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Prologue 

The cold blackness of nothing was disturbed by a small flicker of light and the will for more. But the spark could not rise alone. 

The dark was all-consuming, curious of the intrusion forced upon it.

Two beings were there: Sentinel Vox, the will that pushes forward and never back, and Vitarae Ascendant, the transcendent light that illuminates all paths. 

Together they produced a spark. When this spark took, it took its proper form and became the Ava Prim — Flamme Primus. Consumed, the Ava burst outward against the dark.

From the sparks of her creation wave, the stars were born. 

Through Vitarae’s light, the pathways of creation were revealed. 

Through Sentinel Vox, the newborn cosmos found direction and purpose.

But such raw power was explosive, and where it surged against the darkness, something new

emerged. 

From that collision came Primum Lux — first of the Luminari, sovereign of all light-born creation.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter 1 

Primum Lux

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Primum Lux wasn’t born. She came into being — a coalescence of energy left in the wake of the explosive beginning. 

With her first strand of consciousness, she looked around in awe at what now existed. She reached out in a way she couldn’t fully explain. She saw how far the light of creation had spread. Her light. She was made from that light. It was hers to watch over.   Then she saw it… the Veil, the barrier between the light and the dark. She saw it as an abomination—a blight upon her glorious light. 

Anger rose from deep within her. The darkness still dared to exist. What right did it have? It did not belong. 

She lashed out, channeling the vast energy within her and pushing back against the dark.

The one beyond the Veil barely reacted. It scoffed at her — amused.

“Little light… what do you think you’re doing? What could you possibly hope to accomplish? You don’t have the strength to destroy me. If you had the power to succeed, it would only be the destruction of all that is becoming?”

Primum Lux radiance shone brighter. The rage feeding it was like a furnace. It burned deep inside of her. She thought, “This thing is not supposed to exist.” 

She didn’t know what it was or why it

remained — only that it needed not to be. Light existed to defeat the dark. It was meant to illuminate all. If it was of the light, it was hers to rule.

“This all belongs to the light — to me,” she announced proudly. “You lost this war the moment I came into being. So tell me, creature, how is it you are still here?”

The Veil rippled with laughter. When it spoke, its voice was soft and ancient. “Child, think, you accomplish nothing with this hostility. You think to fight against something you do not fully comprehend, with a power you do not yet fully understand.” 

She lunged again, angry; she didn’t know what she was doing, but she was going to try something. She was incandescent and furious.

The one beyond the Veil pushed her aside with no effort at all.

“Little light,” it said, “you toy with Vorrath Enu, the word of oblivion. With but a thought, I could unmake you — return you to where you came from — but I feel generous today, so I will not.

Not yet, but do not think to keep trying me. That would be very dangerous for you.”

Like a powerful wave, darkness was pushed out from beyond the Veil, its impact wrapping around her and casting her back to the source of her creation. When done, it’s torn away from her and vanished back to beyond. 

Stunned, in pain, and finally knowing fear, she flickered but did not dim. At first, she doubted whether anything she could do would be of any use against that kind of being. She became enraged at the mere thought of doubt. Primum Lux finally understood the one truth:

She needed to become more. 

 

 

                        

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter 2

 

Recovery and Discovery

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Primum Lux may have been in pain, but she was not hurt in the way anyone could understand. It grew more intense. She felt something stirring within herself. 

More intense pain came. So overwhelming that she struck out from it. Then she felt the cracks in her, felt them form. It was as if she were being torn asunder. 

Genuine fear now filled her, had Vorrath Enu changed his mind, decided to destroy her. 

No, this could not and would not be. Yet fear and doubt overcame her. She’d never felt such a thing as what Vorrath had done. Maybe he was slowly destroying her, the coward. He wouldn’t give her a quick death.

It was then that she resolved that it would not be. It was settled in her heart. This was a clarity she never experienced. She felt that what she was doing was just and right. 

Then another wave of agonizing pain hit her. The cracks in her burst open. Blinding light even to a being born of light, flashed. Standing before her were six luminescent beings. Startled beyond belief, she prepared herself for battle. This time battle armor formed around her. Within her right hand, forged in her mind, quenched in her heart, “Brightsword, the sword of the morning”, in her left hand, a dagger forged completely of light. 

                         

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter 3

Dawn breaks

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Primum Lux stood sword and dagger at the ready, six forms standing there unsure of what just happened. All of them feeling odd, like they were yanked out of the either.

