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Come fair maidens, noble men, poor boys, and meager girls 

Gather óround and hear my word 

Dedicated to a fictional world 

Born from a sword and a holy cross 

Affixed by the bindings of dawn and night 

 

Listen to a story that all hold dear 

For love, chaos, and even fear 

Drive us towards what we must understand 

After years of wait, the symphony will finally play its handé 

Night Suite in A Minor.  
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Kouenza and the King 

Book 1 ï Episode 1 

Confetti spilled across the city of Cartheim as chants arose 

from the crowds of people that poured onto the streets. Years of war 

with the neighboring province of Tistal had finally come to an end, and 

for the first time in almost two decades, citizens of the two realms 

gathered for a feast of celebration. Security personnel pushed 

commoners from the main road as the honor guard escorted the King 

of Tistal, Ereint de Marrok, and his daughter to the ceremony. 

 A pair of enchanted grayish-blue eyes stared at the mysterious 

writing that decorated the dark stone faces of the obelisk that dwarfed 

the townôs square. The young princess continued to peer skyward as 

strange feelings plucked the strings of her heart and began a symphony 

that had not played for a generation. ñLukainy,ò her father roared after 

he snatched the ten-year-old from her trance, ñgreet your hosts 

properly.ò A smile appeared through his deep brown beard as a hand 

ventured to brush strands of blond hair from Lukyôs stunned face. 

 ñYes, Father,ò she replied, taking hold of the frills of her white 

gown and promptly giving an elegant curtsy to the present members of 

Cartheimôs nobility. ñItôs a pleasure to meet you,ò she spoke as she 

acutely scrutinized all those in attendance. With her king satisfied, the 

royal returned her gaze to the stele as the hidden conductorôs whisper 

drifted through her mind ï Lutti.  

 

 ñDamn guards,ò a peasant muttered as he stealthily darted 

down the alleyways. A tattered brown robe fluttered behind the child 

while fists eagerly punched through the wind. ñI heard that the Princess 

of Tistal would be here, and I want to see her!ò He dawdled with 
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fanciful reveries that magically merged his life of thievery and 

haplessness with that of elegance and wealth. He pictured a sleek 

silhouette sewn into the fabric of his consciousness and fought to 

unmask the elusive image behind her shadow.
[1] 

Unfortunately, a redheaded knight yanked the youth from his 

imagination as he blocked the zigzagging detour and forced the brown-

eyed orphan into a futile scramble. With ease, the soldier intercepted 

the minor and flattened his unkempt black hair with a massive palm 

strong enough to lift him from the ground. ñWing,ò the voice boomed 

as beady, maroon irides oppressed the childôs widened gaze, ñI thought 

I told you that you could not get close.ò 

 ñPiss off, Kit!ò Wing yelled before the paladin gripped his 

wrist and shoved him into one of the alley walls.  

 ñI can do a lot of things for you brat,ò he growled and stared at 

the emblem tattooed onto the boyôs right hand, ñbut I cannot possibly 

allow a branded kid access to the Tistalian convoy. The king would 

have me punished straight away; would you really want that?ò  

 Waves of relaxation accompanied an amber tint that seeped 

onto Wingôs eyes while he waited for Kit to lower his guard. ñYou 

want punishment?ò Wing grunted as the insole of his leather-wrapped 

foot ripped through the gap between Kitôs legs. He scowled as the 

knightôs grasp broke, and in an instant, he felt the firm cobblestone 

path press against the soles of his raggedy shoes. ñSorry,ò the youth 

mumbled after dashing onto the road. His heart pounded as a voice 

nipped at his mindôs ear ï Trigger ï and his legs carried him as fast as 

they could in search of the girl that he had to meet.  

 ñWhat is a peasant doing on the court?ò one of the honor guard 

shouted when Wing sprinted to the obelisk.  

On the other side of the monument, Luka stood with her hands 

tenderly rubbing the stone. Although this was her first time in 

Cartheim, a feeling lingered that she had already been there. She could 

hear murmurs in her mind as she rounded the corner, her fingers 

exploring the rough surface while emotions from a forgotten dream 

bubbled into her soul.  

ñI have to meet her; I donôt know why but I have to meet her!ò 

Wing yelled when his palm collided with the monument. 

ñStop!ò the commander called, but Wing did not listen. 

Something drove him forward and continuously told him that things 

were not right. Brown eyes met the lightest shade of blue as he 

rounded the corner, and two worlds joined as two hearts had done long 

ago. 
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ñArrow!ò was all Wing heard before a blinding light engulfed 

the square. The scratchy fabric of a hilt pressed against his palm, and 

the steel of a sword deflected the tip meant for the princess.  
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ñDaizer,ò Kit muttered as he peered from the alleyway. His 

stare locked on the blade that had appeared from the void and chosen a 

pauper as its master. ñIt canôt be that that kid is really him.ò  

ñAssassin on the rooftop!ò another guard cried while Wing 

threw his other arm around Luky.  

ñIôve found you,ò Wing whispered as an arrow dug into his 

back, his view of her shocked eyes fading to darkness. ñI have finally 

found you.ò  

 

*  *  *  

 

ñWing, Wing, Wing!ò Marrok shouted as she yanked the 

blanket from his bed. ñDamn servant boy! Get up!ò  

Wing opened his eyes and looked at her with a groggy stare. 

ñEh, Luky, what are you doing here?ò He grunted, sat up, and slowly 

rubbed his palpebrae, pausing only to look at his noble partner and her 

wardrobe of the day. In the months since they had started school, she 

tossed aside the elegant gowns that had defined her childhood and 

adopted loose blouses and short skirts of various shades of blue.  ñItôs 

not fair to wake me up like that just so you can peek at my boxers, and 

you know how I am when I donôt get enough sléwhoa!ò His cheeks 

reddened as she tackled him into the bed with a giggle.  

ñSeven years have passed, and you havenôt changed a bit. I 

donôt give a damn about what you happen to be wearing. You should 

know by now that I woke you up because I missed the fire in your 

eyes.ò 

ñL-L-Luky,ò he stuttered when she pressed into his chest, her 

lips drifting closer and closer until they softly embraced his own. Her 

sweet, flowery scent filled the air as he took a breath before her tender 

kiss retook him, and he jerked from the silky hands that pressed 

delicately into his shoulders. 

ñTurn over,ò Luka mumbled as she pulled away, her gray eyes 

narrowing in time with the knees that pressed gently into his sides. 

ñYou donôt have to do it every single day,ò he replied quietly 

during a warming embrace. 

ñAnd you donôt have to fight it every single day,ò she retorted 

with a leer. ñNow turn the fuck over or I will make you turn the fuck 

over!ò  

Wing shrugged and peered into her eyes as a grin snuck onto 

his face from the corner of his lips. ñPrincess,ò he replied while his 



9 | P a g e 

 

fingertips continued to play with her cheeks, ñyou may be royalty, but 

do you really have the strength to make me do anything?ò 

Lukainyôs sharp glare continued as she bit at one of his thumbs 

and responded, ñIf you close your eyes, then maybe I will let you find 

out.ò She slid towards the foot of the bed as Wingôs eyelids slowly 

rolled over the flickering ochre that lined his pupils. ñGood boy,ò she 

smirked before turning him over with a yank of his ankles. In an 

instant, she had pinned him on his stomach, had his wrists tightly 

bound behind his back, and had his shanks locked together. ñYou 

always forget that knights serve the royal family and that you are still a 

knight in training.ò Delicately she rubbed the back of his right hand, 

feeling the tattoos that branded him as a peasant and personal guard. 

Her soft eyes gazed at a cross-shaped scar to the right of his 

spine, and after a moment of hesitation, she kissed it. ñItôs the only 

cross to which I can pray,ò Lukainy said before her teeth brushed 

against his nape and sent shivers through Wingôs body. ñI love you.ò 

Her hand reached into her blouse as she took another bite and listened 

to the moans that began to pour from his lungs.  ñDonôt take that for 

granted,ò she whispered. 

Wing blushed as a blindfold covered his eyes and felt his heart 

pound from her touch. ñI love you too,ò he responded with a shyness in 

his voice to which Luky clung. 

ñThen tell me again,ò Lukainy commanded as her arms 

wrapped around his waist. 

ñI love you,ò he admitted while trembling from yet another 

nip. ñI love you more than anything, and Iôll always be here to protect 

you.ò 

ñI donôt think you will be doing any protecting like that,ò Kit 

interrupted as he burst through the door. His eyes targeted Wingôs 

blood-red cheeks as Marrok sighed at the captain.  

ñIôm not done with him yet,ò the princess cried. ñDonôt you 

knock?ò She spotted someone standing behind the officer: a scrawny 

silver-haired boy with a sheepish look on his face and a kind presence 

about him. ñAnd Dai!ò Luka wailed, ñI would not expect this intrusion 

from you!ò 

ñSorry, Milady,ò he replied while the aristocrat continued her 

tirade.  

ñWell hurry it up already,ò Kit ordered, pushing Dai into the 

hall and leading him down the palace corridor. ñGet changed,ò he 

mumbled to the boy, ñbecause, once those two are done, we shall begin 

todayôs training.ò 

ñIs it really okay to have them waste that much time?ò Dai 

asked when he halted in front of a small wooden door. The dry draft 
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from the small alcove caused a smile to creep across Daiôs lips, for he 

anticipated the escape from the damp pathway and the walls that 

glistened under candlelight. However, Kit remained silent through the 

boyôs budding joy, and his stern expression yielded the answer to Daiôs 

question. 

Back in the bedroom, Luky ran her fingernails up and down 

Wingôs sides, her eyes watching keenly as he shivered to her touch. 

ñWhat should I do to you now?ò she asked before pressing her nose 

into his soft, black hair to feast on the aromas of sweat and man. 

Droplets fled from his skin to the mark of royalty, and the princess did 

everything within her power to squeeze any part of Wing that she 

could. ñMaybe Iôll make you scream or wail my name until the whole 

palace hears you.ò She pressed forward and smirked at the sheepish 

smile that ensnared his coaxing lips. ñYouôd like that, wouldnôt you 

slave?ò Lukainy asked when she could feel his body quiver with 

excitement. She stood up and smacked his ass, laughing as she left her 

submissive vassal to fend for himself against the tyrants of teasing 

agony.  

ñLuky!!!ò he roared; of course, the whole castle heard him.
[2] 

 

ñDammit,ò Wing grumbled as he stomped down the hall in a 

vibrant silver and gold armor suit. The juts of metal ejected rays that 

outshined their dim candlelight sources, but the knightôs mood was 

hardly as beaming. ñLeaving me like that is absolutely absurd,ò Wing 

pouted before his steel boot pried the door to Daiôs room. He grinned 

when he saw his sword waiting, its white cloth-wrapped hilt and soul-

forged blade bathing the small space with waves of starry gray. ñKit 

told you to change back, didnôt he?ò Wing asked while taking hold of 

the sword. ñI guess that means we had better get to work and own 

those stuck up Academy jerks.ò 

ñI hope you are not talking about me,ò a person called from the 

hallway as a pair of green eyes appeared from behind the door.  

ñHey D,ò Wing replied, stepping from the room with a sigh 

before eyeing the tall, muscular and dusk-blond man. ñGoing with the 

full noble threads today?ò 

ñI need to impress the ladies, bro,ò Derrick replied as he 

showed off the attire. Despite the pageantry, the myrtle garments and 

leather-clad iron sheets cloaked a dependable man worthy of Wingôs 

trust. The other members of the social elite were arrogant, cynical, and 

pompous; they would probably do better as circus masters than as 

Knights of the Royal Order. ñSpeaking of ladies, I heard that Luka 

pulled another number on you this morning,ò D chuckled while the 
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pair walked down the hall. ñYou need to watch out for that because the 

others will bring it up and make you the laughingstock again.ò  

ñThatôs fine,ò Wing interrupted, swinging Daizer over his 

shoulder. ñYou know better than anyone that their dignity will blind 

them from defeating me. In fact, there are only four people at this 

school that I enjoy sparring.ò 

ñAnd who would those four people be?ò Derrick asked, 

clicking his own sword against one of his armored boots. 

ñKit, Luky, you,ò Wing paused as he pushed open the door to 

the courtyard, ñand Dai.ò He squinted at the band of robed aristocrats 

that occupied the center of the field and grunted at their absurd 

babbling before clinging to the brick that outlined the space. ñGo 

ahead,ò he mumbled to Derrick. ñYouôll get branded if you stay with 

me for too long.ò  

ñHurry up, Alsyne,ò one of the trainees shouted, ñor you will 

become diseased.ò 

ñGod, they are ridiculous,ò Derrick complained as he strode 

towards the lawn. ñTake it easy, McCallister. Hopefully today, we will 

get to spar.ò 

 ñAlsyne!ò a brunette wailed. Her slender arms embraced their 

target while a satisfied smile transformed her countenance. ñIôm glad 

you got away from the filth.ò Her blue irides beamed as she gazed into 

his ocean-deep eyes of green. 

ñAmora,ò Derrick replied with little emotion. The girl squealed 

to her name and tightened her grip on Alsyneôs robes. ñThere is work 

to be done,ò he continued prior to stepping from her grasp. ñNow is not 

the time or the place for affections to be displayed.ò 

ñThat is right, sister,ò another trainee blurted when his hands 

wrapped around Amoraôs shoulders. ñWe are all ï or almost all ï here 

to become honorable knights of the kingdom.ò The man pressed his 

curly blond locks into his sisterôs cheeks before pulling away. ñAlsyne 

can share his affections with you after we have our sparring matches.ò  

ñAshton,ò Derrick mumbled to the boy before his stare set on 

Wing, ñdo not underestimate the nobility that lurks among us.ò  

ñTypical,ò Kit whispered when he stepped into the courtyard. 

ñThe brats are clustered together, and the peasant is alone on the 

sidelines.ò The captain sighed while his sight drifted from the tower-

keep to the cobblestone archways that served as the boundaries of his 

schooling grounds. His ears remained open to the voice of fate, whose 

gentle melody played in the soothing breeze. ñToday,ò he shouted to 

the class upon reaching a decision, ñour first match will be between 

Derrick von Alsyne and Wing McCallister.ò 
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Wing pushed off the keep wall and gripped Daizer as a fang 

appeared from behind his lip. Derrick parted the aristocrats when he 

stepped towards Wing with an equally appeased smirk and pulled his 

broadsword from its holster. ñEh, Wing,ò Alsyne said, ñit seems that 

the stars aligned for us.ò  

Grass crunched in tympanic time with Wingôs rush forward, 

and his blade stood ready to meet the advance of the rapidly charging 

Alsyne. Upper left, Wing heard Daizer call before the cacophony of 

clashing steel pierced the air. The two paused just long enough to let 

waves of green crash against a beach of amber. He has a soul-forge 

too, Daizer commented before Wing leapt back and dug his feet into 

the supple ground.
[3]

  

ñI see,ò Wing said, pointing Daizer directly at Derrick. ñYou 

have been holding out on me, which means this fight is going to be all 

the more interesting.ò  

 From below, Daizer whispered before Derrickôs blade once 

again clashed with Wingôs razor. Dust jetted into the air with each jolt 

and swipe as sweat dripped between skin and armor. Heôs strong, the 

sword spoke after Wing grunted from another block, but you are 

wearing him down Wing. 

 ñNo Dai,ò Wing replied, feeling the heat pour from his 

muscles into the tightly fitted armor. ñDerrick is not like the others, for 

he is not blinded by society.ò Wing lurched forward and made an 

impressive swing with his blade. ñAlsyne is a worthy opponent!ò  

 Derrick smiled when his sword accented the final collision 

with Daizer. Both huffed as the piece hung in a prolonged fermata, and 

Kit, the conductor, soon after concluded the match as per time 

regulations. ñWhat were your flaws?ò he asked the pair as they 

lowered their swords.  

 ñA noble fought a peasant,ò Ashton interrupted snobbishly 

before Kit shot the student a demonic glare.  

 ñStamina,ò Derrick commented, his green eyes once again 

peering into Wingôs amber eyes. ñThere was nothing wrong with 

Wingôs form nor did he find anything wrong with mine. It was just a 

matter of exhaustion, and that is the way that most battles end when 

two opponents of equal skill meet on the field of war.ò 

 

 No matter how real the battle may have been, Lukyôs heart still 

pounded with worry after she watched the engagement. ñWhy are you 

not down there with him?ò an older woman said upon entering the 

towerôs small chamber. Her faded blond hair was tied in an elegant bun 

that gripped the back of her head, her light purple dress appeared as an 
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ocean of fabric that swelled and dipped with each step, and her soft 

chestnut irides cast a comforting tide that flooded the princessôs soul. 

 ñMother,ò Luka replied, turning around to graciously greet Her 

Majesty. ñI am sorry, but I do not join Wing unless he absolutely needs 

me.ò  

 ñHe always needs you,ò she said, walking to the window pane 

to glance at the boy of common birth that continued to climb the ranks. 

ñGo to him.ò  

 ñAs you wish,ò Luky replied with a bow before frantically 

running down the stairs to the courtyard.  

 Meanwhile, the Queen of Tistal stood with her hand pressed to 

the thin plane of glass. Her hazel eyes kept their sights locked onto 

Wing and Derrick as a voice within her continued to spin the tale of a 

distant past. ñIt seems that your brothers have returned, Harmony.ò 

 

Book 1 ï Episode 2 

Wing gripped Daizerôs sheath and hunched forward when 

Luky leapt onto his back. ñYou worried me,ò she exclaimed, her eyes 

coldly glancing at Derrick.  

 ñFeel free to take him away,ò Ashton interjected as he fidgeted 

with his flawless locks. ñItôs not like we needéò  

 Derrick stomped past Ashtonôs side, his metal-encased fist 

pounding the boyôs jaw. ñStay your tongue,ò Alsyne roared before his 

sharp leer bit into the fallen Hunter, ñor I shall remove it for you.ò 

 ñWhat are you doing, Alsyne?ò Ashton spat, blood trickling 

from his nose and mouth. ñAre you siding with a peasant over a noble? 

The court will have your rank and title for this! You had better believe 

that my father will notéò He grunted when Derrick planted a boot on 

his face and pressed it into the grass strewn mud. 

