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Prologue
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The Royal Wedding of King Kyle and Crystal

The starlit canopy above Mist Palace shimmered like a living tapestry. Soft emerald moonlight filtered through the hidden garden, lighting the archway where no visitors stood. This was a private moment. A sacred moment. A moment free from politics and ceremony.

Tonight belonged to them alone.

King Kyle of Mist stood with quiet strength. His ceremonial Starforce armor, shaped for the occasion, caught the gentle light and glowed with the faint blue pulse of his shockwave core. Crystal faced him with calm radiance, her gown woven from crystal dust that glimmered as though she carried her own constellation.

Their hands met beneath the archway.

The garden fountains whispered. Fireflies drifted in soft spirals. Yet for a brief heartbeat, the air shifted. A subtle tension moved beneath the breeze. Not threatening. Not alarming. Just... different. As if the universe itself paused to listen.

Crystal glanced upward slightly, sensing more than seeing. “The air feels strange.”

Kyle gave a small smile. “Even the wind knows it is an important night.”

But Crystal’s instincts lingered on the faint tremor. She had felt it only once before, long ago, during a mission when a distant world cried out for help. Every Starforce warrior learned to trust those subtle instincts. The mind might not recognize them, but the heart always did.

She let the feeling fade, unaware that light-years away, a forest world was stirring.

The officiant stepped forward. “King Kyle of Mist. Crystal of the House of Star. Tonight, you join your futures in unity and purpose. Your bond strengthens more than kingdoms. It strengthens the light that protects our galaxy.”

Crystal’s fingers tightened around Kyle’s. “We walked through storms to reach this moment.”

“And I would walk through countless more,” Kyle said, voice soft. “Fate has not always been kind to me, but it gave me you.”

A cool breeze moved through the flowers. A brief whisper of unease brushed the edge of Kyle’s senses. Something deep in his Starforce instincts reacted, as though distant echoes trembled somewhere far beyond their reach.

He dismissed it gently. The universe was vast. Storms always moved between the stars.

“Rings, please,” the officiant said.

Crystal lifted the Mistsilver band forged from a shockwave crystal shard linked to Kyle’s core. Its pulse brightened when he touched it. He slid the ring onto her finger with reverence.

“With this,” Kyle said, “I give you my strength, my loyalty, my heart. Wherever destiny leads us.”

Crystal placed the Solera diamond ring on his hand. “And I give you my courage, my devotion, and my future. Wherever we travel, Kyle, you are my home.”

Their joined hands glowed softly. The two energies resonated, forming a gentle halo of light.

“By the rites of Mist and the bond of Solera,” the officiant said, “I declare you husband and wife.”

Silence followed. Full. Sacred.

Kyle touched his forehead to hers. A pulse of shockwave energy flared in celebration, stirring the fireflies into golden spirals.

Crystal laughed. “Your energy celebrates more boldly than you do.”

“It reacts to joy,” Kyle said. “And mine is overwhelming tonight.”

They embraced beneath the archway. The garden held its breath in quiet reverence.

But deep in Kyle’s chest, a faint stirring remained. Not a warning. Not even fear. More like a gentle pull from somewhere distant and unseen.

Far from Mist, beyond maps and beyond known star lanes, a forest world shivered. As a wounded commander crawled through fog, a message began its long, broken journey across space.

And though this night belonged to love, the universe was already shifting.

The peace of Silouss was breaking.
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CHAPTER ONE
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The Last Transmission

The forest of Silouss was quiet in a way few worlds could understand. Towering trees stretched high above the canopy, their branches interwoven like ancient architecture. Moss coated every trunk in thick, green layers. Fog drifted low across the ground, soft and cool, whispering between roots as though the forest itself breathed in slow rhythm.

Long ago, its native inhabitants filled these groves with gentle movement and warm voices. The Silou, elemental beings formed of bark, stone, crystal, and living foliage, tended to the forests with care. They were guardians of growth, scholars of nature, artists made of bark and light, fog follows the Silou as they move through the forest. For ages, Silouss knew nothing but harmony.

Until Apollo arrived.