Their minds started to clear. Each one had an intense focus of who and what they were. 

Primum realized now these things were born of the intense emotions she had endured. Technically they were not her children — they were her echoes. Each one knew who she was the instant they saw her. 

A sense of admiration and awe washed over most of them. Knowing her, because they were her, they bowed. Not out of fear, but respect. A being that has such powerful feelings that they were pushed out and became their own beings, that was someone you bowed to show a modicum of respect. The truth of her abilities, and theirs, radiated like a supernova around them.

The first to stand up straight was Fear. Not the trembling shade mortals of Aeterra speak of, but the proper Fear — the

one that warns, protects, and sharpens the mind. He was created by the Primum’s awareness that something more powerful was out there. Capable of unmaking her, with his shoulders square and eyes lowered. He knelt not in submission; it was reverence for the sovereign light from which he was created.

Next came Pain. Raw, unyielding, a force with edges honed by suffering. She carried a hunger to be

understood — to be given shape, purpose, release. But when she saw Primum armored, her golden yellow radiance, Brightsword drawn, her dagger held firm and steady, Pain recognized her sovereign. She lowered herself immediately to one knee, not out of weakness, but recognition: here stood the one who had endured her and yet still rose up, stronger. .

Then came Rage. Massive. Unstoppable. A being who believed nothing in existence could halt his advance, a regular juggernaut. He would not kneel — never. Rage looked at Primum unimpressed and charged forward, testing the metal of his creator.

Primum did not hesitate. She used the pommel of Brightsword to strike him, its hard, pure and an absolute answer to the his question of her metal. They both felt it. She staggered but Rage fell hard. He bled not with blood, but with raw emotion spilling from him like molten fire. In that moment he understood: he was powerful, yes — but she was something different and worse, she was— inevitable. He rose to one knee and swore his fealty to his sovereign. 

Storing his fury deep within, for a future he could already sense.Doubt came next. Smaller, quiet, almost unassuming — yet more insidious to Primum than any of the others.

Wherever a gaze turned toward him, he grew, not in size but in weight. His presence haunted in the mind like a whisper one couldn’t quite dismiss. Yet seeing Rage dropped by this waif and was now bending the knee, Doubt knelt instantly, if she could stop Rage. He would be less than nothing. He didn’t have to worry though. His time would come.

Clarity emerged after him. Radiant, serene, the counterbalance to all that had formed before. While the others were had the look of power, she was the opposite she was radiant. Her beauty was not superficial — it was precision, purpose, truth. She moved with an ease and grace. Fully aware of who she was and what she actually stood for. That knowledge and understanding shown within her gaze. She too knelt, not because she was lesser, but because she recognized: Primum was not chaos or terror — she was the power that makes understanding possible.

The last was Justice. She bowed out of courtesy, but she alone remained standing. Justice never kneels. Justice did not stand in awe of Primum Lux. Justice knew her. Knew how she existed. Knew the order that must follow the flame..

Primum Lux tightened her grip on Brightsword, the light of dawn reflecting across her newly armored form.

The pieces all locked into place, and the swirling plates of her armor drew close around her body like a ship responding to its captain. She regarded the six beings before her — the first court of her existence, born from her own turmoil — and the realm held its breath.

Dawn had broken. 

 

 

                            

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter 4

   Rise of the Luminari

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Primum Lux was prepared for a battle she knew she would win. Brightsword hummed in her hand, it had tasted victory against the largest being and wanted more. Her hand tighten as she wanted to strike them all down. She knew they had to be work of Vorrath Enu. Illusions constructed to finish what he had started. 

“Come on, let’s be done with this. I have no time for games.”  She bellowed. 

Justice advanced, hands raised and empty. “Just look at us Primum. You know who we are. You have the ability to see through to the truth of things. Use it now.”

She looked at them all, past the physical into the metaphysical. She saw down deep into them. There she saw…..herself. These were indeed pieces of her. During her time of primordial distress, the pain, the cracks, the eruption was her. Creating more of herself, this kept her in balance. She felt so intensely that if she didn’t separate these from herself, she would have gone mad. 

She relaxed some. Returned Brightsword to its resting place.  

Her armor disappeared as fast as it manifested. The look on her face had softened a little. “Rise then.” She commanded. They did as she commanded.

“Tell me what aspects of me are you?” She ordered. 

“You know full well what one’s we are, Primum.” Justice spoke, “we serve at your leisure.”  