 ñYour father will not do anything,ò D retorted, ñbecause a 

noble knows when to shut his mouth. The last time I checked, 

McCallister defeated you in a fair battle, which means that the peasant 

is your better.ò He turned to Amora, who stood awestruck throughout 

the confrontation until Derrick peered into her soul with his enchanting 

eyes. ñPlease take care of your brother and try to help him understand 

his proper place in society. Nobles do not exist to make fun of 

peasants; they exist to guide and protect those less fortunate than 

ourselves.ò  

 ñAmora,ò Kit interrupted after stepping into the fray, ñtake 

your brother to the medical ward, please. I normally would punish 

anyone for participating in an unsanctioned fight, but Derrick is 

correct. Ashton, your arrogance will lead to your downfall.ò The 

knightôs soft gaze drifted to Wing and Luka, who carried on a 
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bickering match of their own in the background. ñHe may not have 

status now, but had his parents survived the Battle of Cartheiméò Kit 

paused and decided to change the subject entirely. ñYou could learn 

from him if you were not blinded by your own ambition.ò  

 ñWhat the hell do you know?ò Ashton bit as Amora led her 

shaken brother inside. ñYou cannot possibly understand the pressures 

we face.ò  

 

 ñI donôt like it when you fight alone!ò Luky roared before 

taking a bite at Wingôs ear. Her legs were wrapped tight around his 

chest, and her arms clung to his neck during the attack.  

 ñPrincess, what is wrong with you?ò Wing cried, tears forming 

in his canthi as she bit down harder. ñI am in the middle of a class; you 

canôt be doing this right now. You need to be training too!ò 

 ñI need to be training?ò she quipped, hopping off his back. 

ñThen my training partner will be you!ò Her gray eyes appeared 

ecstatic as she reached into her blouse and retrieved a long whip that 

had been tied around her waist.  

 ñOh shit,ò Wing muttered when he jumped back to a safer 

distance. ñLuky, please be a bit more rationaléò He gasped as the 

whip coiled around his neck. She has gotten better, Wing thought, his 

eyes widening with each step Marrok took to close the gap between 

them. 

 ñYou will be fighting with me, idiot,ò she whispered while her 

hands pressed against his armor. ñRemember though, I am the only one 

allowed to hurt you.ò She smiled at Wingôs blush before turning her 

head to face Kit. ñTake Wingôs sword inside and bring out the training 

weapons,ò she ordered. ñI want a physical fight. And while you are at 

it, tell Dai to come and participate. I know my baby wants an opponent 

with class.ò  

 ñAre you up for another round already?ò Derrick asked, 

stepping up to Wing with an exhausted yawn. ñI think I am going to 

head back to my room and get some rest. There is no point staying out 

here to watch the pansies fail miserably.ò 

 ñDoes it look like I have much of a choice?ò Wing replied 

quietly while Luky forced Kit inside with Daizer. ñShe can get a 

littleéò 

 Wing felt clumps of dirt pound against his shins as Luka 

appeared from a cloud of dust and gripped his ear with a growl. ñI 

heard that,ò she grumbled, darkness drenching her suddenly coarse 

voice, ñand trust me when I say that you will be paying for it later. If 

you are going to be fighting, then I am going to be fighting with you, 

partner. Get it? Got it? Good!ò 
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 Derrick laughed and turned towards the door. ñTake it easy, 

Wing,ò he mumbled as his glance shifted to Luky. ñDonôt be too rough 

on him, Milady. He exists only to protect you.ò  

 Memories crept from the pastôs exiled penumbra into 

Lukainyôs consciousness during Derrickôs departure. His noble robes 

of dark green made her boil over the flames of a distant fear that 

threatened the purpose and the manifestation of her love. Softly, her 

fingers touched the whip still wrapped around Wingôs neck, and soon 

after, she leaned forward to deliver unto him a sacred kiss. ñPromise 

me,ò she spoke into his ear, ñthat you will never fight without me.ò  

 

  Burgundy awnings hung over the stained glass windows that 

decorated Alsyneôs elegant chamber. ñWhat do you think, Lara?ò he 

said before tossing his broadsword onto a king-sized, pillow-top 

mattress. 

 Derrick gazed at the beautiful woman that had appeared from 

hidden catacombs of pounded steel. Her dark eyes seemed like voids 

that cried out to him with a sirenôs call, and her sculpted body was 

covered by addictively thin, yet carefully placed strips of leather. ñI 

think that Dai is cute,ò she responded with a lick of her lips and with a 

flick of her flowing black hair. ñI also think that Wing houses Triggerôs 

psyche.ò She rose from the bed and stepped towards Alsyne 

seductively before placing her hand on his shoulder. ñYou do what you 

need to do, Defy,ò Lara cooed while staring into his charming eyes. ñIn 

the meantime, I am going to take the opportunity to play with that 

metal hunk. I am curious to see what heôll look like in his other form.ò  

 

 Wing and Luky stood waiting when the doors opened and Dai 

emerged. Leather armor clung to his torso, and gleaming steel boots 

pressed into the ground with every step that he took. The girls in the 

courtyard swooned at his presence, his heavenly silver hair, and his 

deep purple eyes that froze weaker hearts in their places. ñWing,ò Dai 

said, ñI heard that you wanted to see me. Why wake a noble from his 

slumber?ò  

 He plays the part well, Wing thought to himself before 

pointing at his sword in disguise. ñAlsyne thinks that I need to work on 

my stamina, and who better to fight than the Academyôs endurance 

legend?ò During their first months in the Palace Academy, Wing and 

Dai had worked to create an alter ego for the soul-forge. McCallister 

presumed that if he leaked his bladeôs true identity, collectors, thieves, 

and nobles would bring unnecessary distractions to the campus. Thus, 

Dai of Cartheim came to be the noblest of nobles, the piece of Wing 
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that the upper-class unwittingly admired, and the perfect training 

partner. 

 ñYou cannot possibly defeat me when it comes to stamina, 

McCallister,ò Dai responded while his sights wandered to the excited 

students. ñBut I admire your courage and will accept your challenge. I 

take it that Princess Lukainy will be joining you, and I accept those 

odds as well.ò 

 ñNot so fast,ò Lara interrupted upon stepping from the palace, 

her light leather wares prompting the male students in attendance to 

gape. ñSo itôs you,ò she said while gripping Daiôs arm. ñI have a whip 

too. If you let me join, then Iôll show you how it works.ò  

 ñYouôreéò Dai began, but he was quickly interrupted by 

Laraôs finger pressing into his lips. 

 ñDonôt ruin the fun,ò Lara replied teasingly, her voice getting 

quiet as she pushed her body against his chest. ñI wonôt harm the girl, 

but I would like to play with that master of yours.ò She felt Dai shiver 

and giggled quietly while giving his cheek a gentle kiss. ñIf I enjoy the 

fight with him, I will repay you in the best way I know how; but if you 

spoil my opportunity, Iôll let out your little secret.ò Lara pondered the 

power of her feminine persuasion and purred at how easily she 

manipulated the situation; not only would she be able to gauge Wingôs 

abilities, but she would also get the chance to fight with Dai. 

 However, the male blade scowled and turned his cheek away 

from Wing and Luka. Her forwardness and audacity shocked him into 

an ever-deepening blush, but before he committed to anything, he had 

to make sure that she would not endanger his comrades. ñIf you donôt 

hurt them,ò he spoke under his breath, ñthen I have no objections.ò 

 ñI wonôt hurt them,ò Lara commented while dragging her hand 

up Daiôs armor, ñmuch. Just donôt get in the way of what needs to be 

done.ò  

 ñDai!ò Wing shouted. ñWhat the hell is going on over there, 

and who the heck is she?ò 

 ñIôm Lara, Lara von Alsyne,ò she replied, pushing Dai away 

before a whip appeared in her right hand. ñI see that Lukainy enjoys 

whips, so I decided to join in on the fun. I hope you donôt mind Wing, 

and donôt worry, Iôd much rather make you scream than make a lady of 

royalty.ò  

 Luky cracked her whip against the ground and glared with a 

fire in her eyes. ñWhat does that mean!?ò she roared before ripping up 

thickets of dirt with another sharp crack. ñI am not a pushoveréò 

 Lara explained, ñPlease do not misunderstand. I am not 

questioning your abilities or your weapon skills; I would just rather 



17 | P a g e 

 

make the knight howl in agony than listen to the high-pitched squeal of 

a little girl.ò  

 ñBitch,ò Marrok shouted, watching in disgust as the female 

Alsyne jumped out of the range of her first attack.  

 ñFeisty, arenôt we?ò In the blink of an eye, Lara had her whip 

wrapped around Wingôs neck, its serrated grip digging into his flesh as 

she pulled it tight. ñIôll make a deal with you, Princess. Each time that 

you attack me, I get to tear off a little piece of him.ò 

 Wing gripped the rope and relaxed the pull on his body before 

he jerked the cord to throw off Laraôs balance. Blood seeped from his 

wounds as McCallister lunged forward, and his mind tinkered with the 

circumstances of Laraôs arrival and participation. Itôs likely that she 

knows his secret, he thought, factoring in Daiôs present neutrality, 

which means that she is Dôs soul-forge. ñI wonôt fight a girl one-on-

one,ò he roared, blazing past Lara to bring his only hope into the 

confrontation.  

 ñI think not,ò she mumbled, regaining control of her whip after 

Wingôs maneuver. With a snap of the wrist, she launched the weapon 

at Luky and grinned at the resulting scream. The high-pitched cry 

drilled into Wingôs ears and gripped his heart. Its beat intensified as 

Wing dug his foot into the ground and reversed course; he would not 

allow the princess to become the victim of the battle, and before the 

second crack descended from the sky at the speed of sound, he was 

there to take the hit. ñYou are a knight after all,ò Lara giggled and 

watched amusedly as Wing became Lukaôs shield.   

 ñDonôt underestimate me!ò Lukainy yelled after flinging her 

whip around Wingôs body. She had sent her weapon on the perfect arc 

to strike Lara on the cheek, but Dai jumped forward to catch the rope 

with his hand.  

 ñYouôre overdoing it,ò Dai warned prior to charging the pair. 

His fist dug into the metal armor encasing Wingôs torso and cracked 

the fine gear before the paladin could defend with his bloodied arms. 

ñItôs over,ò Dai said, hoping to end the fight before further damage 

could be done, but Lara utilized the opening to launch an assault on the 

unguarded noble. Cracks echoed throughout the courtyard as Luky 

counterattacked with her own whip and charged the metal soul. 

 ñI told you,ò Alsyne replied when her lash broke apart the 

pieces of Wingôs ruined armor and gnawed his chest. ñEvery time you 

attack me, I will take a piece of his flesh as a souvenir.ò She licked her 

canine fang and looked at the distraught royal. ñThough, if he wants to 

give me something of greater value, then I might be inclined to 

reconsider.ò Lara smacked the whip across Wingôs cheek and watched 

him fall into slowly forming creeks of blood. ñAre you nothing without 
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your sword?ò she asked, her gaze focusing on the fallen trainee. ñWhy 

should a blade serve you if you cannot serve yourself or fulfill any 

purpose?ò  

 ñThatôs enough,ò Dai interrupted, stepping between Lara and 

Wing.  

 ñIs it?ò she replied, digging the head of her serpent into the 

ground. ñYouôve been soft with them. They donôt even know the first 

goddamn thing about real fighting. I came all this way to see it, and I 

will not let you interfere.ò Laraôs whip slithered through the air 

following a thunderous snap of the girlôs wrist, and the tip hissed 

throughout its flight towards Luky. Daiôs eyes widened as he felt a rush 

of heat engulf his back. The invisible inferno chilled him to the 

metallic bone, but before he could blink, it was gone. Instead, the heat 

stood before Luka, encased Wingôs wine-stained flesh, and soared 

from his ochre eyes to dig into Laraôs forged essence. Simultaneously, 

her snake of rope fell to pieces as a fleeting blue spark danced from 

Lukainyôs whip.  

 ñI told you,ò Marrok said, wrapping her free arm around 

Wingôs chest. His blood coated her skin when she pulled him closer, 

and she could feel his pain as he quivered silently in her grasp. ñHe 

belongs to me.ò  

 Lara smiled and turned away without making a sound. She 

stood there for a moment, trying to think of the right words to say, but 

her thoughts remained fixed to one thing. They can free Defy. ñDai,ò 

she finally mumbled, ñI would like to talk to you later if I could.ò 

Alsyne paused before her dark eyes gazed upon Wing and Luky. ñTake 

good care of that man, Your Highness. I guess you are the only one 

that gets his goods.ò She smiled and departed, leaving the trio of 

fighters and the class in a state of confusion.  

  

 Wooden swords dropped to the grass when Kit gazed upon the 

puddles of Wingôs blood that cluttered the courtyard. ñKit!ò Luka 

wailed, tears streaking down her cheeks while she struggled to hold 

Wingôs bludgeoned body. She heard his agony with every huff of 

breath, and her heart pulsed with ever-growing anxiety that fed off the 

trickles of life that dripped from his wounds. ñTake him to my room,ò 

she commanded as Dai took hold of his master. ñI want him in my 

bed!ò Luky explained. ñAnd I donôt care what happens to it.ò She 

dashed into the castle and frantically searched for the medical supplies 

that could save his endangered life.  

 

 Derrick sat quietly by the fireplace in his stately bedroom and 

peered at the flickering green flames that danced about the hearth. 
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ñDefy,ò a voice seemed to emanate from the fire, ñwhat data have you 

collected?ò 

 ñGeneral Conrad,ò Derrick sneered in response as his fists 

clenched with rage.  

 ñDo not test me, Defy,ò Conrad replied. ñI became the master 

of the Enchantment Flame, and by that contract, you serve me. Tell me 

what you have discovered.ò 

 Alsyne passionately hated Conrad; the man who had stolen his 

powers at the climax of the Great War, threatened to destroy the 

remnants of the first family, and sought to form a global empire was no 

better than a diseased rat. Yet long ago, Defy had been corrupted by 

the evil of the conniving fifth  child and was forced to fight his brother 

in a grueling war for Cartheim. ñThere is no doubt that Trigger lies 

within the boy, but he has not yet discovered the true power of the 

Battle Flame.ò 

 ñAnd what of Tistalôs princess?ò Conrad continued as the 

blaze licked the stone mantel.  

 ñPrincess Lukainy is Luttiôs harbor, but she has not discovered 

her innate abilities either.ò  

 ñThen I shall act as soon as possible,ò the general responded. 

ñThe Hapsburg 7
th
 will cross the border of Tistal in three days. In the 

meantime, I shall give you enough power to complete one task for me. 

Place the King of Tistal under the spell of my flame and command him 

to send Wing to face my army alone. Order the girl to stay behind and 

incarcerate her if necessary. With the two of them separated, Triggerôs 

shell will die, and Lutti will be mine to wed.ò Alsyne watched a spark 

jump from the hearth to his palm and felt the Enchantment Flame burn 

within him once again. ñDonôt get used to it,ò Conrad exclaimed. ñI 

will warn you Defy; if you try to betray me, or if you fail in this task, I 

will use our connection to make you wither away.ò  

 ñI know already,ò D replied. ñQuit your whining and just let 

me do my job.ò 

 ñThis assignment is important, Defy,ò the general emphasized. 

ñIf your brother is taken out of the equation, my work can be 

completed with a lot less bloodshed. Thatôs what you want, isnôt it?ò  

 

 Luky crashed through doors of her bedroom, glanced at the 

unconscious Wing, and snapped her head to the attentive Kit and Dai. 

ñThanks you two, now get out!ò she roared and stomped to the bed, 

placing rope, a bowl of medicinal ointment, and a pile of bandages on 

the soft mattress. Her irides burned with a passionate blue fire as she 

gripped the cuffs of Wingôs pants and yanked them off. 
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 ñTake good care of him, Your Majesty,ò Kit muttered before 

dragging Dai out of the room and closing the doors. His head pressed 

against the gate of oak, and he whispered with a sorrow-filled sigh, 

ñYou are the only one that can.ò  

  The princess gazed at the stripped Wing and pulled the rope 

into her hands before tying his wrists and ankles to the bedposts. ñI 

wish I could do this under better circumstances,ò she commented as 

her hands clasped the bowl. ñThis may hurt a bit, baby,ò she continued, 

dipping a piece of cloth into the balm before stroking his scratched 

cheeks.  

 Wingôs eyes shot open, and a gasp rushed past his lips. He 

struggled against the stinging that clenched his nerves, and his pupils 

dilated from the mounting confusion. ñLu-Lu,ò he stuttered when she 

straddled his waist and finally came into view.  

 ñIôm sorry,ò she whimpered, tears swelling around her eyes. 

She pressed the cloth into the gouges that had chiseled his arms and 

listened to the painful grunts that constricted his lungs as well as the 

cacophonous teeth grinding that syncopated the sinful melody. The 

bedposts whined from the sharp plucks as Luky wrapped the ointment-

coated fabric around Wingôs marred neck. 

 ñC-canôt breathe,ò he gasped, continuing to squirm after Luky 

set the vessel and cloth aside. Eternity passed between the start and the 

end of a breath that the royal lady delivered to Wingôs battered body. 

Her rosy lips embraced his parched pair as if the universeôs existence 

depended upon a single kiss. 

 ñWeôll take a break,ò Lukainy cooed prior to bandaging the 

wounds that she had already treated. With her hands venturing to tame 

his wild hair, Luka observed the cuts covering her servant. The 

bleeding had finally stopped, although the princess remained wary of 

the situation. Until treated and bandaged, it remained possible for the 

fragile fermata that held his life to give way to an infectious tempo of 

suffering and demise. ñIôm sorry for bringing you pain,ò she sobbed, 

her hand taking hold of the felt. 

 Pain scorched Wingôs chest, cracks from the corners of the bed 

filled the air, and screams echoed throughout the chamber once Luky 

doctored the remaining gashes. She cried silently as spasms contorted 

her knight, and her hands trembled while she finished wrapping the 

final bandages around his torso. Her ears throbbed from the deafening 

wails that shattered the serenity of the escape; thus, the noble nestled 

her protector atop a sheet of lifeôs wine and murmured messages of 

love to quell the sadistic demon that tore him apart.  

 ñStay with me,ò he panted repeatedly, his body gradually 

relaxing before their duet faded to black.  
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Book 1 ï Episode 3  

 Dai stared at the ceiling of his tiny room, the straw bed beneath 

his human form providing little comfort to repress the pain. Wingôs 

shrieks scratched at his distraught conscience and made him release a 

disappointed sigh. ñI should have done more,ò he mumbled as a knock 

came from the door. He sat up when Lara entered the room and glared 

at her with his intrinsically soft, amethyst eyes. ñWhat were you 

thinking?ò he roared before she pressed her hand over his mouth. 

