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​Foreword

​I never expected to write this short book.  This entire project was a solo effort, save for the invaluable editing done by my beautiful and incredibly patient girlfriend, Michelle. 

​It all started in mid-September of 2024. I was asleep when the vivid images of these characters first flooded my dreams. I woke up energized and immediately rushed to my computer to begin typing. That very first draft was rough—barely readable, honestly. But by the second pass, new perspectives and characters started to take shape. By the fifth iteration, I finally locked down a working title, a solid cast, and a definitive ending... sort of. 

​What you are holding now is the tenth draft. Complete with a revised name—an inside joke, truth be told—and polished formatting, I finally feel ready to dive into the sequel. I hope you enjoy this fast-paced ride and connect with the characters. It took an immense amount of energy for this old man to rewrite the same story ten times in a row, but it was worth it. 

​This book is dedicated to my girlfriend Michelle McFadden; to all the skeptics who said I’d never amount to anything; and to the geeks of the world who rely on pure imagination and creativity to navigate this life. I love every single one of you! 

​

Chapter 1: Shadows of Muth

​The three moons of Muth hung low in the sky, bleeding an eerie, pink-hued glow over the sprawling alien metropolis. Across the horizon, towering skyscrapers stood like silent sentinels, their massive glass facades catching and reflecting the ghostly neon light. The evening air thrummed with the low, constant hum of advanced technology—a stark reminder of the planet's unmatched technological supremacy. 

​At the heart of Upper Muth, the Imperial Castle stood as a brutalist monument to absolute power and authority. Constructed from blood-red brick and mortar, its imposing turrets and exterior walls were etched with the jagged likeness of red Wyrms. On a balcony sculpted from dark moka wood, King Slinko stood in quiet contemplation. His long, coal-black hair and beard caught the wind, framing pale, white pearlescent eyes that allowed him to pierce the darkness. Draped in a heavy, plush crimson robe and crowned in a titanium-and-steel circlet encrusted with raw black opals, the King weighed the fragile peace holding his world together. 

​Directly below his perch lay the thriving city of Parl. Its sprawling orbital shipyard was currently a frenzied hive of activity, packed with engineers and mechanics scrambling to prepare for an inevitable, looming conflict. 

​The Dregogians were coming. 

​The living god, Azmodian, had foretold this invasion in his prophecies. Yet, because the Oracle had offered no specifics, the Muthians were left completely blind, forced to prepare for the worst horrors their minds could conjure. 

​Within Parl, order was strictly maintained by the Duke and his specialized, police-like militia known as the Heralds of Azmodian. They were the only line of defense against the city's notorious street gangs—most notably the Top Hats, a syndicalist faction defined by their tall black silk hats, matching blazers, and an eerie, exclusive reliance on sign language. Lately, the militia had their hands full enforcing curfews on ordinary citizens, whose rising panic over the impending war threatened to tear the social fabric apart. 

​The Duke of Parl was a smooth, cunning bureaucrat who took immense pleasure in always being the smartest man in the room. He favored tailored blue suits interwoven with luminous, light-blue pinstripes, anchored by a sharp black tie. His residence, Castle Rom, was an ostentatious estate lined with pink wallpaper and fortified by a massive, reinforced metal gate. Strategically built adjacent to the shipyard, it allowed the Duke immediate access to his private fleet of luxury spacecraft. 

​Parl was also home to Azmodian himself. The living god possessed the striking traits of his lineage: milky-white skin, long coal-black braids, and pearlescent, pupil-less eyes. A single flawless white pearl, encased in intricate gold plating, was permanently embedded into the center of his forehead. He wore a flowing, shimmering pink cloak that offered a soft contrast to his stark, intimidating features. Azmodian resided in his Enclave, a towering, three-story titanium structure built with sharp, non-traditional angles and bathed internally in a harsh, neon-green glow. The Enclave served as both his house of worship and the central barracks for the Heralds. To the Muthian people, Azmodian’s presence was a dual force, evoking deep reverence and absolute terror in equal measure. 

​As the three moons reached their absolute peak, a heavy, suffocating dread settled over the planet. The delicate balance of galactic power was about to shatter. Down in the neon-drenched shadows of the skyscrapers, a young warrior named Drex Loreskan checked his gear, preparing for the battle that would decide the survival of Muth. 
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