Distrust grew within her, “how can I believe you? I would bow before no one and nothing” looking around at the six “if you truly were aspects of me you’d know this!” she stated. 

Justice proclaimed,”I bowed out of courtesy and protocol.  Because, as you know, justice does bow and it doesn’t flinch. I know this, because I am you. You have already saw what we all are. The others bow to you because that is what they do to the one that brings you forth. It’s not true supplication, it’s more to honor you. They also do as you wish.”

“And what of you, why don’t you bend the knee?” She asked. 

“Like I said, I serve the justice of things. I will not bow and I will not yield. That is what you believe, so that is my calling.” Justice stated

She’s looked at Justice approvingly and nodded. Then she said, “When Vorrath Enu shooed me back before, he said I wasn’t enough. Now, looking at you all here now. We must be. Where I stood alone now there are seven. Surely that will be enough.” 

 

 

Clarity now spoke, “you know we are not!  With us here, you are not as you were. Vorrath Enu would not stop, he’d be sure we were all unmade.”

Primum swore out loud even though she knew it to be true. She lashed out, anger surged through her. Primum’s power struck Clarity. It pushed Clarity back. Yet she was unharmed. Intense pain overcame Primum. “What is this? What trick have you done?” She bellowed. The one she knew that had to be pain grew larger. 

Clarity looked at Primum. “It’s not a trick, “mother”. You cannot hurt us anymore than we can harm you.” Her statement was not meant to be argumentative. It was pure fact and Primum knew it.  

She stood in silence to take in what she had learned. The six approached her. She calm settled over her, this was the start of something grand. She saw them for what they could also be. More then that, she saw what she was becoming. 

She smiled to herself. With a thought a throne appeared, the Throne of Light. When she sits in it, she could see all of what light touches. She also knew what else she must do.

“Come before me and kneel. When you do, you’ll be given names” she said. Five came to her and kneeled. 

She again summoned Brightsword to her hand. The blade of the purest light appeared. Brighter then before. This time it was not drawn for battle, but ceremony. She stood and called out to them, “when I call you forward, step up to me. Today you will receive your name. Names have power. Receive yours.”

 

                        

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter 5

The Naming

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The first she called to was the largest one, Rage. She touched Brightsword to his broad right shoulder. “You shall be called Pyrrhion. You who were foolish enough, or perhaps brave enough to attack me. That kind of drive and power is what I shall need for my council in what I will call “War”. You shall be my General, the leader of the troops.” Upon this his glow, once blinding like Primum, changed to burning crimson. For in his naming he was given purpose. 

“Do you Pyrrhion Lux, accept this great honor I offer you?” She asked. 

“I do my Sovereign!” Pyrrhion said emphatically.  

She then bestowed on him the swirling red and black armor worthy of his new station. He stood and bowed to her “my Sovereign, all I am, I will give for you.” She nodded, he stepped back. 

She looked at Fear. He approached her then bent his knee. Primum then touched his right shoulder with the blade. “You, you I will call Vayrion Lux. You know what I’ve felt. It’s your council I trust on the importance of all things that I don’t know. Never should you leave my side. Do you accept this position I offer you?” 

“I do my Sovereign.” He said.

Then an Indigo-Black light began radiating from him. His purpose clear. The armor was now his to manifest for he didn’t trust easily.  He also manifested a shield. This was no ordinary shield. This one could not be broken by any means. It was pure safety protection from harm. 

“Thank you my Sovereign” he rose and bowed to her. 

She nodded her reply. Her hand showed him where he would standing his post. With this, Vayrion stepped to the left side of the throne shield in hand. 

Primum then turned to Pain. With a gesture pain approached Primum and took a knee, “You!” Primum smiled, “I shall never forget you my dear. You I name Soriath Lux. In you, I shall entrust with my life and ask for your council. I do this because I never wish to feel your bite again. Swear to me that I will not!”

With the touch of the blade Soriath radiated a color that could only be called Violent Violet. For only in violence could Primum feel her sting again. “I swear, I will do all within my ability to protect you against the bite.” 

With that a violet axe formed in her hands. Light coalesced around her forming exquisite armor. She rose and bowed as the others before. As Primum nodded she took her place at the right side of the throne. 

Primum now knew she would be safe from any harm. For she was flanked by the shield and the axe. 