 ñIôm sorry,ò she whispered. ñI know I went too far, but you 

will understand soon enough. Please, keep it down, though; Defy must 

not find out about Wingôs injuries, and he cannot know that I have 

come to speak with you in private.ò 

 ñWhy should I listen to you?ò Dai snapped. ñYou nearly killed 

Wing. Did you see the blood pouring from his wounds?ò He stopped 

and blushed when she sprawled him out on the bed. 

 ñShh,ò Lara replied upon resting her chin on Daiôs shoulder. 

Strips of leather gripped into his skin as the female visitor moved into a 

straddling position. ñI know you felt his inferno at the end of the 

match. You are not the only one who knows that Triggerôs soul dwells 

within Wing, and I am sure that you have your own suspicions about 

Lukainyôs gifts too. Whatôs important is that Defy ï the one you call 

Derrick von Alsyne ï understands that Wing is merely a harbor for the 

First King of Cartheim and the Third Child of Aurora.ò 

 ñDefy was the cause of the first war,ò Dai commented. ñHe 

was the one who sent Trigger to his grave and destroyed my fatheréò 

 ñHe wasnôt the oneéò Lara responded. 

 ñNo,ò Dai interrupted, sitting up with a foreboding scowl 

plastered to his face. ñIf youôre Defyôs blade, then I have no business 

listening to the foolishness coming from your mouth.ò  

 ñYou have to listen to me,ò she whimpered, pressing her head 

into his chest before driving him down to the straw. Dai began to sit up 

once again when he caught the tears pooling in her eyes. ñDefy is not 

the bad guy,ò she cried. ñThere is another behind the scenes who 

manipulated everyone. His name is Conrad, and it is he who wields the 

Enchantment Flame as well as Derrickôs life.ò She paused to wipe the 

puddles of salt water that gripped the bridge of her nose. ñWing is the 

only one who can save him.ò  

 Dai gulped and stared at the ceiling for a few seconds while 

her words scavenged through his mindôs abundant pastures. Her story 

is believable, he thought, critically analyzing the tale and picking apart 

the consequences of their meeting. ñI do remember my father 

mentioning something about an additional power in the war,ò he spoke 
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quietly, ñbut youôre going to have to offer something as proof. 

Especially after your handling of the fight today, I cannot trust you 

with the life of my comrades on word alone.ò 

 ñI figured you would say something like that,ò she responded 

before kneeling above his waist. With reddened cheeks, she placed her 

hand upon the ribbon covering her breasts and plucked it off. 

 ñEh?ò Dai exclaimed, blood pumping to his head as he spun 

onto his stomach and planted his face in the stalks. ñYou canôt corrupt 

me with sex!ò he shouted while her knees rubbed against his sides. Her 

fingernails brushed against the back of Daiôs neck and sent ravaging 

shivers down his spine.  

 ñIf only I could,ò she murmured intimately. Lara giggled at 

Daiôs shyness, at the way he wriggled beneath her, and at the way his 

head pressed deeper and deeper into the bed. Heôs sweet, she 

concluded; most men would have tried something perverted by now. 

Her hands caressed his cheeks, and her nose found its way into his 

supple silver hair. ñTurn around,ò she said, taking in his cinnamon 

scent. ñI am going to give you your request.ò 

 Dai turned his head slowly, revealing a wide purple eye that 

timidly glanced upon Laraôs sparkling physique. Candlelight reflected 

off her flawless skin and triggered waves of arousal that gripped Daiôs 

brow and forced him to squint. He struggled to form comprehensible 

sentences and clenched his eyes shut when Lara gripped his shoulder 

and pushed him onto his back. A minute passed until his hand became 

blanketed in pulses of heat that wrapped his forged psyche in courage 

and lifted the dark mist that veiled his sight. Streams of crimson and 

argent trickled from a wound lodged between Laraôs breasts, and Dai 

immediately sat up to care for her. ñWhat are you doing?ò he 

exclaimed, guiding the girl gently to the reeds before glancing at his 

palm.  

 ñThis iséò Dai began, observing a smooth, pebble-sized 

object while beams of emerald flared in the gaps between his fingers.  

 ñMy heart,ò Lara interrupted as she grew increasingly tired. 

ñAs long as you hold that, I can never attack you, Dai-kun.ò Peering 

into his concerned eyes, Lara found the spark of hope that would 

finally let her rest. She yawned and brushed his cheek lightly before 

mumbling, ñI trust you. Youôre a good guy.ò
[4] 

  

 The duet had faded to a rhythmic rustle that crept through the 

air with every snap Daiôs boots made with the brick floor. His mind 

entrenched around the thoughts of Lara, who fell asleep in his locked 

abode upon delivering her proof with spirit attached. The thumping 

that infected Daizerôs essence came not from his step, nor from her 
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gift, but from the rushed beat that drove his own heart. To give up 

oneôs core, to a soul-forge, required more than trust alone; the act was 

a gesture of companionship, servitude, and love. Yet Daiôs lightning 

pace through the halls of the palace only riled the thunderous question 

that rattled his thoughts: to whom did she pledge her love? 

 Regardless of the answer, Laraôs actions told him that she was 

serious and that her story was true; thus, before he departed for 

Marrokôs chamber, he tended Laraôs injury, covered her with his noble 

robes, and shoved her gem into the pocket of his leather battle gear. 

However, the intentions bound to Daiôs frantic tempo blinded him from 

the commotion that his appearance generated. Baffled students of rank 

gazed in awe upon the elite of the elite who marched through the 

palace corridors in training equipment, and Derrick von Alsyne was 

included on the list of enticed residents.  

 ñIs something wrong with Dai, Charles?ò Derrick asked upon 

stepping beside his brown-haired classmate.  

The teen turned and glanced at Alsyne with gray eyes while his 

arms crossed beneath finely woven robes of black. ñYou never told me 

that one of your relatives attended the school,ò he replied in a coarse 

tone. ñI am guessing that Dai is on his way to check on Lukainy and 

Wing; Lara really had fun torturing the two.ò  

 ñCousin,ò D spoke with a hushed whisper. ñWhat happened?ò  

 ñLara teamed up with Dai and whipped Wing to a bloody 

mess. I had my doubts about that peasant punk, but, after the way he 

defended the princess, I am starting to think that maybe we have been a 

little too hard on him.ò 

Check it out, Conrad hissed telepathically, drowning out the 

second sentence of Charlesôs explanation. If the boy is already injured, 

then I want you to eliminate him immediately.  

 

 Touch was the first sense Wing regained as he rested in a 

realm of night. He could feel someoneôs soft warmth pour into his 

chest and remained content to float atop the sea of his inner self. Blue 

flames, however, broke the darkness of solitude and coaxed the drifter 

back to the dominion of the living. The tongues of vibrant turquoise 

took hold of his limbs and cradled his head over the midnight ocean 

that lurked below his suspended body. ñShe needs you,ò said a woman 

whose voice echoed throughout his amber-laced abyss. 

 ñLuky!ò Wing screamed as his eyes burst open. His arms and 

legs tugged at the ropes that bound him to the bed while his nose 

captured the girlôs alluring scent. McCallister sighed and relaxed, 

giving in to the fingertips that gently gripped his shoulders.  
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 ñYouôre awake,ò Luka mumbled, her cheek resting on the 

bandages that covered Wingôs torso. The blue shade that permeated her 

gray irides dripped onto the cloth wraps in a rain of tears that fell all 

the way to Wingôs skin. ñWhy are you stupid?ò she whined, her nails 

tightening the hold on the cadet as she gazed upon his shocked 

expression. ñYou didnôt have to do that for me, idiot,ò the princess 

sniffled before the downpour spread to Wingôs cheeks. ñI told you not 

to get hurtéò 

 ñNothing hurts except watching you cry,ò Wing replied, 

staring at the watery spheres that crushed his heart.  

 ñWhat are you talking about?ò Lukainy shouted after she 

grabbed the ends of the gauze strips that were taped to her paladinôs 

face. ñThat bitch whipped you until you passed out!ò She yanked the 

wrappings from his flesh and froze. ñWhat?ò she questioned quietly 

while her hands tore the bandages from Wingôs neck and chest. Blood 

stained the richly white sheets, brown scabs clung to the rough fabric 

that once held the teen together, but only his cross-shaped scar 

remained. 

 ñMilady,ò Dai said upon entering the room, ñI have some 

information.ò He paused and glanced at the blushing Wing, a smirk 

appearing on his face as he closed his eyes to respect his masterôs 

privacy. ñItôs true then,ò he spoke with a repressed giggle. ñYour 

Highness, you are the reincarnation of Lutti dôEspoir.ò 

 ñThe Healing Flame,ò Luky responded while looking over her 

helpless protector. His declaration appeared to desert the bourns of 

truth, but Daizer was a shy boy tied to chivalric law, and the 

miraculous recovery of McCallister provided all the proof Luka 

desired. She turned back to the soul-forge and crawled off the bed 

before an aura of seriousness surged from the depths of her soul. 

ñWhat is the news you bring, and where did you acquire it?ò 

 Dai took a deep breath and lowered his head while tufts of his 

silver hair caught a chilling draft; he knew that the situation would be 

hard to explain to Luky, and he figured that Laraôs involvement would 

only agitate her raging emotions. ñDerrickéò 

 ñYo,ò Derrick interrupted upon thrusting open the door to 

Lukainyôs room. Alsyne focused on Wing and completely missed the 

trembling shiver that rolled up the spine of the unnerved Dai. ñI heard 

that my blade beat the crap out of you, but she actually showed interest 

in a guy for once, and I just could not forbid her the opportunity to 

meet Dai. I am sorry that I did not tell you earlier, but I am sure you 

know the reasons why wielders of special blades conceal that 

information.ò 
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Why the hell do people always barge in? Wing thought as he 

nodded. ñDonôt worry about it, D,ò McCallister replied while trying to 

break free from the binds. ñAs you can tell, the only thing hurt is my 

pride.ò 

Derrick laughed and turned to the exit. ñYou look fine to me,ò 

he commented, a forced grin revealing a glimmering canine tooth. In 

reality, the laughter was Defyôs pitiful attempt to escape the harsh jabs 

of Conradôs voice that continually stabbed his mind. ñPipe down,ò 

Alsyne muttered. ñYour plot still unfolds, General. Wing got lucky this 

time; his injuries were not severe, and Luky and Daizer were both 

attending to him. You know that a rushed assassination attempt in 

those circumstances would probably backfire and pit both Cartheim 

and Tistal against the House of Hapsburg.ò  Go to the king was the 

only response Defy received. 

 

That was close, Dai thought. His anxiety feasted upon the 

damp air that poured into his artificial lungs as well as the mildew 

stench that gripped and twisted his olfactory senses. His bust filled 

with that state of medieval decay, and his lavender gaze grasped 

Marrok before the atmosphere recoiled from the exclamation, ñDerrick 

is Defy!ò 

Luky sighed and planted her fists onto a large mahogany desk 

that decorated the corner of her room. Her hands ground the fine layer 

of dust that collected on the surface of the carved wood, and her pupils 

followed the curved metal lining of the window panes that opened her 

inner world to a universe of ornate green and sky blue. ñYou got that 

information from Lara, didnôt you?ò she bit back darkly, not waiting 

for an answer. ñWhy should I believe someone who bashed the person 

I love?ò 

ñYou should believe her because she knows about your 

flames!ò Daizer retorted, his hand tightening its grip on Laraôs heart. ñI 

did not believe her either, but,ò he paused, ñshe gave me the core to her 

quintessence.ò 

ñI do not care,ò Luka roared, spinning around before she 

glimpsed at the star-like object resting in Daiôs spread palm. Notes of 

emerald light orchestrated a silent symphony that fragmented the 

princessôs rage, and the subtle plucks of Wingôs voice that followed the 

optical masterpiece dulled her sharpened tongue.  

ñLuky,ò Wing said calmly, ñif Lara gave her heart to Dai, then 

it means he can no longer be injured by her attacks.ò He paused and 

looked into the deep gray eyes that appeared to expand with every 

word he spoke. ñIt is the same as my oath to you; regardless of what 

happened earlier, Lara is probably telling the truth.ò 
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Heôs an idiot, Luky pondered, her nails digging into her palms 

under the force of an unnoticed anger. He gets hurt and shrugs it off as 

if it means absolutely nothing. The blue fire returned to her irides 

before she took a step towards the bed.  

ñHowever, Dai,ò Wing continued, his words failing to reach 

the deranged Lukainy, ñif she wanted to billow our innate powers, and 

if she had that much information about us, then I do not see why she 

had to attack us in the severe manner that she did. I understand the 

sacrifice she made to prove her point to you, but until I talk to her 

myself, I have to remain somewhat skeptical.ò 

ñWing,ò Marrokôs demonic discourse shattered the tranquility 

as she gripped the boyôs cheeks with her bloodied fingers. ñShe is a 

sadistic bitch,ò the riled noble roared, smacking Wing roughly before 

she jumped on top of him. ñNo one has the right to hurt you but me, no 

one has the right to protect you but me, and your flame exists for no 

one but me!ò Her claw-like nails dug into his nape as she yanked his 

head from the bed and bit his lower lip in a kiss that dangled in an 

eternal fermata. 

The princess shoved the stunned soldier back to the mattress. 

Her vibrant, brassy fanfare ignored the broken, delayed rumble that 

rolled from Wingôs lips, for it favored the shocked purplish flare that 

gushed from Daizerôs broadened stare. ñIf Lara wants to prove herself 

to someone,ò she growled, ñthen she can prove herself to me.ò Her 

palpebrae descended over the pair of cobalt-infected eyes before her 

hand ventured to the bedside nightstand. ñIn the meantime, you can 

store your prize in this,ò she continued, flicking a golden locket and 

chain to Dai with a snap of her wrist. ñIf you see her, send her, and I 

shall decide what to believe.ò Luka turned back to Wing and stroked 

him with an adventurous trailblazer. ñNow beat it, Dai; I want some 

time with my knight.ò 

 

Worn fingers massaged a kempt beard that had long ago turned 

white with age, and eyes willingly threw their sights upon scars of war 

that clung to the kingôs flesh like bloodthirsty leeches. Each one 

represented a chilling reminder of the augmented dissonance that once 

plagued his reign, but Ereintôs leadership had eventually guided the 

realm back to tonic. His daughter had found love from an unlikely 

source, his kingdom had basked in peace for seven years, and little had 

since disturbed the gray serenity of his brick and mortar hall. On the 

throne, he sat, glistening under the assistance of candlelight and from 

the gold crown that contained his white mane. 
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ñYour Highness!ò a guard cried from the entryway, his nasally 

diction echoing off the forbidding walls. ñDerrick von Alsyne of 

Cartheim has requested an audience with you.ò 

Thick chestnut-colored robes fluttered when the king rose from 

his seat, and specks of dust hovered above the floor while riding the 

breve wind that wafted over the stone. ñSend him,ò Ereint replied, his 

crisp sky-blue gaze meeting the entering Alsyne. ñLukainy is not 

giving you trouble again, is she?ò Pearly canine teeth appeared from 

behind the kingôs ghostly mustache as he cracked a grin.  

ñNo, King Ereint,ò Derrick replied, ñbut she is having her fun 

with Wing.ò 

ñAgain?ò Ereint sighed, smacking his forehead with his palm. 

ñThose two are just impossible to control.ò  

The weight crushing Defyôs beating heart failed to hinder the 

laughter that departed his lips. He could feel his greened irides burn 

from the heat of enchantment ï that coaxing, passionate flame that 

lured mere mortals into his spell and cursed his enslaved soul. ñThat is 

why I have come to see you,ò Alsyne replied, his voice deceptively 

slithering towards the mighty ruler.  

  The alluring timbre that latched onto Defyôs sound sent Ereint 

stumbling back onto his throne. Goosebumps rose from his skin and 

pressed into the royal fabric as if little pieces of the monarch tried to 

avoid the chills that shook his body. Memories once at the tips of his 

fingers fell into the void of the forgotten, and fragmented thoughts 

filled the darkness left by the departing sanity. Ereintôs chest heaved 

while he struggled to put words to the situation, but in his state of 

emptiness, he lost his muse. The only name that escaped the captured 

king was Defy coasting a repressed breeze.  

 

Book 1 ï Episode 4 

Hate-filled hazel eyes glared at the looming hospital ceiling 

through parted bangs of blond. The chipped white paint that clung to 

the hardwood twisted Ashtonôs heart into a knot. Was he meant to 

become just a little flake that never contributed to the entire picture? 

Were Derrickôs words true? Would he always live in Wingôs 

unbreakable shadow? ñFilthy slave,ò he sneered, glancing at his 

concerned sister before returning his attention to the emotionless 

structure. ñHe should not even be here; this is supposed to be an 

academy for knights destined to serve the royal line, and instead, we 

get the trash off the street. Why does Princess Lukainy believe that 

Wing could possibly serve her needs?ò 

ñHeôs just a pet, Ashton,ò Amora replied lazily, for her mind 

continued to dwell on Derrickôs harsh words towards her brother. 
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Maybe itôs not worth the stress, she thought, resting her hand on 

Ashtonôs forehead while her ocean eyes glanced over the bruises that 

marred his cheek and eyebrow. However, the discontinuity between 

discourse and reality only split the girlôs heart in twain when her 

thoughts of Alsyne collided with the black-tainted welts building 

beneath her brotherôs skin. ñFocus on becoming better,ò Amora finally 

spoke, her thumb gently brushing her patientôs cheek.  

ñHow are you feeling Ashton?ò Charles asked, emerging from 

the entryway while his robes lingered in his wake. ñThere are quite a 

few injuries today,ò he sighed. ñIt is becoming more and more tedious 

to make my rounds.ò  

ñHow do you think I am feeling?ò Hunter roared his response. 

ñI got punted in the face by that bastard Alsyne, and my sister is siding 

with him.ò Ashton pushed Amoraôs hand away, sat up, and sent the 

stingy white hospital sheet into a raging avalanche that poured from his 

shoulders. His eyes bit coldly into the crisp gray of Charlesôs eyes 

before he angrily grunted, ñAnd the peasant still rules the day.ò 

Along with a sharp glare, the seniorôs reply caught Ashtonôs 

tongue. ñThe peasant also protected the princess until he nearly bled to 

death, and your sister did not side with Alsyne. She merely told you to 

concentrate on yourself, which is wise advice from a lady of the 

Academy. I know we put Wing down because of his origins, but if you 

were there to witness what he did for Lukainy, you would come to the 

same conclusion that I have reached. McCallister is a knightéò  

ñI will crush him,ò Hunter spat after his body lurched forward. 