His invasion shattered the peace. Forests fell beneath his fury. Groves burned. The Silou, who had never needed an army, were nearly destroyed. In desperation, a single Silou scientist, a towering figure of blue crystal bark and gentle eyes, did what no Silou had ever done.

He created a weapon.

Using reflection energy and pieces of his own crystalline cells, he crafted the Mirror Egg, a living construct designed to counter any power Apollo wielded. When Apollo saw the Egg mimic his own destructive abilities, he felt fear for the first time. He fled Silouss and never returned.

Peace returned to the forest.

For a time.

Now, that peace was breaking again.

Commander Reycon Ghost stumbled through the trees; one hand pressed against his ribs. Dirt streaked the side of his face, and blood matted the edge of his uniform. He reached Officer Ratcliff, who lay motionless on a bed of crushed ferns. Ratcliff’s chest rose only slightly, but it rose. Reycon placed a hand on his arm.

“Stay with me,” he whispered.

A heavy footstep sounded behind him.

Reycon turned painfully.

Tyrak stepped into the clearing with the presence of a seasoned executioner. His heavy armor blended with the forest shadows, the ridged plates shaped for intimidation and endurance. His posture radiated purpose. Behind him walked two officers of Apollo’s army, silent and cold, their armor patterned with the same harsh design.

In Tyrak’s grasp held a chain that he wrapped around the neck of Officer Exokos, dragged across the forest floor by one arm. Exokos struggled weakly, boots scraping through moss and soil, but his strength was nearly gone.

Tyrak never looked down at him.

There was no need.

Reycon tried to stand but fell against the rough bark of a massive tree. Pain flared through his ribs. He could do nothing but watch Tyrak pull Exokos toward the deeper woods.

He reached for his communicator.

The cracked device flickered, then dimly lit.

“This is Commander Reycon Ghost,” he said, forcing his voice steady. “If any Starforce unit receives this... we are alive... injured though.”

He swallowed hard.

“Ratcliff is down. Exokos has been taken. Tyrak’s hunters ambushed us in the northern forest. We never saw them coming.”

The communicator buzzed, threatening to die. Reycon shielded it with his arm and continued.

“We crash landed on the original planet of the Mirror Egg, my ship was drifting for some time, it was heavily damaged by the asteroid storm, nothing worked the way it should in an asteroid storm.”

The air changed.

Reycon froze, feeling the forest shift around him.

The fog tightened between the trunks, curling inward as if pulled by invisible hands. A humming vibration traveled up through the soil, making Reycon feel as though the ground beneath him was thinking, remembering, awakening.

He knew the stories.

The Silou had retreated into the deepest forests after Apollo fled. They remained silent guardians, watchers between the trees. The scientist who built the Egg had vanished into the glacial groves, his laboratory sealed. The Silou avoided conflict, but they sensed threats to their world with uncanny clarity.

Reycon realized who was stirring now.

“They are hunting it,” he whispered. “The Silou. The creators. They want the Mirror Egg protected before Apollo or Tyrak can claim it and destroy it.”

Another pulse reverberated. Leaves trembled. Branches creaked. The fog swirled and shimmered as if something massive moved within it, unseen.

“They folded a corridor around us,” Reycon said. “They are not letting us escape.”

The ground shifted again. The humming rose to a sharp vibration.

Behind him, Tyrak felt it too, the air pressed against his armor, the fog stirred around his legs, the forest natives were watching him.

Tyrak kept walking.

His mind was focused, controlled, and predatory.

Reycon Ghost had been stronger than expected. His team had fought hard. But it changed nothing. Tyrak had Exokos, he knew the trail to the Mirror Egg. And above all, he had his purpose.

The Egg cannot be allowed to live.

It threatens Apollo. It threatens the army. It threatens everything we built.

The forest darkened ahead of him, fog thickening like a wall. Tyrak felt the Silou presence watching him from beyond the trees.

Let them watch, he thought. They will not stop me.

He dragged Exokos forward.

Behind him, Reycon drew one final breath and lifted the communicator.

“They found us!” Reycon said... The blast tore into the clearing. Reycon was thrown backward across the forest floor, sliding through leaves and roots. He caught the communicator before it hit a stone and forced the last words through the static.
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