She looked to those that still kneeled. She called the next one up. He moved forward and took a knee again. Primum placed the blade, not on the shoulder, but at the throat of Doubt. Primum growled,  “after this you had better leave my sight. You’re now called Murex. You bring unclear thoughts to me that cause me to question every choice. For what is to come, you are not wanted or needed for the type of War to come. For this, I can have none of your doubt.” 

With the decree of his name Murex stood and bowed. He felt tears welling in his eyes. His light shifted to Ash-Gray/Silver. No armor was allowed to be given to him nor could he summon a weapon. He was dismissed with a wave of her hand. 

“Leave now! Get out of my sight before I wretch from your stink and cowardice.” Primum commanded. 

He stepped back turned and then walked away. 

The last still kneeling was Clarity. For her Primum rose and walked to her. Primum could not bring herself to bring a weapon so close to this one. The beauty she radiated was beyond compare. It was pure and and deeper then anyone would know.  Nothing should impede or threaten Clarity. “You my beauty,” placing her hand so gently against her cheek, “You are my Luminara. You will be sacred to all, including me. So beloved is clarity. You shall be placed in a throne of your own by my feet. All who approach will feel your gaze and know that you can see all their flaws and intent.” 

Upon hearing her true name Luminara’s light began to cascade in with a Pure White / Blue shimmer. No armor would ever touch her. No harm would be allowed near her. She stood and bowed to her sovereign. Primum gave her a nod and lead Luminara to her place of honor in her own throne. The throne of Omniscience. 

“Luminara, so beloved, this whole of our reality shall be called Lumina after you.” Primum stated.

Lastly, Primum approach Justice who still stood tall and proud. Primum placed her hand on Justices shoulder. “You, the most honorable amidst the six, you I will call Verithel, you stand as my arbiter. If something becomes unsure. It is you I will turn to for honorable justice.” 

Upon hearing this the bright blinding light of Verithel became golden. This fit her very well. Verithel nodded to Primum and it was returned with a smile. 

 

 

Primum ascended to the Throne of Light. Before she sat, she and the five, her court of illumination, raised their hands. Primum, the sovereign said, “today we bring forth the realm of Lumina. We shall fill our home with beings of light. They will be call the Luminari. We bring forth an light.” With a torrent of color and a flash, the area previously occupied by six beings, was now full of luminous beings and a huge city manifested around them. Where they stood a huge spire took form and raised them higher into the sky. Better to see all they have created. They all occupied the throne room. And the sounds of new life began to be heard all around them. With one last decree she proclaimed “these are our people and just like you, they are my children.” 

 

 

                       

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter 6

 Murex and the Veil

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Vorrath Enu was pondering. Something he never had to do before the light came into being. 

He felt something pressing, pushing against him at the boarder of his realm. “What is going on?” He inquired to himself.” This Triad lied to him. They are going to surround me with light and fire.” A voice in his mind whispered. 

No, this was not them. Vorrath Enu and the the others had an agreement. They were all honor bound to respect the way of things. To keep the balance.

This light he felt was utterly familiar. He knew this light. He’d felt it before. This light was still young, but was far more powerful than before. He had to know. He must see. His consciousness moved to the border and he saw a city of pure light. Buildings of crystalline gems radiating their brilliance. This was truly beautiful, to him. He was curious and must know what is going on over there. He took a humanoid form and went to see. 

As he entered the city he saw the beings that resided there. They had humanoid shapes and so tried to assume their exact form but he was the Unspoken voice of oblivion. So this form looked as if it were a singularity in the Luminari form. 

He entered the city. Wherever he went the beings here fled. They could feel his pull of darkness. They felt if they were to close, this being would consume them. 

Vorrath saw that within this city there were no shadows. Nothing resembling his domain. The place was truly the antithesis of his home. 

He felt it violated is agreement with the Triad, but he knew this was not their doing. 

A voice finally spoke to him. “Hello Vorrath Enu, I was wondering if this place would get your attention.” It said.  

“Murex! I was wondering if you'd show? Can you explain why this place exists?” He asked as if he didn’t know. 

“How did you know my name, I just received it from my loving mother?” Murex wondered. 

“What ever touches the Veil is known to me, you should know this.” Vorrath stated plainly. 

“I suppose” Murex said, “it makes a lot sense of course. Wait, by the same premise you should know the reason for this place.”

“I do,” he said plainly “but it does not change the fact that it is a violation, in form and treaty.”  

Murex pondered, “what treaty. I am a part of Primum Lux and there was no treaty?”