ñI am not here for his amusement! I am a second-year student of the 

Academy with noble lineage, and I will not be held down by some 

trash picked out from the gutter.ò 

ñAlsyne is right,ò Charles retorted in a deep, lumbering voice. 

ñIt does not matter from where Wing came because in his heart there is 

a noble lurking. You have to come to grips with reality, Ashton; 

McCallister is Princess Lukainyôs guardian whether you like it or not.ò  

 

ñIn three days,ò Defy spoke into the slouching Ereintôs ear, 

ñthe Hapsburg 7
th
 Army will invade the Settlement of the Southern 

Tier under the banner of Cartheim. We are going back to war, my 

liege,ò he coaxed, ñand you will once again lead Tistal against its 

sworn enemy by dispatching Wing to handle the situation alone.ò 

Derrickôs voice became drenched in a serpentine tone as Conradôs 

raspy speech materialized for the first time in seven years. ñAnd your 

little girl will finally become my bride. If you let her follow Wing, then 

I shall destroy her, your family, and your beloved kingdom. Do you 
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understand King Ereint, or has age leeched your wisdom to the point 

that you will no longer adhere to my orders?ò 

ñLord Conrad,ò Ereint replied, his eyes appearing as darkened 

voids detached from the strong conscience that remained bound within 

his frail flesh. ñUpon the first sighting of the 7
th
, I shall send Wing into 

your humble hands.ò 

ñGood, at least now Trigger is not here to take you away from 

your kind master.ò  

 

ñI am tired of you protecting me,ò Lukainy whispered into 

Wingôs ear as she pulled the bed sheets up to her shoulders. He had his 

arms wrapped around her sweaty waist, and his eyes had grown wide 

from her words. ñI want to fight with you,ò she said, ñlike we did at the 

end of the fight with Lara. I want us to be a team; I do not want to be 

on the sidelines any more, and I do not want you to act like you are my 

shield.ò Lightly, her fingers tapped his firm chest in a gentle rhythm 

that yearned to beat in time with Wingôs heart.  

ñWe will fight as one, Luky,ò her knight responded shyly, his 

irides enveloped by the twin overtones of care and concern. ñI 

promise,ò he added, an additional affirmation sealed with a tender kiss 

that pressed his fangs against Lukaôs bottom lip.  

Her hand ventured to his back with roaming fingertips that 

explored the space between his smooth skin and the damp sheet. ñStop 

talking,ò she ordered as her lips danced over Wing. Luky closed her 

eyes and shivered to the experience of his body sliding beneath her 

own. She felt the heat rise from him as if an inviting flame kindled atop 

her bed, and her mind yearned for the consummation that would come 

from being swept under her love. Creeks dripped down McCallisterôs 

legs as Marrok slid her knee to his side and gripped his waist. ñAnd 

stop being shy,ò she continued as she guided her gentle warrior to his 

throne perched upon a princess. 

 The bloodstained sheet draped over Wingôs head while his 

shocked stare pierced a wall of scruffy black hair to meet the white 

glimmer of Lukaôs enthralling grin. Her scherzando giggle drifted 

through the cadetôs eardrum like a serenade for one of Shakespeareôs 

star-crossed lovers, but the star-shaped scar drilled into his back made 

him push for a harmonious future that only the two of them could dare 

compose. The moist breath that brushed against her neck started the 

movement that descended towards her anxious curves, and snared to 

the beat was a soft grunt that perked Lukyôs ears from the firm base of 

the mattress. ñOkay.ò 

 Her slender frame was crushed beneath Wingôs dominating 

weight, and caring kisses prodded playful whimpers from their inner 
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slumbers. ñWhy do you always have to protect me?ò she spoke ï a solo 

gripping the melodyôs reins. ñWhy do I have to be the damsel in 

distress?ò Budding tears accompanied the waves of wind that rushed 

over her radiant flesh and kept her bound to Wingôs intoxicating grip. 

ñFrom now on,ò she whispered, her voice hushed by McCallisterôs 

delicacies, ñI am going to be your knight.ò  

 Luka wondered if her incessant teasing had hidden this 

passionate side of Wing or if her obstinate nature had muted his 

whetting timbre and the ever-quickening tempo that brought the bourns 

of his maw to her skin. The rough bottoms of her feet dug into smooth 

silk, and a high-pitched moan shattered the temporary silence when her 

insides blossomed to his touch. ñThen Iôll play your prince.ò 

She quivered to Wingôs subdued response and quickly 

clutched his shoulders to drive him closer to the inferno pounding 

beneath her breasts. The tears of joy that welled in her canthi finally 

fled down her cheeks in trickles that joined her sweet music in 

freedom. ñM-m-milord,ò she stuttered before Wing silenced her with a 

flavorful kiss laced with the forceful taste akin to that of melted 

chocolate.  

Wingôs eyes opened to reveal ochre eyes that struck Lukyôs 

captive quintessence; his ears caught the rhythmic wails that broke 

from her lungs each time he descended to slide his dew dripping abs 

over her royal figure. The heat drew him closer, and Wingôs thumbs 

could not resist stroking the blood red cheeks of the beautiful woman 

trapped by the loving embrace.  

Wing felt the pull of Lukyôs claws on his shoulders, but he 

ignored her bodyôs desperate attempts to escape the pleasure and pain 

that inundated her soul. Her psyche, however, gave a much different 

order. Scream, she thought. Scream so that he knows you are his, 

scream until the pain is gone, and scream until the pleasure surrounds 

you! Her fang sealed her lower lip in a last effort to contain the sexual 

howls that brewed in her bust. Yet, Wingôs kiss set them free, and as 

her raging scream brought the piece to its perfect cadence, Wing drew 

back to an awaiting fermata and whispered, ñYou protect me more than 

you know.ò
[5] 

 

 Jeanine, Harmonyôs voice bit into the queenôs mind as she sat 

idly in her chamber of violet, Conrad has made his move against 

Ereint. ñWe cannot have your presence revealed, Milady,ò the queen 

replied, glancing through the window pane at storm clouds clashing 

with a sky of blue. Summon Kit and give him the parcel for Wing. The 

time of their great trial is at hand, and we must not interfere until the 
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battle is over. However, we can discuss the renewed threat with King 

Adrian in Cartheim and hopefully avoid another war. 

 ñWill Adrian listen to you?ò Jeanine asked in a secretive 

timbre after her eyes narrowed from a burst of lightning that cast its 

web across the heavens. 

 My brother gave him the throne, Harmony replied, so he better 

listen to me. She paused and allowed the fragments of her memory to 

seep into Jeanineôs consciousness. A young boyôs phrases rang 

throughout the cavern that comprised the queenôs thoughts; a little red-

haired, beaming-eyed child stood in the bombarded wasteland betwixt 

Tistal and Cartheim, stared into the amber eyes of his idol, and waited 

for Triggerôs holy guidance. He was always fond of that boy, Harmony 

commented. The two would spend hours upon hours training together; 

the real gift was the title of prince to Kit and not the title of king to 

Adrian -- although there was a special bond there too.  

 ñQueen Jeanine,ò Kit interrupted while his hand tapped the 

heavy wood door. ñI have come as you requested.ò  

 Jeanine walked to her chestnut drawer and retrieved a large 

parcel from its zenith. ñCome in Kit,ò she responded, turning to face 

the entryway as the officer appeared. ñI would like you to give this 

package to Lukainy and have her present it to Wing.ò Kit froze and 

peered into her lenses; her request was simple enough, but the 

experienced knight could tell that something unseen was not right. The 

familiarity of her tone additionally embraced the recollections of his 

youth, but the exact setting eluded the captainôs grasp. ñTake care of 

Trigger,ò the queen spoke with piercing words that shot straight to his 

heart. ñI am going to speak with your father, and whatever you do, do 

not approach Ereint alone.ò 

 ñH-Haéò he stuttered and stopped when the queen pressed her 

sacred hand against his trembling lips.  

 ñThis is merely a diplomatic mission, Prince Christopher; my 

presence will strictly be regarded as the visiting Queen Jeanine of 

Tistal.ò  

 She called me prince, Kit thought, shuddering from the word 

while his hand shook. ñI understand, Milady,ò he replied, linking the 

pieces of the puzzle. Ever since the day he witnessed Wing pull Daizer 

into the world, he knew that the boy housed Triggerôs soul. An hour 

ago, Dai told him Laraôs story about the return of Defy, and now, the 

elder sister of the twin kings stood before him behind the veil of 

Tistalôs royal family.  

 

 The squeal of enamel grinding against enamel saturated 

Ashtonôs ears. He was still boiling mad, and his mind tinkered with the 
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seeds of revenge when he halted in front of Wingôs bedroom door. 

Deep shades of purple and black surrounded his left eye and covered 

his cheek, but the sight of such wounds paled in comparison to the pain 

gripping the boyôs nerves. He knew that he could not do anything too 

serious or the princess would have a field day with him, but he had to 

strike back at Wingôs honor as well as Derrickôs pride; he had to 

redeem himself. ñI will beat McCallister,ò he growled. Anxious and 

angered scribbles infected the parchment through which the silver tip 

of a dagger struck. Splints of wood fell to the floor, and the paper 

caught the breeze drifting from Ashtonôs bulging arm before it rested 

lightly against the worn maple slab.  

 ñI am still keeping my eye on you, Hunter,ò Charles spoke. His 

words added a gentler two-part harmony to the air that dampened 

Ashtonôs maniacal solo, and his hands pulled back locks of deep-

brown hair to reveal his soothing stare. ñAfter today, we cannot look at 

Wing in the manner we have in the past. He was beaten to near death 

in a sparring match and took more hits for Lukainy than any 

commissioned knight has in a lifetime. That Lara von Alsyne is 

amazing; my imagination cannot fathom the pain her strokes brought 

to him, but Wing still pulled off a victory.ò 

 ñIt is like you said, Charles; I was not there!ò Specs of white 

foam sparkled under the glare of candlelight tongues that reached from 

stone-tied posts. ñI do not give a damn about what he did in front of 

you! In front of me, he is a poor boy that needs to be put back in his 

place; in front of me, he is a fraud and a cheat that has yet to prove 

anything except that he is a victor by fluke! He does not win because 

of his skill; he wins because he carries around a Marrok.ò  

 ñYou are out oféò  

 ñSave it for someone who cares, Chuck.ò Wingôs presence 

illuminated the darkened corridor, and the taps of his leather boots 

against the damp rock accompanied the crescents of amber that rose 

over his irides. ñYouôre acting like a dog, Ashton. Look at yourself! 

Youôre slobbering throughout the hallway like a madman with 

abandon. Do you still not trust me, or are you acting like a baby 

because you canôt stand that Luky chose me over you?ò Wing glanced 

at the note stapled to his door and smirked. ñIôll accept your challenge, 

Ashton, and then Iôll take pride in beating into your skull that the 

history I have with Luky transcends your petty bullshit.ò 

 ñWing, as the senior classman, I cannot condoneéò 

 ñI know Charles,ò Wing interrupted again and stepped up to 

Ashton. ñYou donôt think I have skill, Hunter? Maybe you missed the 

memo that said skill doesnôt come attached with over-inflated and 

pompous chivalric values; it comes from the love you have for your 
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comrades and countrymen. Do you even believe or follow the shit you 

preach? Do you really go out of your way to protect those who arenôt 

loaded like your family, or do you shaft them all like you shaft me?ò 

 ñShut your damn mouth!ò Ashton retorted before he pushed 

Wing back. ñGet the fuck outside and show me your supposed 

brilliance!ò  

 Wing cracked his knuckles and examined Ashtonôs burning 

panes. ñWell, thatôs not very noble of you, is it?ò he countered. ñIf 

youôre willing to come out from behind your hereditary cloak and your 

knifeôs shroud, then Iôll show you that Iôm not just an undeserving poor 

boy.ò   

 Lightning lit up the darkened sky, and thunder rumbled as the 

trio emerged into the courtyard. Charles took his position under the 

archways, deciding to stay sheltered from the rain that drenched the 

faces of Ashton and Wing. The soggy mess of grass and mud coiled 

around their boots with every step, and competitionôs spark flashed 

betwixt every harsh gaze. ñAre you ready?ò Ashton snarled and dug 

his toe into the slop as a raindrop gripped one of his bangs. 

Charlesôs eyebrows sank when he peered over the field. They 

really are going to go through with it then, he thought, a sigh passing 

through his lips. Kit could punish them severely for this, but I guess it 

cannot be helped. 

 ñDid you even need to ask?ò Wing replied. Stoked by his 

undying passion for Luky, and untouched by the rain that raked his 

skin, the fire in his eyes refused to be extinguished. Once more, 

thunderôs pride captivated the heavens with its tiger roar while Wing 

dug the ball of his foot into the mire and pushed forward. Droplets 

froze like winter crystals suspended on timeôs razor wire in the infinite, 

adagio expanse that bound the hearts of two competitors. However, 

faced with the wills of leather, hide, and knuckle, that boundless 

domain shattered into shards of glass fearful of each determined step 

and every flung fist. 

 

Book 1 ï Episode 5 

Power chords of lightning, cymbal crashes of thunder, and 

lyrics forced into existence by pounding fists painted the grim 

courtyard picture. Provoked by rattling anger, clumps of soggy sludge 

flew from the heels of the cadetsô boots and rolled across the snare 

formed by the thin film of water that covered the ground. Through one 

eye, Wing looked at his opponent, for the other was covered in a veil 

of blood that poured from his cut brow. However, the burning ochre 

that coated the visible iris spoke one sentence loud and clear; donôt 

tread on me.
[6] 
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Ashton charged and fired a punch with his right hand that 

Wing easily blocked. While the knight had landed a few hard blows 

with his crimson-coated knuckles, his eyes had become tainted with a 

reply to Wingôs brewing flames. Settle the score, he thought, rolling 

his knee into Wingôs gut as a fist cracked his jaw.  

Waves of mud splattered against exposed teeth when both fell 

to the ground and panted for air. Lines of red mixed with dirty brown, 

and amber caught hazel in a fierce gaze that pulled the men back to 

their feet. With his hand gripping his chest, Wing spoke, ñNot bad.ò  

ñNot bad yourself,ò Ashton replied, hurling a glob of maroon 

spit from the confines of his mouth. The music paused, silenced by an 

ascending transposition that sharpened the words en route to the 

coming but. ñBut you are still an unwanted peasant.ò 

In the meantime, Wing found his base and pushed his foot 

through inches of a tainted triad composed of fallen grass, reddish 

gobs, and black mush. His cheeks were scarred with a crisscross of 

crusted scratches that whiskered his face in a tiger-like mesh. The roar 

of kin rumbled in the sky above, the tongues of lightning reflected off 

the corners of his eyes, and the wind of nature fueled his claw-baring 

strike against Ashtonôs battered body.  

 

Inside, Kit stood at attention upon the threshold of Lukainyôs 

chamber. He stared at the princess who had immediately torn 

Harmonyôs package to shreds and analyzed the black and ochre armor 

that clung to the divine wind of the Battle Flame. He will awaken, Kit 

pondered, unable to ignore the faded images of his childhood idol. 

ñMake sure Wing receives those,ò he spoke, only to be immediately 

hushed by Lukaôs waving hand.  

She admired the pattern sewn into the cloak of the leather 

piece: a white tiger constructed of dichromatic sheets that burst from 

the hide like embers rising from a mighty inferno. ñTruly amazing,ò 

she commented quietly before her confused gray eyes sought answers 

from the knowledge tied to Kitôs past. ñChristopher,ò she spoke with a 

sharpening tone and an emerging scowl, ñwhy is Wing receiving a 

nobleôs armor?ò  

The captain tapped his foot and sighed, for his princely duties 

and disaster seemed to always pair in a cacophonous duet that grated 

his mind. If I tell her, then she will be worried and will want the whole 

story, but if I keep it a secret and she discovers the truthé  

 

ñChristopheréò Lukaôs words soaked his thoughts in 

a drowning layer of hallucinated sound. Her eyes crushed the 

void with demonic beams of red as a noose-wielding hand 
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brushed aside the sea of darkness. ñYou never told me that ï as 

Triggerôs vessel ï Wing held the lineage to Cartheimôs crown, 

and you never told me about the danger that came attached to 

that legacy. Iôm going to kill you, Kitéò 

 

ñKit!ò the princess wailed, snapping the soldier back from the 

realm of his overactive imagination. ñAre you going to give me an 

answer, or do you not have one to give?ò 

He replied with a hefty sigh, ñThose robes belonged to 

Trigger. Unfortunately, I do not have much else to tell you, but I can 

say that Wing will need you at his side more than he ever has.ò 

ñThatôs not a very descriptive answer...ò  

 

ñHe wandered off,ò Amora growled, searching the castle halls 

for a vengeful brother. ñWing may be Lukainyôs pet, but there is no 

reason for Ashton to pick a fight with him.ò She bit her lip and huffed 

through her nose when a clear yelp rang through the corridor. ñCombat 

outside of training sessions is explicitly forbidden!ò 

 

Upstairs, Luky and Kit heard the yelp as well, and they 

immediately ran to the window. ñIdiot!ò Marrok shouted, dropping 

Triggerôs armor while her sight affixed to the boysô jabs and strikes. 

Her knuckles turned white as her fingers clenched the windowsill, and 

with a rising rage, she shoved Kit aside and stomped down the 

stairwell. Shining locks of deep brown and the scent of citrus perfume 

caught Lukaôs attention throughout her descent, and a moment later, 

two stubborn women stood face-to-face in a passageway much too 

small to contain the brewing emotion. ñAmora! What the hell is your 

brother doing with Wing? Is calling him names not enough to satisfy 

your familyôs arrogance?ò 

Amora sneered and started marching with Lukainy towards the 

courtyard doors. ñAs if,ò she pouted, digging her polished nails deeply 

into the skin of her palms. ñI admit that calling Wing names was 

wrong. Derrick and Charles are right, but you cannot blame my family 

for its strict adherence to the rules of our class.ò 

ñI chose him to be my knight!ò Lukainy yelled. ñThat alone 

should be enough to justify his presence.ò 

ñWhy?ò she retorted, cocking her head back to reveal wolfish 

fangs. ñIs it only because he saved your life when you were ten? Wing 

was a thief, Luka, and you were once my best friend! How could he 

possibly know what itôs like to be a noble?ò 

The princess scowled and snarled. ñAnd you would still be my 

friend if you gave him a chance!ò The bulky gate drew closer at a 
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quickening pace as the riff the two girls played grew more boisterous 

with every drum tap and each accented word that followed their 

strides. 

