
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


THE SPACE WARRIOR

Power, destiny... and a love that could destroy the galaxy

BY JOHN
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CHAPTER 1: NOCTYRA DOES NOT RAISE CHILDREN
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Noctyra was not a cruel planet.

It was a planet of warriors.

Its skies were as clear as Earth’s, its seasons well defined, its mountains rich in minerals that fueled both economy and war. Mining was its backbone; warriors, its pride. There was no concept of a soft life. Every stone pulled from the ground, every weapon forged, every body trained served a purpose.

From an early age, the children of Noctyra were sent to the warrior schools.

Not to learn letters.

But to learn how to survive.

At five, they were already practicing martial arts. At seven, hand-to-hand combat was mandatory. At nine, pain ceased to be something to avoid and became a tool. Those who wished to stand out sought masters beyond the school: elders who taught how to levitate for eternal seconds, healers who transmitted energy through their hands, retired warriors who spoke of mental discipline and control over fear.

But not everyone had that privilege.

Those who were not sent to the school... disappeared.

Torn from their homes before they could understand what goodbye meant, they were taken to the Warrior Training System. There were no beds there, no names, no comfort. Only simple tunics, frozen ground, and minimal rations. They learned quickly that hunger was constant, that exhaustion did not matter, and that fear was no excuse.

The training was brutal.

They fought each other until they bled. They fell, got up, fell again. They learned to use the spear, the shield, their own bodies as weapons. They moved in formation, breathed as one. Punishments were public: beatings in front of everyone, humiliations designed to break the spirit, extreme trials meant to eliminate the weak.

Noctyra saved no one.

That was the fate of Kryon Takara.

Not by choice.

By birth.

The trial came while he was still a child.

They took him into the snow, far from the camp, where the wind cut into the skin and the silence weighed more than the cold. They gave him a spear as a weapon. They gave him no long instructions—only the instructor’s gaze and a single, simple order: Kill it.

In front of him, among the snow-covered trees, the wolf’s bright eyes watched him. It was large. Hungry.

Fear struck first—a primitive, visceral fear that closed his throat and made his legs tremble. Kryon felt the urge to run, to scream, to fall to his knees.

But Noctyra did not teach how to flee.

When the wolf attacked, Kryon reacted on instinct. He hit the ground, rolled through the snow, felt the fangs graze his arm. The pain was immediate, burning. He screamed... once.

He remembered every blow he had taken.

Every night without food.

Every humiliation.

And something inside him hardened.

He rose, bleeding, his fingers numb from the cold as they tightened around the spear that had been left for him in the snow. The wood was frozen; the metal tip stained with frost. Kryon took a deep breath and waited.

The wolf attacked with a low growl, lunging straight for his throat.

Kryon did not step back.

He drove the spear forward with the full weight of his body. The impact was brutal. The metal pierced the animal’s chest and slammed it into the ground. The wolf struggled for a few seconds, claws scraping at the snow, until the movement faded.

Kryon remained standing, trembling, the spear still embedded, his breathing ragged, and the blood—both the wolf’s and his own—mixing across the white snow.

He did not cry.

When the instructors emerged from between the trees, there was no applause, no words of pride. Only silence.

“You understand now,” one of them finally said. “Here, you are not born a warrior. You survive to become one.”

That night, Kryon Takara stopped being a child.
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CHAPTER 2: THE FIRE OF VENGEANCE
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The invasion came without warning.

The skies of Noctyra—clear and serene for centuries—were torn open like a bleeding wound. Colossal ships descended from orbit, casting unnatural shadows over mountains and mining cities. At the head of the assault stood a single name, spoken with fear even before it was fully known:

General Xyrothak, conqueror of CHROMAROK.

Kryon Takara was twelve years old when the world he knew began to burn.

His father was called to the front that very night. There were no speeches, no long goodbyes. Only the steady gesture of a Noctyrian soldier fastening his armor, placing a hand on his son’s shoulder, and looking him in the eyes as one equal looks at another—not as a child.

—Survive, he said. —That’s all that matters.

It was the last time Kryon saw him alive.

CHROMAROK did not send ordinary armies.

Its warriors were giants—true masses of muscle and living armor. Some had yellow skin, thick as molten stone; others were deep purple, with glowing veins pulsing as if their blood itself were burning. Each step they took shook the ground. Each strike could split a body in two. They did not need speed—they were pure force, built to crush.

But Noctyra did not retreat.

Noctyrian warriors marched into battle as they had been trained since childhood: in tight formations, spears forward, shields locked together like a single wall. They did not shout. They did not hesitate. Where CHROMAROK relied on size and terror, Noctyra answered with discipline, precision, and unbreakable will.

The war was brutal.

Battlefields covered in ash. Blood mixed with mineral dust. Mountains echoing with the clash of weapons. The giants of CHROMAROK ripped soldiers from the ground and hurled them like dolls—but they fell one by one when spears found weak points, when shields absorbed their charges, when ten warriors moved as if they shared a single mind.

Kryon watched it all on the screen at home.

Then the phone rang.

And the news arrived.

His father had fallen.

There was no body. No funeral. Only a name added to the list of those who would not return. In that instant, something inside Kryon shattered... and something new was born.

It was not grief that consumed him.

It was hatred.

A cold, dense, silent hatred. Hatred for Xyrothak, for CHROMAROK, for every giant that had set foot on Noctyrian soil. He clenched his fists until blood returned to his fingers and, unheard by anyone, made a vow he would never forget.
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