“My little light,” he stated, “there are those far higher in this creation than you and the other six. These Luminari are a wonder to behold. I just hope Primum doesn’t do what I think she’s going to do.”

“What do you mean?” Murex asked.

“Come with me young one and learn what the sovereign hasn’t told you!” Vorrath said.

They walked through the city talking. Luminari citizens running from them. The darkness hurt the people, yet Murex felt no discomfort.” 

Upon a spire overlooking the City of Radiance stood Pyrrhion. He grew larger as his rage built. This must not go unpunished. 

 

 

                      

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter 7

The Trial of Murex

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Murex felt the call deep in his mind. He was summoned to the throne room of the citadel. Nervous and scared he manifested just outside. 

Murex gathered himself together.  He opened the door and entered. He strode in and approached the throne. He did not look afraid, he now was not. He felt determined. He was stopped by Soriath who placed her axe before him. 

“Kneel traitor” Soriath commanded. 

Murex did as instructed. “My Sovereign why have I been summoned to you?” He asked. 

Primum leaned forward in the throne and sneered, “we all are one Murex, don’t you remember? While I truly revile you, you still are me.”

“Am I?“ He asked, bitterness in his voice. “IF I was really of you,  then why banish me from our home? Why would you curse me to walk the city we created alone, never to be welcomed into our home?”

Those in the throne room began to murmur asking the same questions. It was a low hum but it did not go unnoticed. 

“Enough” exclaimed Primum. “You no longer hold any influence over me and the five that stand with me!” 

With a gesture the lower cast of Luminari were gone. Returned to their homes, but their minds were never cleansed. 

Pyrrhion stomped forward, “you’ve been seen with our enemy “brother”. Do you deny it?”

“No. I spoke with Vorrath Enu….” Murex said without hesitation. 

“Silence traitor” Pyrrhion stormed! “That name is a curse in this realm and you know it.”

“Then you tell me ‘brother’, how the Veil would I know that? I’ve been banished to walk the city,” Murex countered. “since you all raised this beautiful city, I’ve been banned from the spire. So I know nothing more than what is put out by decree.”

“You think to test me little one!” seethed Pyrrhion. “If I could I would strike you down..”

“But you can’t big one, can you”, Murex laughed. “ if you could I’d have been cut down by you the moment I was named.”

Primum stood tall and proud before her throne. 

“Enough” she screamed! “Why have you spoken to the enemy Murex? Why would you betray me like this? Do you not remember how you came into being?”

“I remember, but I also remember being cast away, my Sovereign. Not even given the armor or sword  to protect myself as the others have” Murex countered. “You’re goon witnessed me talking to Him didn’t he, but you do not know what was said. And that I will not tell you.  But you will find out ….in time.”

Pyrrhion snatched Murex up by the neck. “Is that a threat against the Sovereign?”

“No you buffoon,” Murex countered “it’s the most uncomfortable truth.”

Vayrion stepped before Murex, her shield between Murex and her sovereign, “speak plainly. We have no time for riddles!”

“No time for….. I’m not telling riddles.” Murex chided. 

Murex looked to Luminara. “Tell them, this is no game nor is it a riddle. It must only be revealed when the time is right!”

Luminara stood and stated plainly, “ he is not lying to us. He clearly believes in what he is saying. There is no deception it.”

“What is this thing that we will learn my dear” asked Primum?

“I don’t know. As you know my gift allows me to see truth and clarity in what one is saying. He believes this and it’s clearly important” she added. 

The council of the Lumina continued to question Murex for a long period of time, it could have been minutes, hours, or a decade. 

He never wavered and never faltered. He stood fast to what he knew so clearly. He spoke truthfully. At the end of the questioning a break was given. 

Finally Verithel came forward. Murex knew it was time for the judgement. Primum stood up, “Verithel, he’s all yours!”

 

 

                       

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter 8

The Judgement 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

“Stand and be judged!”demanded Pyrrhion. He grabbed Murex and lifted him.

“Why stand you’ve already judged me before this crap even started.” he lamented. 

Verithel looked to him, “come little brother, you know this is not my way. It may be Pyrrhion’s but not mine. What I have done is heard everything said against and for you. What I’ve heard gives credence to the treason charges leveled against you. You’ve offered nothing but a promise that will reveal itself later, but refuse to say when. Please little brother just tell us, please.”