ñWell, maybe I am trying now!ò Amora cried before the pair 

planted their boots against the doors and kicked them open.  

Charles jolted from his post when the girls appeared and 

squinted at the dissonant shriek of the knightsô names that shook the 

school grounds. Ashton and Wing froze, their eyes slowly moving to 

face the cloud of mire and dust that rapidly approached. Their nerves 

quickly tingled from the painful grips on their ears, and their hearts 

beat in fear from the piercing glares that crushed their prides. ñI told 

you not to get hurt!ò Luky screamed, pulling the bloodied Wing to the 

grand stone archways. 

ñAnd I told you to get your rest and focus on getting better!ò 

Amora interjected, tugging Ashton to a spot on the grass to tend to his 

wounds. 

 

ñExpelling them is out of the question,ò Kit whispered, his 

gentle knock pulling Dai from his quarters. The captain held Wingôs 

sword to his tan hide armor along with two bags containing Triggerôs 

garments and battle supplies owned by Amora, Ashton, and Lukainy. 

ñThe four of them will just have to learn to work together on the field,ò 

he mumbled upon emerging into the pouring rain. 

Kitôs ears perked to the conversations that transpired on 

opposite sides of the yard. ñIf I didnôt love you, Iôd beat the shit out of 

you for disobeying me,ò Luky growled in Wingôs ear while a hand 

slapped his scab-covered cheek. ñYou are better than that Wing, and I 

expected better from you.ò 

ñAshton Hunter,ò Amora blared, ñI do not care how upset you 

are over Wingôs appointment. Fighting a peasant over such a petty 

squabble is a disgrace to the family, and ï so help me Aurora ï you are 

going to find a way to repent for your actions.ò  

Kitôs wine-red eyes swept the field once more after he 

coughed, stepped onto the grass, and set the bags down carefully. ñThe 

four of you have had some serious problems,ò he began, ñand you need 

to know that I have grown tired of them. You have shown tremendous 

growth, but an outburst like this one could have made it to the 

headmaster. Do not turn progress into rubbish. With that said, consider 

yourselves lucky that I am going to be the one to give the punishment. 

ñTo start, all of you will walk 25 klicks to the west to 

investigate and eliminate a group of bandits that have been terrorizing 

the town of Hemarn. The only information the palace has received is 
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that the group consists of a dozen men; accounts regarding the banditsô 

weapon and transportation preferences were inconsistent.ò 

ñAre you serious, Kit?ò Marrok replied. Her irides burned with 

anger and she beamed menacing scowls towards Wing and Ashton. 

ñYou want Amora and I punished for their transgressions?ò 

No, Kit thought, rubbing his tensed brow with his thumb and 

index finger. I just do not want Wing and Ashton to kill one another. 

ñYou two are just as much at fault,ò he lied. ñPrincess, you are the one 

saying that you do not want Wing to fight alone; thus, I have given you 

the chance to fight by his side. Regardless of whether you appreciate 

my reasoning or not, a member of the medical squad should always 

accompany a knight anyway, and I see two volunteers sitting in the 

rain with two very troublesome boys. 

ñEnough bickering,ò he continued, retrieving one of the bags 

during his first step towards Amora and Ashton. ñLady Hunter, I 

collected your potions, bandage supplies, and miscellaneous ointments. 

Ashton, your two combat daggers are in this bag as well. These 

contents are all you shall receive for this mission; take care of your 

garments because the replacements are commoner issues.ò  

Wing sighed and wiped some water from Lukyôs dampened 

cheek; the rain had finally stopped, but the sky tears that soaked the 

five caught in the storm failed to cleanse the emotional dirt that soiled 

their souls. Luka pouted and closed her eyes, refusing to make contact 

with the one she loved. Ridiculous, she thought as worry and sorrow 

wove two strings that bound her heart. 

ñPlease forgive me,ò Wing spoke in her ear before he stood to 

greet Kit. The royal did not acknowledge his request, but the bitter cold 

she felt when he pulled away left her devastated. Kit was right; she did 

not want him to fight alone any more, but her stubborn mind had 

already chosen the path that would force Wing to re-earn her graces. 

ñLukainy,ò Kit coughed, ñI have included your medical kit and 

whip in this sack. Wing, there is a new suit of armor in here for you 

that I would like you to wear now; it is a gift from the princess and her 

mother.ò His lips spread into a sly grin fueled by the memories of 

Trigger, Lutti, and the armor that drove her mad with passion. 

Hopefully, this will bring a smile to your face, Lukainy, Kit thought, 

watching as Wing departed for the doors with a wad of black leather in 

his crimson-stained hands. 

 

Wingôs cheeks turned a deep red when he placed the outfit 

atop his straw mattress. ñIs this really armor?ò he asked, running his 

fingertips over the garments that failed to resemble anything that he 

had ever worn in training. As if he were being watched, Wing shyly 
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stripped, his heart pounding heavier with every second that passed. 

Slowly, he slid the jock strap up his legs and felt the hide settle into his 

skin while an internal ember lit the fuse of his second psyche. He 

gulped, grabbed the pair of chaps, and snapped them around his legs 

and waist. The warmth within continued to build until the amber 

streaks that were ever-present in his soft brown irides burned with a 

brightness not seen by his generation. Next, came the belted boots that 

slid over his dark socks; the soles were thick and tough ï the authority 

of the ensemble ï as if they were formed to shatter the rocks over 

which they traveled. 

The vest doesnôt even protect the shoulder blades, Wing 

realized, but for some reason, he did not mind when he slid it over his 

torso. Despite the openness of the armor, the knight felt feverish heat 

seep from his flesh and noticed the sweat that dripped from every pore 

when he finally took hold of the byakko-embroidered cape. By the 

time he let the cloak fall to his back, and by the time he had the string 

around his neck tightly tied, Wing panted from the blaze that surged 

through his heart. 

His tongue brushed against the feline-like fangs that his teeth 

had become, and his eyes looked at arms that gleamed under the flicker 

of his window candle. Get going, a voice barked, and with a single 

breath, the room plunged into darkness. 

 

Outside, the feel of blistering warmth captivated Lukainyôs 

senses; her ears perked to Wingôs stride, her nose detected his slightly 

changed scent, and her fingers flexed anxiously for something to touch. 

Heôs different, she thought, waiting for him to emerge from the castle 

while an equally stubborn feminine tone wrapped itself around a 

mindôs ear. It waited in silence until the doors submitted to Wingôs 

hands, until the princess found her knight with love-struck eyes, and 

until she finally bolted towards the thrill of his embrace. My king is 

coming home, it spoke; my king is coming home.
[7] 
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Book 1 ï Episode 6 

 Kit twitched when his chestnut eyes set the shimmering Lara 

in their sights. Her characteristic straps loosened when she pressed into 

the captain, and her lips lurched forward as she sculpted a tempting 

pout. ñWhat do you mean, Kit?ò she asked, tightening her grip. Her 

voice spiraled into a soft, yet menacing growl. ñYou sent them on a 

mission at the worst possible time.ò 

 The officer slid back into the wall, attempting to gain some 

distance and answer the question clawing his brain. How does Dai deal 

with her? ñI had to punish them for their recklessness,ò he responded. 

ñAshton and Wing need to learn to get along if they want to earn their 

places in the Elite Guard, and Amora and Luky need to be present to 

keep the boys under control. I did not have much of a choice; if I did 

not punish them, then they could have been expelled.ò  

 ñI needed to speak to Marrok,ò she snarled in his ear. ñDai told 

me to come see her, and now, I wonôt have the chance until she returns. 

Conrad has made his move, which means that we all must be on our 

toes.ò She brushed his scruff with her nails and smirked at the shiver 

that worked its way down to his feet. The bladeôs fingers crawled to his 

cheek to deliver a light push before she sauntered away. ñDonôt flatter 

yourself, Kit; I only want metal as my sex toy.ò  

 

 A crescent moon peered from behind the veil of a twilight sky 

at the foursome walking down the deserted white gravel road to 

Hemarn. The air remained tainted by tension as if the free breeze that 

combed the heroesô strands of hair was a labyrinth of lead bricks 

poisoning them with every step. ñW-Wing,ò Amora stuttered, 

attempting to break the invisible wall that divided the party. ñHow are 

you feeling?ò 

  ñIôm alright,ò he replied after Daiôs secret words of advice 

nipped his psycheôs ear. His byakko cape fluttered in the wind when he 

turned his head to face Luky, and a grin stretched the corners of his 

lips. With an accompanying tap to one of the bandages taped to his 

cheek, he continued, ñThe princess is an excellent medic.ò 

 ñIdiot,ò Ashton retorted, his stride having carried him far 

ahead of the pack. ñOf course Lukainy is an excellent medic! She 

should not be wasting her time taking care of a damn slave.ò He 

stopped and spun around, pointing to the tattoo sewed onto Wingôs 

hand. ñYou wear the truth, McCallister!ò 

 ñAshton, what is wrong with you?ò Amora wailed before crisp 

sea hues met her brotherôs stunned hazel eyes. ñYou are my blood and 

my closest companion, but this squabbling with Wing is getting old. 
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You two had your fight and look at where it got us: twenty kilometers 

from the palace with no roof over our heads.ò 

 A smile blossomed and eradicated the stern countenance that 

had bound Lukaôs face; maybe Amora was trying to mend the rift that 

had grown between them over the years, but ï despite Daiôs 

consultation ï Wing remained skeptical. ñDidnôt you call me filthy just 

a day ago?ò he asked, his boots digging into the ground when he came 

to a halt. 

 Ashton took a step forward, groomed his hair, and formed a 

fist. ñDo not talk to my sister in that manner, peasant!ò he began, only 

to be hushed when the princess wrapped her arms around Wingôs 

waist. 

 ñThatôs enough,ò Luky spoke into his ear. ñYou two are on the 

same side, and Amora is only trying to improve our situation.ò  

 Wing tenderly caressed the soft skin that gripped his leather 

vest, and he glanced at the reconciler. ñIs that what you want?ò he 

asked her while his thumb stroked his partnerôs knuckle. McCallister 

smiled in response to Amoraôs reassuring nod, and he looked towards 

Ashton with a firm glare pricked by an olive-branch sparkle. 

 With a sigh breaching his lips, Hunter continued his trek down 

the road. ñIôm not your best friend now, and I will still prove that I am 

the better knight; however, a truce is fine with me if it is what they 

want.ò 

 

 He could not think what he wished or speak what his tongue 

desired, but Derrick told the banished tale with his slouching structure 

and sagging expression. His eyes, which once emitted passion and 

mystique, appeared dull through the lens of Laraôs scrutiny; and his 

rhythm, which once fervently pounded to repel the blues, seemed faint 

compared to Daiôs melody. 

 There they stood, face-to-face, in Alsyneôs sanctuary, where 

the light leaked by stars passed through tinted windowpanes to prod the 

choir from its sandman slumber. ñAre you ready for the battle to 

come?ò Derrick finally asked, but the phrases flowing from his curled 

fingers spoke a different question. 

 I can tell that this is hard on you, Lara determined as concernôs 

anxious beat threaded its strings into the cavity that once housed her 

jewel. However, she could not comfort her sweet master, for hidden 

beneath his gentle nature stood a cave of doubt that housed a wretched 

leech. With one word, the bloodsucking beast could emerge, doused in 

the dripping filth of his sins, to extinguish Defyôs flame with the snap 

of a finger. Through this crippling mine, where the stench of 

decomposing bodies, the stains of war, and the lingering fear of the 
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collapse remained at the forefront of oneôs anamneses, Lara crawled 

for Defyôs sake. ñIôll protect you as I always do.ò 

 

 Ashtonôs narrowed sight fell upon the prairie grasses that grew 

off the trodden path. ñYou mean we have to sleep here?ò he asked, 

cringing at the prospect, for he already knew the answer that Wing had 

made abhorrently clear. ñI know!ò he groaned after gazing at his rival. 

ñWe cannot risk being seen by the bandits until we have done enough 

reconnaissance.ò 

 ñItôs not that bad, Hunter,ò McCallister replied apathetically. 

He did not care about Ashtonôs ridiculous insecurities; he was 

entranced by the sirenôs glow that reflected off Lukainyôs robes and 

skin from the rays of the skyôs snow-powder arch. The flakes that fell 

to Wingôs triggered essence melted into a torrent that energized Lukaôs 

unique blue aura. 

  He stood silently and swore that he saw ocean locks drift 

across her brow. But such illusions were merely timeôs tricks targeting 

a trapped soul with subtle reminders for a love once held. ñLutti,ò 

Wing whispered as the heat rekindled beneath his armor.  

 I know heôs watching me, Marrok thought before she turned. 

Even without looking into his loving eyes, she felt the warmth that 

accompanied his ochre-laced affection, inhaled his pure scent that 

saturated the dew-soaked atmosphere, and promoted amorous 

aspirations that became her imaginationôs reality. She shifted her gaze 

and peered through delusionôs lens at the sable semblance shooting 

from Wingôs pores, and ï captivated ï Luky marched forth. 

 Her hands rose from her sides and sought to reach through 

those dreamt flames to an imprisoning hug. Everything yielded to the 

moonlight mist, the suspension through which she had to fight, but 

eventually, Luka touched his torso and succumbed to the chimeral 

visions that murmured Trigger to her ears. 

   ñHey there,ò Wing said. His lips curled into a sheepish smile 

before his thumbs ventured to cradle her cheeks. Sheôs exhausted, he 

figured, guiding her head to rest against the base of his neck. ñIt looks 

like I get to take care of you tonight.ò Shyly, Wing dropped to his 

knees, all the while supporting her with a firm grasp that kept her 

speechless. The cold air nipped at the exposed flesh between his 

jockstrap and chaps until the knight drew his princess close to press his 

lips to her ear. ñIôll be your mattress.ò 

 Lukainy jolted when cherry blossoms bloomed beneath her 

eyes, and her mind fell victim to the onslaught of embarrassment that 

overwhelmed her thoughts. She wanted to slap him but stopped as the 

palm of her hand cupped the bandages covering his face. ñYou are 
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going too fast,ò she whispered prior to sealing a kiss that forced him to 

the ground. ñWhy do you do this to me?ò she proceeded, sliding her 

arms underneath his vest. 

 Buried beneath sheets of leather, bent grasses strove skyward, 

pushing into the sparking flames of battle and health that rested atop 

their domains. Nature hushed itself, wishing to play the part of an 

enthralled audience that watched one of its more benevolent acts 

transpire upon a stage mostly constructed in war. ñItôs because I can,ò 

Wing asserted as he raked the small of her back and blanketed the duo 

with her cloak. 

 ñIdiot,ò Luka replied, putting her hands on his shoulders, ñthat 

will just make me retaliate.ò She grinned, stared into his eyes, and 

moved closer until the tip of her nose brushed against his face. His 

redolence grew stronger with every breath that became trapped 

between his leather and her cloth. As she bit his lower lip, Lukainy 

hoped that he was feeling and noticing the same thing that she did: 

their hearts were beating as one. 

 ñW-what are they doing?ò Ashton gagged while gawking at 

the lump beneath the princessôs robes. 

 ñThey are sleeping!ò Amora swiftly kicked her brother in the 

back of the knee and watched him tumble to the ground with a shocked 

yelp. ñAnd you should do the same.ò  

 

 The slow tapping of steps echoed throughout the void corridor, 

where light from neither sun nor moon peered through windows of 

stone to devour the musty odor that filled the air. Suddenly, a pair of 

snake eyes emerged from the darkness to illuminate the path under the 

order of a sinister green flame. ñI see that you have arrived, Wolfe.ò  

 ñLord Conrad,ò a woman barked, stepping forward to bathe in 

the scattering beam that leaked from his eyes. Except for the blood-

colored annuli and a canine grin that glistened in harmony with her 

kinôs greed-driven fire, her features remained covered by the veil of 

night. ñThe Hapsburg 7
th
 is reporting as ordered. Do you have any idea 

how much it took for me to get the other six members to come?ò Wolfe 

snapped. ñThis mission of yours better beéò 

 ñI want you to kill the boy,ò he interrupted. ñOne of my 

attendants prepared Cartheim armor for each of you. Go stir up trouble 

in the Southern Tier until McCallister comes to the rescue. I told Defy 

that you would wait three days before the advance, but if they become 

restless, then feel free to go as soon as you wish. And Rachael,ò he 

added, ñyou can toy with the brat all you want, but make sure that he 

dies. While Tistal and Cartheim plummet into a chaos that embraces 
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the coming of a second war, I will take the woman forever meant to be 

my bride.ò 

 

 A thin layer of sweat coated Lukyôs cheeks when she awoke. 

Her rendezvous with Wing beneath the cloak grew hot under the azure 

heavens, and every sniff she took absorbed the sweet aroma of his 

fondled form. ñWake up,ò she purred in his ear before her teeth grazed 

his neck. ñIf you take too long, then I will have to teach you a lesson.ò 

Another breath avalanched into her lungs and she slyly wrapped her 

hands around his waist. 

 After a groan escaped his throat and a wrist stroked his brow, 

Wing revealed the brown irides that Luka yearned to see. ñHey,ò he 

said groggily, trying to focus his sight in their weakly lit paradise. Yet 

his efforts were soon for naught when a giggleôs breeze pulled the 

princessôs cloak high into the air. Wing squinted ï caught off-guard by 

the blazing rays of the sun ï and froze to the wet texture of her buss 

driving into his lips. ñMmf,ò he huffed, struggling from the tightening 

grip that held both sides of his jockstrap. 

 A smear of red and orange hues painted the biological canvas 

that blindfolded Wing, a succulent shade of pink coated the pair of 

locks that held his tongue in check, and the smell of blueberries filled 

his nostrils with a forced gasp that pulled Luky to the most sacred 

ecstasy of McCallisterôs dreams. He was drowning in her affection, 

hallucinating vivid images that placed them in fields of flowers on a 

sunny day, and craving her complete touch. 

