tumbled through, scarred from battle and burning with the last of its engines. A passing Earth satellite caught the anomaly and pinged warnings across military channels: unidentified craft descending.

Below, the coastal city of Ironcliff Bay went about its ordinary day — dockworkers unloading cargo, students streaming toward school, traffic weaving through steel bridges. None of them noticed the fire streaking across the clouds.
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