“Then pass your judgement. I’ve already been exiled. Tell me what your punishment for these ‘crimes’ will be. You know you can’t unmake me without unmaking yourselves.” Murex said sadly. 

The Glowing Staff of Justice appeared in Verithel’s hand. “Since you offer no defense brother you are found guilty for the crime of treason and conspiracy” she said sadly. “Since you cannot be unmade, you will be bound and caged until the end of times.This is the decision of this court” Verithel slammed the end of the staff to the floor. Thunder rolled from the impact and was felt throughout the realm. All the Luminari knew the verdict at that time. 

Murex was in the throne room one moment, then he was in a room with only one door. He tried to move but noticed he could not. Tried to speak but his voice was gone as well. Tears ran down his cheeks the first tears ever shed. His head dropped down to look at the floor. A golden flash appeared and he raised his head. Verithel stood there looking at him. A look of sadness in her eyes. 

“Why didn’t you say something to defend yourself properly. I had no choice. This was what I was made for” she cried. 

His head dropped. More tears fell and as fast as she appeared she was gone. 

This was all going as he was told. He hated it. 

 

 

 

                       

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter 9

The Drums of War

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Primum stood in the throne room. Anger surged throughout her. 

Pyrrhion’s strength was growing. 

“What has the Vorrath Enu done to me? Forcing me to watch as that part of me is bound for all time!” Primum declared. 

 

“What is next Sovereign?” Pyrrhion asked. 

“Raise an army Pyrrhion, prepare them for the battle to come.” She told him. 

A malicious smirk came across his face. He finally had a target to unleash himself upon. 

As he disappeared from the throne room, Luminara grabbed Verithel and pulled her to the side. “This war is a mistake. This war could end everything!” she whispered urgently. 

Verithel stated, “ then step forward and tell our Sovereign such. You are the favored after all.” Verithel said. 

“She will not listen. You know as I do this is what she wants more than anything. She has a need to correct what she sees as an imperfection!”  

“Luminara, unless she break universal law I cannot act against her. ” she said. “But sadly by that time, our Luminari will be destroyed. What good does my word do then?”

Primum could hear all that was being said. She was sad that her two favored daughters couldn’t see the truth, not as she could see it.   

Primum dismissed everyone from the throne room. She needed to be alone. This time has been taxing on her.

As the door shut she sat on the Throne of Light, finally able to relax. She closed her eyes. Then something happened. Something glorious.

A being, the likes of which she has never seen before, leads her and it points to a field. Primum looks out and see the War. Her armies attacking the cursed darkness. Beating it back. Her Generals on lightning like steeds. Pushing the attack. Then Vorrath Enu falls, defeated. 

Primum feels a joy she has never experienced before, flood over her. Then her head jerks up. “What was that” she said out loud. “What magics have befallen me?”

She stands, shaken but happy, and departs the throne room to go to her private chambers. “This all must be studied!” She thought.

In his area of the castle known as the War Room, Pyrrhion brings forth his generals. Pyrrhion had not waited for permission, he raised his armies the moment his traitorous brother was judged. Now he had permission to bring them forth. His excitement cannot be overstated. 

With a wave of his massive hand, the border between Lumina and the Veil is shown. The true planning for the battle to come begins. 

War is something new to them. So Pyrrhion showed them what do they do and how to do it. 

Pyrrhion knows what the outcome must be. His plan is to hit Vorrath’s realm at multiple points. This will distract him. He will never be able to defend his home at that many locations at once. His generals all agree. 

Now Pyrrhion creates mounts for his Cavalry to ride into this battle. These weren’t just any mounts. These were lightning horses powerful and fast. 

This war was all Pyrrhion could think about. He would finally be validated. He could finally strike at the enemy. 

He and his generals spoke at length for a while.  Laying out strategies and details. Finally they had a solid plan. 

Pyrrhion dismissed his generals to go to their perspective regiments and train the soldiers. He went to his chambers to imagine what was to come. The glory he would receive. He was excited beyond words and was just waiting for his mother to give him the word. 

Vayrion and Soriath were stationed outside Primum’s door. They were steadfast and vigilant. They were loyal to Primum but they weren’t automatons. They thought for themselves. 

Vayrion says,”this isn’t going to end well. Something just doesn’t  feel right. So many things could go wrong.” 

Soriath looks and says, “I agree. This will hurt everyone here. The pain on all our people when love ones die, will echo through the realm.” 