 He squirmed and tried to retain a sliver of his captured pride, 

but his master merely held her kiss until the pulsing pant against her 

cheek dwindled into a submissive wind that begged for more. At that 

moment, Luka began her retreat and hovered above his attractive 

physique with Wingôs lower lip still bound. McCallisterôs head rolled 

back and he prayed that she would not let the passion end right when 

he gave in to her assault. His ears perked, attentive to their belovedôs 

words, and quietly Wing awaited the outcome. ñGood luck on your 

mission, Cadet,ò she cooed upon completing her exit. ñBut do not fret 

for you will taste the rest when you bring honor to your princess.ò  

  

 Why has he summoned me? Kit thought upon entering Ereintôs 

throne room. The chamber was darker than usual as if the menacing 

storm clouds that had rolled through the previous day infiltrated the 

castle and clung to the rugged stone. ñYou called for me, Your 

Majesty?ò  
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 ñI heard that you know the whereabouts of McCallister and my 

daughter,ò the king began with a raspy voice. Its kindness had been 

replaced by a coarse layer of deceit that chilled Christopherôs core. 

 ñI sent the Hunters, Wing, and Lukainy on a mission as 

punishment for fighting outside of scheduled training, my liege,ò Kit 

replied while his maroon eyes busily studied the sovereign. The captain 

could not possibly mistake the aura that coated Ereintôs wandering 

soul. It made his body shudder the same way it had during the Great 

War, made his mind think of Triggerôs hate-filled growl, and left him 

with only one name. 

 ñI already know that piece of information,ò Ereint responded. 

ñI just want to know where you sent them.ò 

 I should not be telling him anything if heôs already fallen into 

Conradôs control, but I cannot risk it. ñHemarn, Sir,ò he continued. 

ñThey are taking the bandit case that we received and will probably 

return in a day or two.ò Kit noticed the emerald haze that clouded the 

rulerôs irides and stopped.  

 ñI have decided that as your special candidate,ò Ereint 

explained while shifting his mass towards the front of his chair, ñWing 

needs to display a greater level of maturity than the other students. 

Therefore, upon his arrival, I will give a special assignment for him to 

complete alone. I expect you to outfit a supply pack, at once.ò 

 ñAs you wish, King Ereint.ò He hesitated, wondering if the 

real royal was waiting somewhere beneath Conradôs shell. He bowed 

and stared at the cracks in floor as his brain computed the possible 

outcomes and consequences. I have to try, he concluded, lifting his 

head before speaking, ñIs there anything else you would like me to 

do?ò 

 The monarch sighed and paused while his hands trembled atop 

elegantly carved armrests, and his lips quivered ahead of the sentence 

that wished to escape Conradôs mind-numbing clutch. The tongues of 

fire that surrounded the kingôs pupils faded and struggling pants guided 

his wind to freedom. The soothing baritone Kit heard became crystal-

clear as though a lake clouded by sand suddenly settled into a state of 

unaltered azure purity. ñHer happiness,ò he said before his back rested 

against the throneôs cushion. ñHer happinesséò 

 

Book 1 ï Episode 7 

 The bright morning that had greeted the foursome eventually 

faded into an overcast sky with colors and shades that matched the 

stone eyes of Princess Lukainy. ñWhy are we crawling through the 

brush when we could just walk down the road?ò Ashton whispered in 

Wingôs ear. 
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 ñFor a noble, you have a pretty poor set of tactical skills,ò 

Wing replied with a sigh. ñNature is giving us free camouflage, and it 

would be foolish for us to shrug it off and walk into a potential trap. 

This area is supposedly the primary raid route of the bandits that we 

are supposed to find, butéò 

 ñWe should find them on our own terms,ò Hunter interrupted 

with a witty tone on his tongue and a smug grin on his lips that led 

McCallister to believe that perhaps his arrogant colleague possessed as 

much bite as he did bark. 

 ñAnd if we still want to do that,ò Lukainy interrupted, pressing 

the two boysô heads into the prairie grasses with smooth strokes of her 

forearms, ñthen we should remind ourselves of the definition of 

stealth.ò 

 Amora crouched behind the trio and turned her ear to the wind 

upon which the strained melody of a childôs voice played. ñThereôs 

trouble down the road,ò she murmured matter-of-factly before her stare 

captured the gaze of the princess.  

In the meantime, Wing had pressed his body to the dirt. Blades 

of grass nipped at his exposed skin, and the earth parted to welcome 

tense fingers that sought shelter from distraction. ñThere are fourteen 

pairs of unique human footsteps,ò he informed while continually 

feeling the subtle drumming that surfed the plains, ñfour horses, and a 

wagon.ò  

 

Twelve robes of white hung like ghostly sheets over concealed 

pillars of flesh and bone. No sound came from the roaming spirits of 

torture aside from the hideous scraping of steel against rock and the 

crackling pops that burst when spear-point separated the body from its 

essence. No remorse seeped through the veil that shrouded the attacker 

as it watched a small child cling to her blood-soaked father. The spear 

retreated and left behind a shattered spine and a nearly decapitated 

protector whose remains became enshrined by the relatively small 

hands of a green-eyed brunette.  

Much like her aggressors, the girl produced no noise; neither 

screams nor cries shattered the solemn seal of tears that fell to the earth 

or stained her tattered earthen-colored clothes. What could she do? 

Fingernails found palm as the pressure to act compressed her fists into 

tight balls, but her father was the provider and the guardian. There was 

no one else that could save the fruits of labor from the greedy hands of 

murderous outlaws. She watched, horrified, as the one that killed her 

dad directed the others to cut the horses free and pillage the rest.  

Un-victimized by the anger that consumed the childôs heart, 

the loyal steeds that had served the family fled. From deep within, love 
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boiled and coated the soul with a crust of hatred that hardened with 

every passing moment, and the girlôs pulse quickened when the spike 

of adrenaline finally crested atop the wave of chaos. She lunged 

towards the crimson-bathed argent tip and yearned to sever the ties that 

bound the robber to the world of the living, but all she found were the 

shades of night and the faint, fleeting scent of man. 

Wing held the kid in his arms and gazed ï while tongues of 

ochre licked his irides ï at the blood pouring from her chest. The 

banditôs spear had claimed another innocent life, yet the raw emotion 

from that girlôs soul lingered as fuel for dormant flames. Idolizing 

youths surged throughout the playground of Wingôs psyche and coaxed 

his disgust. ñKilling a child,ò he bit with a demonic fervor, ñis 

absolutely disgraceful.ò
[8] 

No time was wasted between Wingôs statement and the first 

scrape of the spear-blade against Daiôs skin. There is something odd 

about that weapon, he promptly informed the knight before using 

another contact to collect additional data. Keep your distance, Wing. I 

am pretty sure these guys are using toxins. 

ñCheap bastards,ò McCallister grunted while his resentment 

continued to grow. ñUsing poison on your weapons too. I wonôt 

forgive you for what you have done!ò Dirt and gravel parted beneath 

the sole when Wing lunged forward, and his razor ï like a ray sent 

from the sun ï cut through the fog. His shoulder plowed into the thug 

and drove the aggressor to the ground as the others launched their 

attacks. With agile turns, Wing evaded every strike and slipped 

unscathed into an internal mirage that surrendered the judgeôs gavel. 

ñSomething is wrong,ò Luky spoke to Amora and Ashton. 

Minutes earlier, the paladin had remained in a calm, methodical state 

that produced rational decisions and sound tactical calculations; in the 

sparks of this battle, however, a bipolar shift blew Wing to the tundra 

of recklessness. To the princess, it was as though she stared at a 

completely different person. 

ñWhat the hell are you doing?ò Ashton grumbled, running to 

Wingôs aid with his silver daggers twirling about his fingers. ñWhat 

happened to intelligence gathering and stealth? Or are you just turning 

into a fucking hypoéò 

Wing pointed his sword towards the dead girl and retorted, 

ñThat.ò The somber, husky tone rolled over the earth like a tiger 

waiting to pounce and immediately hushed the taken aback Hunter.  

The teen brushed his blond hair with one of his daggers and 

smirked. Regardless of Wingôs thoughts or feelings, they were in a 

fight and had to uphold the honor of the kingdom. ñThe girl does not 
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concern us. This group fits the profile given to us by Kit, which means 

that we have likely found our mission objective.ò 

McCallister dwelled upon Ashtonôs rhetoric and he loathed it. 

The scent of blood that clung to the dissipating fog accompanied the 

thousands of wartime snapshots that ventured from the anamnestic 

abyss. He could hear another voice inside him crying to vivid scenes of 

rotting corpses and could picture wailing children clinging to maggot 

infested gore that had once made a soldier; he could feel that other 

heart burn its way towards the surface, and that raw emotional fire 

pushed him past the brink of insanity and into the pack of bandits. His 

renegade fang hacked at steel and wood in the vengeful pursuit of 

retribution on behalf of those whom the outlaws had killed. 

 The thieves refused to break their silence or the bond that held 

them in battle. Quickly they moved, each a snowflake in a blizzard that 

precipitated from the desperate mist. Their spears, daggers, and swords 

pointed towards the pair of knights who quickly found themselves 

surrounded by the group of mysterious attackers. ñThe blades are 

poisoned, Ashton,ò Wing mentioned before the screech of grating steel 

pierced his eardrums. 

 Meanwhile, Luky stood on the sidelines and bit her bottom lip 

with her canine tooth. The shift in Wingôs attitude scared her; he had 

never displayed a passion to vengefully kill another person, but her 

own second soul hinted that such behavior was not uncommon in 

decades past. His wild battle cries nipped her ears as the grays of her 

eyes drifted to follow every darting movement that McCallister made. 

Like a musician deranged by the shrieks of his own instrument, Wing 

sliced through his enemies with every frantic stroke. His twisted 

combat genius smeared dark hues of red across the fabrics of white that 

covered the unforgiving ground in the perfect canvas.  

Amoraôs crisp blue eyes observed the scene thoroughly. Wing 

has taken out four; Ashton has taken out two, she thought, peering at 

the weapons. ñI need one for research,ò she informed Luky quietly and 

took a step towards the fallen bandits. 

Marrokôs eyes remained affixed to the sweat beading atop 

Wingôs skin. Her hand clenched the handle of her whip as fear sunk its 

claws into her tender heart. The wails and taunts that dripped from 

Wingôs mouth cast Amoraôs comments to deafened ears and froze 

Luka to the core. Yet the dread that accompanied Wingôs rage paled in 

comparison to the thought of her knight fighting alone; thus, with a 

defrosting scream, the princess let her whip fly.  

 Yards away, Ashton jumped and imbedded one of his daggers 

into the skull of his opponent. Shouting, the plebe drove the dead 

bandit into the dirt with his knee and retrieved his weapon as a wry 
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grin took control of his face. With every kill, he brought more glory to 

his kingdom, and with every second he lived, Ashton brought more 

honor to himself. 

 McCallisterôs fiery eyes saw past the two enemies that stood in 

his way and ignored the third caught by Lukyôs whip. His distraught 

conscience retained the hatred for the one who killed the child, 

commanded the group of dishonorable scum, and set sights upon 

Ashton Hunter. ñGet out of my way,ò he roared and charged forward.  

 Luka lowered her center of mass and stared at the looter that 

dashed towards her. The slack whip still hung around the brigandôs 

neck when calm advice guided Marrok. Evade to the right, push off the 

ground, and plant your fist into the gut. The glimmer of a spear passed 

to the left side of Lukyôs head as she ducked. Years of overprotection 

eroded beneath the torrent that forced one of Lukainyôs fists into her 

adversaryôs abdomen and compelled the other to slam its knuckles into 

the delinquentôs jaw.   

 ñNice knockout, Milady,ò Amora said after her fingers 

wrapped around the lance of Lukyôs prey.  ñYou spared me a trip.ò  

 Lightning struck twice when Daiôs blade separated two heads 

from their necks. Every step brought Wing closer to the brink, his soul 

ached from the heat of the fight, and his mind refused to shake the 

image of the little girl that died in his arms. ñToo fucking slow,ò he 

yelled, stepping behind the still-crouched Ashton to block the advance 

of the pack-leader. 

 ñYouôre dead,ò the crook spoke ï a woman whose tone had 

been saturated by lust and greed. Wing winced and peered at the blood 

seeping from his bicep.  

 Ashton stood and surveyed the cherry creek that poured from 

his rival and partner. ñWhat are you doing?ò he shouted, pulling Wing 

to his side before noticing the burning orange that consumed 

McCallisterôs irides. 

 ñThe chance of his death is zero,ò Amora interrupted. She held 

a vial of green liquid in her hand and smirked at the bandit. ñThe 

hallucinogenic addition is meaningless; snake venom derivatives can 

be counteracted by a proper mix of potions five and nine.ò  

 ñIt wonôt matter if I kill you and destroy your antidote,ò the 

woman replied and targeted the medic. 

Wing put his hand on Ashtonôs shoulder for support and 

sneered. Within his mind, a voice rambled; its bickering with reason 

was infuriating, and every word and tormenting memory that trickled 

into his consciousness fed the flames only death could alleviate. ñGet 

away,ò he ordered Hunter upon shoving Dai into the teenôs hands. The 

heroôs heart grew weak from the poison; however, his spirit grew 
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stronger. Wingôs knuckles burned as revulsion birthed fists. The 

opportunity to turn back had been ignored and McCallister lunged 

forward with all of his might. 

 The others stood beside the inferno that erupted from the 

cadetôs body and were captivated by the five runic letters that seared 

his flesh. Orange flames burst from the warriorôs fingers as he lodged 

them into the banditôs neck to dig through muscle and tissue with the 

hopes of finding her spine. They shifted through the meat while the 

woman twitched ï held bound by the tightening grip ï and locked 

around vertebrae that crumbled from the pressure.  

 Wingôs voice would not be the last the outlaw heard. While 

poisoned blood bubbled from McCallisterôs mouth, a howling stranger 

roared, ñOnly the guilty will die when I am king.ò Finally, rage 

snapped and pulled the trigger. Brown, crusted clumps of skin peeled 

from the woman as she was devoured by an amber blaze. Clots of 

boiling bodily fluids that sought escape ruptured muscles and sent 

pieces of gore hurling into the air. Fire seemed to flow like rivers down 

legs that shook uncontrollably, and globs of melted muscle dripped 

from masterless limbs. Organs uncoiled and exploded from the 

charring mass as Wing carried the roasting corpse down the road in a 

death march that ended with bones submitting embers to the wind. His 

coughing increased as he threw the remaining ashes to the sky and 

gazed upon the letters that evaporated back into the mist from whence 

they came. 

 

 
  

ñIt canôt be,ò Ashton muttered while Amora rushed to the 

fallen Wing. However, Hunter saw it with his own two eyes and those 

letters were unmistakable. ñWho is he, really?ò he whispered, still 

clenching Dai by the hilt.  

ñStop standing around, you two!ò Amora called to Ashton and 

Luky. They let a peasant into the Academy, and now we all know why, 

Trigger. She poured the antidote into Wingôs mouth and smiled as 

Marrok knelt by her side to lift the patientôs head. ñHe will be fine, 

Your Highness,ò she continued. ñConsidering his identity, I do not 

think we have much to fear.ò 

ñLosing him,ò Luka replied softly. Tears welled and her 

fingers pressed firmly into his skin. ñIs that the pain that dwells within 

us?ò she asked. ñItôs a curse that has infected us all along.ò 

ñOr a gift,ò Daiôs tone chimed in her ear after his human form 

appeared to the trio.  
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Ashton pointed at the soul-forge with a trembling, emptied 

hand and gulped. ñD-Dai?ò he stuttered.  

ñThat explains your repeated disappearances,ò Amora 

remarked. ñIt seems that you have a lot to explain to us, Lukainy. Wing 

will need his rest, and I can tell by your tears that your journey has 

been too much to bear with the few that know the truth.ò  

The princess struggled to keep her composure but replied 

calmly, ñItôs a long story.ò 

ñItôs a long way back to the palace,ò Amora prodded while she 

organized her supplies. 

In the meantime, Dai moved to hoist Wing onto his back, but 

the human-masked razor was stopped by Ashton, who brushed the 

sword aside and dropped to his knee. ñI will carry him.ò 
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Acceptanceé

[9] 
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Book 1 ï Episode 8 

The night air grew thick with the sounds of moist meat being 

devoured by yearning mouths. Seven soldiers rested atop a bridge 

crossing the river border between the Kingdom of Cartheim and the 

Kingdom of Tistal. Aside from the smacking of lips and the laughs that 

accompanied the groupôs feast, little noise and few persons stirred the 

silence that covered the Settlement of the Southern Tier. The armor-

clad warriors that bore the seal of Adrianôs domain discovered no 

resistance within the village except from the young man that now 

served as the Hapsburg 7
th
ôs main course.  

ñRemember what I said,ò Rachael spoke softly, her hushed 

tone pulsing with authority. ñI only let you kill this one because the 

boy will be mine to entertain.ò Her crimson glare targeted each 

member of the 7
th
 ï excluding one who dawdled on the outskirts of the 

cluster ï and her pallid fangs glimmered under the sickle moon.  

The laughs dwindled before five individuals looked to Wolfe. 

ñThat is fine with me,ò a flaxen woman responded. ñThis oneôs blood 

will suffice.ò She smirked and held a crystal chalice to the sky while 

darkened eyes lingered upon the paintings of life that coated the rim. 

ñSix-hundred one,ò she muttered while a trio of men grew increasingly 

irritated. 

ñWhat is wrong with the three of you?ò Rachael interrupted 

the groaning. ñErzse is satisfied with her share of this kill, but you dogs 

are pissing like babies over your lots. Need I remind you that Lord 

Conrad is counting on us? No one should take the chance of tempting 

my impatience when the stakes could not be any higher. Donôt forget 

that all of your souls are ensnared by my flame; I have no problem 

with acquiring fulfillment from my pets.ò  

A scrawny man with lust consuming every bit of his olive-

decorated eyes scoffed Wolfeôs threats as a wad of his spit hit the 

bridge timber. ñIf Peter hadnôt killed him that fast, then we could have 

all had our fun,ò he roared, glancing at the brown-haired, self-

proclaimed werewolf. He dug his long fingers into the eviscerated 

torso and showed his bloodstained claws to the heavens. ñWhat good is 

the blood if the suffering ends before satisfaction?ò 

With an icy, blue-eyed scowl, Peter Stumpp replied in a husky 

voice, ñItôs not my fault it takes you longer than five minutes! Enjoy 

the corpse, Ruhr; itôs delicious even when you donôt shoot the load.ò 

He gave a one-breath chuckle and glimpsed at Rachaelôs ruby eyes. 

ñDonôt even think that I am complaining.ò He licked his teeth and 

moaned at bits of flesh that the tip of his tongue retrieved. ñIôm with 

Erzse; this guy was sweet ï like a dessert.ò 
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A scarred hand cradled the head of the victim, and brown eyes 

gazed upon the retracted, lifeless irides that served as reticules to 

highlight the netherworld. ñHe was cute,ò Raab Fritz spoke faintly as 

his other hand parted thin black strands of hair. ñI donôt care about 

either of your arguments,ò he informed and turned his head from Peter 

to Ruhr. ñI would much rather play with Fox, but someone wonôt let 

me have the opportunity.ò 

ñIf Rachael let you have the opportunity,ò the outsider 

countered, ñthen I would kill you.ò The teen stepped towards the pack 

and scowled at Raab with piercing maroon eyes before Wolfe rose to 

her feet and took hold of the boyôs scruffy red hair. 

ñCalm down, runt,ò she ordered and pushed the snarling Fox 

aside. Despite his desire to crush Fritz, Fox Wusten could tell when his 

mistress was irritated and dangerous. He was one of the few that knew 

the truth about Rachael Wolfe; harbored beneath hide with twenty 

years of wear, lurked a witch with cruel wisdom and seductive powers 

that blossomed for generations. ñRaab, Ruhr,ò she said, her body 

floating towards the two men. 

They froze to her voice ï that sirenôs call saturated with a 

vicious sweetness that made sweat drip from every pore. ñYes?ò they 

replied as chilling shivers rolled up and down their spines.  

ñDid you finish your missions today?ò she cooed while 

continuing her slow advance. Perspiration beaded around their necks 

when they nodded, uncontrolled pants escaped their lips when Rachael 

pressed her hands against their thighs, and Fox smirked when the view 

of Wolfeôs figure made Raab and Ruhr helpless to their base pleasures. 

ñThatôs good,ò she responded in an overly feminine tone. Her fingers 

crawled upon wavering skin in a sadistic victory parade over captured 

ground. Blood began oozing from the menôs eyes for the witchôs spell 

ï a menacing curse that warped the wants and needs of the human 

imagination into a ravaging disease ï had already been cast. 

Ruhr Kurten did not move from the cold claws that severed his 

head. Instead, his pupils merely rolled back into the skull and his 

mouth hung open to emit silent wails in appreciation for the 

deliverance of his greatest pleasure: to hear the fluid gushing from the 

stump of his neck. ñI hate bitches,ò Rachael continued before glaring at 

Fritz, ñand I hate babysitting men that I no longer need.ò She grinned 

and whispered into his ear. ñJump for me and maybe I will let you play 

with Fox.ò 

The man muttered gibberish and crawled towards the edge of 

the structure. Wüstenfuchs, he thought as nails struggled into the wood, 

is a glorious promise. Images of torturing the boy blinded his mind and 

Wolfeôs sweet song drove him ever closer to the plunge. Like a 
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discarded ragdoll, he slipped away and fell to the rocks that towered 

above the water. His limbs, pendulums ticking away the seconds after 

death, dangled, and his succulent juices dribbled down the damp, 

jagged peaks to find the depths of hell. 

The quiet member of the Hapsburg 7
th
 decided to speak. For 

the most part, he let his enormous hammer-capped pike shout his 

words, but such a display from his leader prompted uttered respect. His 

yellow irides affixed to Rachaelôs freezing demeanor, and his tongue 

licked long fangs that grew well beyond his lips. ñYou always have 

your way with inadequate soldiers,ò Tepesch spoke. 

Wolfe looked at the bald, muscular monster and smiled at The 

Impalerôs approval. ñI am glad you appreciate the effort I make to take 

out the garbage.ò She paused and turned towards the east. ñI will 

detonate the bombs at dawn; Iôve always wondered what type of 

beautiful portrait smoke could draw against the rising sun.ò
[10]

 

 

Beneath the same moon, four travelers gathered around a 

resting boy and a fire that shined vibrantly against the blackened 

countryside. Silver stems caught the night breeze and playfully rode 

over the pair of lilac blossoms that refused to look at anything other 

than Wingôs still body. ñI am not sure why I was created,ò Dai 

explained, ñbut I do know that Wing summoned me on the day he met 

Lukainy. It seems that the two were destined to meet and that I was 

destined to be his sword.ò 

Dai paused and brushed his leather clothing. It had been a long 

time since he had spoken openly with people outside the knightôs circle 

of trust, and he could not help but speculate if McCallister would 

approve the discussion. ñBut that did not answer your question, 

Ashton,ò he restarted diffidently while his hands continued to fidget 

with his robes. ñThere are several reasons why Wing kept my identity a 

secret. The first is that ï given his history as a thief ï many of the 

students would have probably assumed that I was stolen. As few noble 

families agreed with the admission decision, he deduced that 

minimizing such a setback was the optimal course of action. 

ñThe second reason is that I could fill in as a training partner 

when the other students refused. Itôs too bad that you all shunned him. 

I do not think there is a single person in the palace that could fight a 

soul-forge for as long as he can.ò 

ñAnd Wing just kept coming back for more,ò Amora 

interrupted in a quiet tone. She was huddled between Luky and Ashton 

and kept half her face buried beneath the collar of her uniform as if to 

hide from the socially painful elements of Daizerôs story. 
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ñPersonally, I think he kept it a secret because I had achieved 

the standing that he deserves. Maybe, through me, Wing could get the 

popular student status that everyone wants but few ever attain.ò The 

sword chuckled and scratched the back of his head. ñI guess I should 

desire less shallow behavior from my partner, but he is a human.ò 

ñIs he?ò Ashton asked before receiving a swift smack across 

the back from his sister. ñWhat?ò he roared. ñI am not trying to 

degrade Wing! I get it, already; I did not give him a chance when I 

should have, but I wanted to protect Lukainy! Is there something 

wrong with that?ò He huffed and looked away before Lukyôs repressed 

giggles escaped.  

ñItôs okay, Amora,ò the princess replied. ñI was scared when I 

saw him like that too.ò She glanced at the sleeping Wing and blushed 

when her lips spread to form a sheepish smile. ñWe all probably have 

questions that need answers.ò 

Dai nodded and continued. ñHe is definitely human; although, 

it seems that his soul is really a chimera. From what Prince Christopher 

has told me, Wing was born on the same night the city of Cartheim 

burned to the ground. It was not only the day that Trigger reportedly 

lost his greatest weapon; it was the day that he died. It is likely that the 

forces at play that night had unfinished business and tied Triggerôs 

quintessence to the one of a newborn child. Wing is really the rightful 

King of Cartheim, and the reason why he saved Lukainy seven years 

ago is because her psyche was fused with that belonging to Triggerôs 

love.ò  

By the time Dai finished the tale, Ashton had fallen into the 

catacombs of introspection. During every instance that he and the 

others harassed Wing, on the numerous occasions when they belittled 

his past, and through the many moments in history that they dedicated 

to the growth of hatred, the target had always been the Battle Flame. 

The blade was correct; had the same story been told ahead of 

McCallisterôs heroics, Ashton would have called it a fantasy woven 

from the strongest fabric of lies. However, the characters he saw drawn 

upon Wingôs skin were scripted by the pen of truth. 

Amora and Luky had released their tears. The former did so to 

repent for her sins; she was not an innocent bystander in this quarrel, 

for she doubted Wingôs place at the castle just has much as everyone 

else. The princess, conversely, cried for a much different reason. While 

Luka knew that Lutti dwelled within her, Daiôs words cracked the 

foundation upon which an entire life had been built. Her strength ï her 

inner fortress ï could not survive atop shaky ground; thus, with a timid 

voice, she pitched her emotional mortar at the fissures and let her 
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feelings be known. ñDoes that mean that I love Wing because Lutti 

loves him?ò 

Dai blinked and crawled past the group towards the distraught 

girl. ñI cannot answer that question for you, Milady,ò he said after 

placing his hands firmly on her shoulders. ñThat is a question directed 

towards your heart, and only it can give the reply. However, I doubt 

that you and he could have made it this far together if your love was 

not really yours. He needs you to protect him and would not have it 

any other way.ò The soul-forge turned to the Hunter pair. ñAs long as I 

am giving advice, I would recommend that you do not tell this story to 

anyone else. Considering recent arrivals and eventséò He stopped and 

felt the locket that pressed against his chest. Within its cold, metal grip, 

Laraôs heart rested alongside a future that guaranteed great trials and 

danger. ñJust act as though nothing changed at all.ò  

 

 Frantic soldiers and personnel barked information as they ran 

throughout the castle corridors. Their worried wails echoed off the 

daunting stone walls and produced a droning white noise that annoyed 

Kit more than anything in his recent memory. An afternoon that he 

believed to be relaxing turned into a nightmare when reports trickled in 

that a group of Cartheim warriors had set the Southern Tier Settlement 

ablaze. 

 It makes sense that Ereint would wish to see me in these 

circumstances, he thought, but I fear that this is related to that special 

assignment. This is straight out of the Cartheim War playbook. Why do 

you want Wing to go, and what makes you think that he will leave 

without asking questions? Kit threw open the doors to Ereintôs 

chamber and was immediately filled with disgust. Standing next to the 

throne was the short, stout, gray-haired weasel of a man that had 

scratched his way into the headmaster position. He was a nuisance that 

had opposed Wingôs appointment since day number one. ñKing Ereint, 

Headmaster Argoéò 

 ñThis is a very serious situation, Prince Christopher,ò Ereint 

began after rising from the throne. ñIf these reports are true, then it will 

be hard for me to consider it anything other than an act of war. For 

seven years, we have existed side-by-side in peace, but to think or hope 

that my people will not react is foolish.ò 

 ñThe defenders of Cartheim would never break their oath to 

our peace,ò Kit replied, standing firmly against words that clearly 

could not belong to his friend. ñThese reports also state that both sides 

of the village were burned. Why would my countrymen burn their own 

town when it would only deliver them to the wrath of my father?ò 
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 Headmaster Argo stepped forward and gazed at Kit harshly. 

His brown eyes appeared to leak arrogance, and his luxuriant lavender 

robes floated in an aura of unearned clout. ñKing Ereint knows these 

things,ò he rejoined, ñand that is why he has ordered the runners to 

preserve secrecy until we gather more facts.ò 

 ñYou are to inform Wing that he is to head south to collect 

intelligence and to eradicate those involved with this attack. Since 

soldiers are stationed along the way, I see no need to send additional 

men. From discussions with Argo, it is my decree that to repay the 

debts stemming from his assault of another student, McCallister must 

complete this mission.ò 

ñYou cannot be serious,ò Kit interjected. ñThis is not a mission 

for a trainee; this is a mission for an experienced veteran. With all due 

respect, King Ereint, you cannot expect me to give an orderéò 

 ñYou will give the order,ò Argo interrupted. ñThe Kingdom of 

Tistal has been ridiculed ever since that thug gained admission. 

Thankfully, the king has started to see the problems that arise when 

royalty is tainted. If you do not deliver Wingôs orders, then he will no 

longer be welcome to train within my walls.ò 

 ñIs that what you really want, Sire?ò Kit asked. ñIs that how 

you are going to repay the thief who stole your daughterôs life from the 

hands of death?ò 

 ñDeliveréò Ereint murmured while his hands clutched the 

side of his head. He struggled to give his daughter the happiness she 

craved, but the excruciating pain that harnessed his mind was 

unbreakable. Quickly, Conrad regained control of his puppet and 

masterfully pulled the strings of greed to return the king to a towering 

and dominating posture.  ñDeliver the orders,ò Ereint continued for his 

psyche was thoroughly defeated. 

 

 Wing, Lukainy, Ashton, and Amora stood at attention in the 

courtyard while Kit read the commands. The final nail was driven into 

a coffin that contained years of joy by sentences that provided a 

horrific exclamation point to a trip that had revealed unforeseen 

challenges. The whole way home, Wing and Luky played about an 

awkward silence that bit at both of their hearts. The man ï concerned 

that his love had grown afraid of the beast ï kept his distance, and the 

woman ï worried that their feelings belonged to others ï focused her 

efforts on maintaining the monotonous beat of her footsteps. 

 Once again, sorrow forced itself over Lukyôs cheeks, and Wing 

grimaced in agony from the sight. ñYou canôt go,ò she cried before 

burying her head into his chest. ñI donôt care what happened; Iôll talk 
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to my father andéò She stopped when McCallister pressed his hands 

into the small of her back and when his lips brushed her forehead. 

 Four souls were crushed beneath the weight of Wingôs reply. 

ñI have to go.ò He could feel Lukyôs grip tightening around his waist, 

could hear her pleading gasps, and could sense the insecurity 

dissolving her essence. ñShh,ò he whispered into her ear. ñIôm sorryéò 

 ñYouôre breaking your promise,ò she coughed and tried 

desperately not to stumble into the deepest pits of depression. ñYou 

said you would not fight alone; what if you get hurt? What will you do 

if I am not there?ò She was falling apart in Wingôs arms and struggled 

to cling to him in a resolute manner. How she wished that they could 

become one to strike down the obstacles that existed only to tear them 

apart.  

 ñI scared you,ò he answered upon supporting her exhausting 

embrace. ñI cannot risk losing control of myself like that again, Luky. 

What if it happens again? What if you come with me and I manage to 

hurt you? My spirit cannot take the separation, but the pain will be 

worth the cost if I can discover how to wield my flame without putting 

you at risk.ò He smiled and peered into the grays of her eyes. ñIôll have 

Dai by my side, Milady.ò Wing began to pull away from her and 

almost crumbled from the anguish that afflicted his love. Her face 

contorted to amplify the wails of despair, and her arms mindlessly tried 

to prevent him from leaving. ñPlease forgive me,ò he said while wiping 

the tears from his own eyes. ñI will return to you.ò It was a promise 

that Trigger had made long ago: the one promise that he failed to keep. 

 

Book 1 ï Episode 9 

 Luky clutched her pillow and pressed her face into the gentle 

silk. His scent is still here, she thought as fragments of Wingôs aroma 

snuck in through short sniffles. The princess was lost in a state of 

increasing confusion. Her heroôs face ï a residue in her imaginationôs 

eye ï grew more missed with every beat of her heart. How she wished 

that she could ask Lutti if those feelings were hers alone or if the 

fingers that needed to touch him were inspired by events from before 

her time.  

 Yet now, it seemed not to matter. Moments after Wingôs great 

betrayal, Ereint emerged with the news that he had arranged a marriage 

between his daughter and a noble that could protect her happiness. 

ñWhere are you, Wing?ò she whimpered and rolled onto her back. 

ñDerrick is going to take me away from you unless you come home.ò  

 Another knock came from the locked bedroom door and 

distracted the lady from her sorrow. She remained silent, figuring that 

ï once again ï her father or Kit sought to disturb her mourning. Luka 
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hated them both. Her father had forced away the only man that she had 

ever loved, and even though the two of them had things to work out, 

she needed Wing near to quell her worries. To Kit, Luky dealt the 

blame; while she had struggled to prevent McCallisterôs departure, 

Prince Christopher stood back as a subdued dissenter. He knew from 

the beginning that Wing would be drawn into something horrible, she 

assumed, but he still did nothing. All of this is happening at one 

instanté 

She waited and listened for footsteps to carry away the 

nuisance rapping at her gate, but no relief came to suppress the 

swelling, despised sense of helplessness. How could she fix the 

problems of the world alone? How could she fight without Wing at her 

side? ñItôs Lara. Open the door.ò 

 

 Wing fervently rode a midnight stallion down the trail towards 

the Settlement of the Southern Tier. The wind that whipped his skin 

and tugged his hair failed to strip away the stinging that tore apart his 

torso. You did the right thing, Dai advised, but the once sliver-thin rift 

between duty and love now appeared to the paladin as an 

insurmountable canyon. 

 Unable to shake the vision of Lukyôs tear-stained cheeks, 

Wing looked to the sky and mumbled, ñDid I?ò His hands gripped the 

leather reins of the steed and trembled from the unwavering desire to 

return to the palace, but he knew that he could not go back. ñUntil I 

know that I will never scare Lukainy again, I cannot be anywhere near 

her,ò he admitted and lowered his head as the guilt slowly devolved to 

emptiness. 

 You have to talk with Trigger, Dai continued. I think the 

reason why you lost control is because the two of you were not fighting 

for the same goals. His voice has been driving your power since the 

day you were born. If you try to communicate with him, then I am sure 

that he will eventually answer your calls. 

 ñWhat if I donôt want to talk to him?ò McCallister retorted. 

ñTrigger, do you hear me? What if youôre the monster? Youôre the one 

who terrified Luky, the one that created as much war as your enemies, 

and the one that became a part of my soul without asking me!ò He 

pushed ï to a rapid gallop ï the horse whose hooves founded the beat 

upon which Wingôs crescendo spread across the valley floor. His boots 

gripped the stirrups as he rose from the saddle. ñWhy the hell did you 

choose me?ò the soldier wailed and listened for an answer to drift by 

with the breeze. None came.  
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 Even with the little afternoon sun that peeped through the 

windowpanes, Laraôs scantly covered skin seemed to sparkle. She sat 

on the edge of the enormous bed and observed the dirt that marred 

Lukainyôs blue and black combat attire. However, it was obvious to her 

that the smudges paled in comparison to the murky sea of oscillating 

emotions and conflicting desires. The subtle jerks of restraint that 

contorted Lukaôs chest, the vulnerability in her gray eyes that showed 

the chains of misery, and the unsteady hands that yearned for 

companionship were dead giveaways to the soul-forge that had read 

human feelings since the day she was made. ñHeôll come for you,ò 

Lara said, hoping to provide some comfort. 

 Lukainy de Marrok despised, envied, and adored the woman in 

her presence. A part of her longed to find Lara liable for Wingôs 

departure and for the resulting sequence of events that led to her 

engagement with Defy, but another section of her mind clung to the 

prospect that she could find an island oasis of friendship amidst the 

ocean of loneliness. Her fingers played aimlessly with the frills of her 

blue skirt and she stared at the cold, yet soothing floor. ñAre you a part 

of this?ò she asked after clearing her throat. 

 ñNo,ò Lara replied. ñThis is Conradôs doing, Your Highness.ò 

She paused and took a deep breath. ñI am afraid that it will not be long 

before Derrick will arrive to take you to the Mahina Chapel, but there 

are several things that you must know. Your father is not responsible 

for any of this; his essence is under the control of the enemy. Conrad 

was completely in love with Lutti during the last war and sought her 

affection because of her healing gift. Within you, all of her abilities 

remain, and he wants that power to guarantee his invincibility. 