Luminara was in her chambers. She was looking out at all that was. It was beautiful. She knew this beauty could not last. When this War begins things would change. Not for the better. Would Vorrath come here again and destroy this place? Death to the citizens was assured. It was as clear as the view from the window. 

Verithel stood at her window. She was helpless and powerless to  stop any of this. All she could do was watch and wait. For Justice is not proactive. It is reactive and until something is done wrong she was powerless to stop it. She wept at what was to come. 

 

 

Far below in his cell Murex could feel the tension surrounding all. He shook his head. The time was coming near. He could hear it in the beating of their hearts. The drums of the War to come. 

 

 

                        

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter 10 

WAR of light and shadow

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The given day had arrived. Primum Lux mounted her steed. 

The number of the armies of troops at her disposal was vast and grand. Only those that were given the warrior spirit were selected to fight. It didn’t matter what caste they were from. 

“The time has come at last! Generals and cavalry, Mount up!” Said Pyrrhion. 

He and his generals mounted their steeds. Bannerman and soldiers were all around. All girded for battle. 

Primum rode at the front of the armies. Her armor flawless. Brightsword in hand flanked by Vayrion and Soriath. Vayrion moved in front of his sovereign. Shield raised and ready. Soriath had her battle axe ready. She hoped it was gonna taste blood today. If battle and had to come she would get her fill. 

Luminara and Verithel stood together at the spire. Neither wanted any of this. They held hands as they watched the armies moving. 

Primum let out a war cry, raised Brightsword. She pointed forward. “ ATTACK!” 

With a scream the Luminari army moved full speed charging the vast darkness ahead ready for whatever was to come. 

From out of that darkness stepped one being, resembling a singularity. He raised his hands. He hoped they would stop. That they could talk. 

“HOLD!” He commanded. 

No one listened and still they charged. 

Annoyed that it had to come to this, Vorrath released a blast of dark energy. He hoped this might shake some sense into them all. 

The front line of the attack was obliterated. It was as if it never was there. 

Seeing Primum, he knew she would not stop this. With a deep sadness he entered back into the darkness. With a thought it became solid nearly impenetrable, black mass. The armies crashed against it. Swords and battle axes crashed against it. Nothing appeared to damage it. 

Then with a crack of thunder, Pyrrhion atop his Warhorse slammed into the wall with his war-hammer. Where he impacted cracks appeared. The soldiers cheered. 

Then they heard the calls of their leaders, “start to focus all the power at this one point!”

The crack grew. Then the rest of the wall started to tremble. 

The battle was soon joined by the others. Soriath arrived smashing the wall with her axe. Vayrion stood in front of Primum. His shield pressed against the dark. Primum drew Brightsword, and with one powerful swing the wall shattered. 

The armies screamed in approval. They were pressed forward unobstructed at first. 

Then there was a ground shaking rumbling. The shards of the broken wall became like black mercury flowing back to the darkness. Again the ground shook and then a shriek could be heard. Horrifying and guttural. Out of the distant darkness came a horde. 

Nothing could prepare the Luminari for the speed and ferocity of their counterattack. Crashing against each other it was pure bedlam. Luminari screamed in agony. When their life spark faded one could watch as it returned from where it came. If one of the horde would fall, they became the liquid again and flowed back into the dark. Some were able to reform, most would not.  

The heat of battle ebbed and flowed. The only thing definite was the dead and dying on both sides. Swords clashed against swords and shields. Archers from the Luminari fired pure light arrows and they usually struck true. These arrows could kill a horde member.  

The horde had numbers. They would move like waves across the battlefield. The sight of their savagery was not to be believed. The gore sickened most Luminari soldiers as they came across it. 

Some of the Luminari soldiers just froze. They were covered in horde blood and the blood of their friends. It was far to much for some to take. Luminari medics did all they could. Their efforts felt like they didn’t matter. Yet to the soldiers they certainly did. 

The battle raged on for weeks. Neither side gaining or losing ground. Primum Lux had seen enough death and sacrifice. She stood tall. Brightsword raised over her head as she was atop her warhorse. 

She screamed,”Vorrath Enu show yourself. Come face me! Are you a coward?” 

Then something that scared everyone there, all the horde stopped all faced her. 

“Who do you think has been fighting you and your armies? I am the Vorrath Enu, the voice of oblivion. Nothing happens here that I am not part of.” His voice came out of every horde member. “You started this War. I don’t know the reason but you and your army attacked my home!”
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