 ñI will protect you as much as I can, Luky, but you must 

promise never to stare into Derrickôs eyes. Conrad will use the 

Enchantment Flame to steal your free will if he gets the opportunity. It 

is possible that he will completely take over Defyôs body during the 

course of the trip. I advise that you stay as silent as possible; he likes to 

play games through conversation and will probably be thrown off if 

you give him the silent treatment. You will just have to hold out until 

Wing figures out what is happening and comes for you.ò 

 Luky stood and gazed at the courtyard that held memories of 

better days. She wanted to return to when Wing first submitted to her 

affectionate tackles. She wanted to be free of the burdens that 

hammered fear into every decision that she made and uncertainty into 

every question that she asked. ñWhat if I refuse to go?ò 

Lara shook her head and answered, ñIf you refuse, then Conrad 

will do anything to persuade you. He may pull strings to ban Wing 

from the Academy or ï since he controls the lives of those he enchants 
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ï kill your father as punishment. Either way, he is in the position to 

fight a war of attrition until he wears you down. Your best option is to 

follow my guidance for the time being and wait for Wing to come. He 

is the only one that can free Defy.ò 

 Marrok quivered and gulped. No matter what she did, her 

greatest concern challenged her faith in salvation; he was the one that 

had to save her, and her sadness only grew atop the ruins of her 

freedom to love. ñWhy did Wing leave me? What if he never returns 

because he discovered that our emotions really belong to Lutti and 

Trigger? I can never find out if those passions are my own because the 

person that I need to ask is dead! If Wing knows, then heôll have the 

same problem too.ò She choked and gasped for air as her string of 

questions and worries broke down into a frenzied eruption of panicked 

language. ñWhat if he doesnôt come for me?ò  

 Lara took hold of Lukaôs hand with a reassuring grip. ñHave 

you ever felt that another voice exists inside of you, Princess? Have 

you ever been given advice that seemed to come from nowhere?ò She 

held her breath for a moment and smiled. ñIf you have, then that voice 

is Luttiôs. Try to talk with her and search for a difference between the 

love she had for Trigger and the love you have for your knight. Any 

divergence from history that you find is proof that Wing will find you.ò 

 

 Ashton and Charles waited for Kit to break the rest that 

disrupted the once thundering symphony. They gathered in a small, 

undecorated office with a view of the training grounds and hoped for 

familiar refrains from Wing and Luky to excite the palace. Yet the Soul 

that breathed life into their existences seemed distant as though its light 

bloomed only in the rarest of dreams, and the Hope that inspired zeal 

to burst forth from the unlikeliest characters departed unopposed to a 

chapel as if the unseen pen of fate scripted the tragic tale. 

 Hunter stared at the floor of the room and listened to his 

quickening pulse. The stillness bothered him, the inaction prodded the 

very core of his chivalric being, and his fingers coiled into his palms to 

release the rage. To him, however, the lack of honor that kept the 

others tied to tranquility sounded like a menacing howl. The shrieking 

silence tightened its nerve-racking grip around Ashtonôs throat and 

made his mind roar with a displeasure that beckoned him to the 

battlefield. He struggled through the excruciating guilt that bogged his 

conscience and begged himself to crush the painless pain that had 

pushed him away from the truth for too long. ñWe need to do 

something,ò he snapped. ñThis is fucking bullshit!ò 

 Prince Christopher winced from the teenôs words. ñI know,ò he 

started quietly while turning towards the cadet, ñbut this is way out of 
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your league. I have spent the whole day trying to figure out what I can 

do without starting a war and without endangering the lives at risk.ò 

 ñWe are all in this office because we are concerned about the 

orders to deploy Wing,ò Charles stated collectedly.  

 The steady, almost soothing tone that radiated from Charlesôs 

lips contrasted with the passion that accompanied Ashtonôs bark. ñBut 

I know why the orders were given!ò He pointed at Kit and continued 

the tirade. ñYouôre the teacher and not the bureaucrat! You sent me to 

fight with Wing and now I know whatôs happening! You cannot turn 

back time, Sir; you cannot make that lesson meaningless because from 

it I learned that enemies can become friends and that anyone can be 

anything.ò He leaned towards his coach and paused to catch his breath. 

ñPrincess Lukainy and Wing are clearly at the center of something big. 

If we do not act, then what do you think is going to happen when the 

lingering powers of the first war decide to deal the final blow? What do 

they mean to you?ò  

 The lips of the chestnut-haired royal spread gradually to form a 

subtle smile. Beneath the blanket of anxiety that covered his emotions, 

Kit cradled the spark of happiness that emanated from acceptance. 

ñLukainy is one of my dearest friends,ò he answered, ñand ï from the 

day Frost set that baby in my arms ï Wing has been my son.ò  

 ñItôs settled then,ò Chuck interjected as a firm hand retrieved 

ink, parchment, and pen from the shrouds of charcoal cloth. His ash-

embroidered gaze dwelled upon the delicate feather that ï like many 

others in the histories of unseen worlds ï led the brave towards the 

serrated path of treason. ñWeôll devise a plan that eliminates the risks.ò   

 

 The moon ï a frown that hung in the orange twilight sky ï 

escorted Lara, Defy, and Luky down the forest path to the secluded 

chapel that housed the agony from chapters lost to the torrents of time. 

Trees and bushes that appeared to be aware of Marrokôs plight 

extended to block the way, and the cold autumn gusts that swirled the 

palette of red, green, and brown established its own means of defiance. 

Still, the portion of nature that watched failed to alter the inscription of 

greed, for without the quill forged to usher in the new world, the spirits 

served to scribe. 

 Luka ignored Derrickôs attempts at small talk and focused her 

attention on the heavenly companion. The bittersweet sight resonated 

with the full spectrum of the girlôs feelings. The soft-looking vanilla 

curve left her with a sense of warmth that picked at her arctic 

loneliness, and the argent razor carved images of nighttime romance 

under the stars. I miss him, she thought and wondered if Lutti would 

hear her. L-Lutti, will you talk to me? Velvety, deep-blue tones 
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caressed the princessôs strained nerves with a trace of sound that ï 

while faint ï testified on behalf of dôEspoirôs survival. I have to ask 

you if my feelings are my own, but I cannot understand what it is that 

you are saying. Please keep trying, she implored. I have to know the 

truth. 

 

 Wingôs hands held the unsympathetic loam in a grasp that 

longed for Princess Lukainy. ñWe havenôt been apart since the day we 

met,ò he said to Dai, who was tying the horse to a large oak. The 

soldier propped his back against the aged bark and examined the 

bulbous clouds that frosted the dark violet sky. Memories of 

togetherness flooded the empty canvas which the night had projected 

upon McCallisterôs ghost, and each stroke of the past left its mark in a 

vibrant color that made the knight dread the present. But the sands of 

time ï unrelenting poltergeists that refused rejection ï marred the 

picture with gashes of wine-red and black. 

 From those gushing wounds, only hatred bled to stain the 

virtues of loyalty and faith that Wing held dear. ñYou made me break 

my promise, Trigger.ò The line spilt from his mouth and drowned the 

air in frigid sorrow. ñYou died when you left Lutti behind, but I wonôt 

let your history kill me. Iôll beat your rage out of my body and let the 

Battle Flame turn into fading embers; for then, I can return to her and 

never have to know why you chose me.ò 

 The leather armor that once stoked his ardor now encased 

Wing in a skin of doubt, resentment, and suffering. The fissures that 

consumed the happy portrait painted by the last seven years left Wing 

adrift in a sea of nothingness as dim and as saddening as the waning 

moonlit firmament. Yet against this dreary backdrop, the fatigued teen 

sank into the viscous abyss of slumber. 

 

 The void of colorless illusion was parted by two obsidian 

wings laden with feathers of effervescent fire.  The snarl that joined the 

eruption shattered the cadetôs stille nacht, and the glow that illuminated 

a pair of stabbing orange eyes revealed the bushy, black-haired bane of 

Wingôs life. McCallister stood and gawked at his scruffy reflection 

through the chimeral cavern that bound their existences. ñStop acting 

like a brat,ò Trigger ordered in a guttural enunciation before peering at 

brown irides that had lost their shine. 

 ñDo you want to blame me for all your problems?ò he growled 

and jumped to the immobilized plebe, who attempted to move in the 

realm of reverie.  ñThis is where things get interesting, kid; the only 

one you have to blame is yourself.ò The Battle Flame jerked his hand 

to hold Wingôs opening mouth closed. ñI thought you said that you 
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didnôt want to talk to me. That means that youôll keep quiet until Iôm 

done. 

 ñYouôre a blind, fucking idiot that doesnôt even understand 

who the hell he is or what he is capable of doing. Maybe youôre still in 

denial when you say that I was the one that scared your beloved 

princess, but you are the reason that you lost control.ò He emphasized 

the you and felt Wingôs pitiful endeavors to escape his muzzling fist. 

ñMy power is an inferno that can be controlled only by one who wields 

it for the right reasons. You drew upon my essence for vengeance ï as 

opposed to salvation ï and got burned. 

 ñOf course, instead of focusing on your own improvement, you 

mastered the nobilityôs scapegoat trick. Itôs pretty pathetic if you ask 

me, but I wonôt hold it against you. Love will make people do the 

shittiest shit, and, although youôre not ready yet, youôre the only one 

that will do. As to the reason why you were chosen, that one was 

decided by The Cross. However, my take on it is that I owed your 

parents at least the future of their child. Now, when youôre actually 

prepared to converse with me, Iôll be waiting; until then, wake the fuck 

up, stop wasting time, and get the hell out of my mind.ò (Note: ñéya 

goddamn hippies!ò)  
 

 Luky could not catch a wink of sleep. The chilly temperatures 

that snuck around the campfire tongues and the two guards that owned 

steady emerald eyes did not keep her awake. Instead, the sandmanôs 

wrath was held at bay by the strengthening exchange that Marrok and 

dôEspoir shared. Trigger could be a stubborn boy, Lutti explained, but 

I could always tell that he was a softy. Thus far, the pair had been 

unable to ascertain a difference between the men that they loved. In 

fact, it seemed that the personalities of Wing and Trigger were mirror 

images born from the same mold. 

 Both were shy when it came to expressing and processing 

emotions, both fought for their beliefs with a seemingly endless 

amount of passion, and both wound up battered and bruised. I bet he 

was a pain in the ass when he returned from the battlefield, Luka 

replied. Itôs almost impossible to get Wing to back down from a fight, 

and even if I do manage to get his attention, he somehow gets dragged 

into it. 

 Ever try putting a leash around his neck? the Healing Flame 

asked. I always wondered what Trigger would do if I resorted to such a 

trick, but I decided that it wouldnôt help at all. 

 The princess bit her lip and kept her smile hidden from the 

physical world. She did not know why she had let griefôs rain pin her 

to seclusion when the hope that she needed lurked inside an internal 
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temple built to idolize things beyond the flesh. It honored a dream that 

had to survive and a story that ï despite the unpleasantries ï needed 

today to be told. I know Iôm trying to look for something unique, Luka 

pondered, but just talking about all the things we have in common is 

extremely consoling.  

 

Down two different paths, lovers rest,   

  Wrenching fear, tormenting pain, 

But beneath the same expanse, both do see 

Hatredôs gain, watch the blade take flight. 

The lines written by the starsô celeste 

Firestorms of argent death 

To guide them past somber melodies. 

Pour from stories drenched in onyx blood. 

Where and when they make the twine 

Pens of the old come 

To heal the rift of their chimera Souls, 

Encourage the new to make its mark, 

The space crippling the bookôs bind 

For although thousands of pages live in vain, 

Will mend itself from the Locrian mode. 

Their deaths will not come soon enough. 

Sad but true, through all they search, 

The hallmark dawn of this cult has not yielded to the dusk. 

More truth they Hope to find.     

Within this nine, all one needs doth lie.
[11] 

 

Book 1 ï Episode 10 

Hidden under stitches of nightôs reaching veil, 

Odes to friendship rebuff deceit. 

Lost to the will of the sword, they ride, 

Sifting through keys for harmony. 

Trilogy of music,
[12] 

 

Transcend the chaconne. 

Ink the end to my Night Suite. 

 

  The snaps of horse-drawn iron against rock popped with 

swirls of dust that accompanied the baseline of the pre-dawn light. Air 

remained filled with the scent of dwelling moisture, and the wispy 

beams of radiance that spread through the rolling forest hills prodded 

Wingôs weary eyes. He had not slept since Triggerôs blaring warning 

barred him from the sweet serenity of slumber, and after sitting in 
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silence for hours, the cadet decided to continue the push towards the 

Southern Tier.  

 Dazed, he stared at the harsh void outline that divided the 

worlds of heaven and earth and wondered if that empty purgatory was 

destined for him and his counterpart. Those obsidian lines broke from 

their borders in hysterical scribbles that gorged imaginationsô realities, 

and quickly, daylight paled in comparison to the cacophonous stare 

that raped the soldierôs memory. ñSomehow, I doubt that you will be 

willing to listen when I am ready to talk,ò Wing muttered before the 

sounds and chirps of awakening life jerked him from the trance. 

 You should have tried to get back to sleep, Dai scolded in 

response to his partnerôs weakened state. The concern came from the 

core lesson drilled into their brains since day one of training; paladins 

persevered on the field by gathering nourishment and by preserving 

sleep cycles. The razor could practically hear the intimidating tirade 

that once made his metallic spine cringe from a nightmarish 

psychological frost, and he could almost picture those raven fractals 

that gripped the paper upon which tales of death were told. And now, it 

seemed ï with Wing struggling to stay above the scorching chaos that 

haunted his dreams ï that they were riding blindly towards that 

inferno. 

 ñI know,ò McCallister replied when growing logic began to 

brush delusions aside, ñwhich is why I want you to return to the castle 

if things get out of hand.ò 

 What is wrong with you? Dai proclaimed in a furious barrage 

of varying pitches that punched the boyôs already worn wits. Look, I 

know this whole thing is hard on you, I know that you have issues with 

Trigger, and I know that you miss Luky, but your feelings are not going 

to stop the past from affecting the present. You summoned me for a 

reason, Wing, and now we know why; you are going to need me for 

this fight regardless of how tough it becomes. If you order me to go 

back to the Academy, then I will have to resort to drastic measures.   

 Thick flows of apprehension latched to skin while tenor 

rumblings churned in Wingôs stomach. Every time he tried to 

outmaneuver the ominous, repetitive deep, the inescapable future either 

razed his flamboyant outbursts or ignored his more serene endeavors. 

ñWe donôt know what weôre getting into with this battle,ò he said. 

ñSince Kit could not override this assignment, itôs likely that Conrad 

has made his move. That is exactly why I want you to go back if 

something happens to me.ò 

 The unknown is exactly the reason why you do need me, Dai 

answered. A town was burned to the ground; youôll need my help. My 

instincts keep telling me that weôre headed for trouble, and Luky would 
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never forgive me if I left you here by yourself. More importantly, Iôd 

never forgive myself for leaving my best friend behind. 

 He held his breath in an attempt to quell the inner turbulence 

that only fed upon the swordôs words, but such persistence failed to 

free him from the daunting circumstances that consumed them at every 

turn. ñIôm just trying to protect those I care about,ò Wing said while his 

fingers wrapped around the horseôs reins. The knight knew that his 

comments were dull relative to the sharpened intellect of his blade, but 

he hoped that the cliché statement would withstand the torrents of 

emotional and physical distress that appeared to rip the universe apart 

at the seams. 

 A light snicker nipped at the edges of Wingôs thoughts before 

Daiôs energetic punch line rose above the fading frills of his laughter. 

And what do you think I am trying to do?  

 

 The earthôs soggy fingers settled into Lukainyôs pores and held 

firm when the awakened princess stirred according to Alsyneôs orders. 

She never wanted to fall asleep, but it seemed that Luttiôs fantastic 

tales of the war that defined her youth and birth became sandman 

comforts through the midnight hours. ñYour wedding is a day away,ò 

Defy said before pulling the girl to her feet. His boss had grown tired 

of de Marrokôs insolent resistance and consequently prodded his 

servant to administer a more aggressive tactic. ñArenôt you going to 

look into your husbandôs eyes?ò he asked slyly.  

 Laraôs voided eyes locked upon the pair amidst the morning 

fog that still rolled over the forest floor. Donôt fall for it, Princess, the 

sword thought, hoping that Luky would have the strength to oppose 

Conradôs unconcealed challenge.  

 However, the chord that captivated her will transposed the 

timid slave of precedent into a boastful beast that lingered in wait for 

the unknown future. Look him straight in the eye, Lutti advised with a 

motivating attitude that began to lift her partnerôs shaken spirits. Show 

him here and now that his enchantment abilities mean nothing. 

 ñI said look at me!ò Defy ordered upon grasping the girlôs 

chin, but the princess turned away. Her blouse that once radiated a 

vibrant shade of blue and a crisp hue of black was now stained brown 

by moist patches of dirt that dampened her lightly tanned skin. She 

tried to maintain her composure through the sudden advance, but still, 

the thought remained that Alsyne had twisted what Wing would have 

made tender into a violating touch. 

 Lukaôs warnings failed to dissuade her bolshie counterpart 

from repeating the suggestion. Think about it, she continued. Youôve 

known Derrick for years and he has never attempted to take control of 
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you. There is a reason for that and the snake fails to get it. She paused 

and let the power of her enunciation drill into de Marrokôs 

consciousness. His type of sorcery only works on those who are 

broken, but you have the will to find the truth; that is a courage that 

Defy would never try to break. This one, however, is far more obstinate 

and dumb as a sack of hammers. 

 Emerald sparks erupted over Defyôs irides as Conrad fueled 

the spellbinding tongues of the feared flame. A vile smirk grew from 

the corners of his lips, and a sparkle of white flashed from the point of 

a conniving fang that emerged from the until-then silenced braggart. 

His fingernails dug into Lukainyôs jaw, and his hand slowly forced the 

princess to gaze into his eyes. ñYou belong to me,ò Conrad spoke in a 

sickening, sadistic tone that slithered from the confines of Alsyneôs 

mouth. ñKneel before your master and proclaim your love for me, 

Lutti!ò   

Shades of stone stood against the waves of dominance that 

poured from Conradôs essence. Luky took hold of Defyôs hand and 

pulled it from her chin before her grin blossomed behind lasting 

memories of Wingôs love. She continued to stare into the manôs eyes 

and let her greatest foe enjoy the moment while it lasted. ñDonôt be 

stupid,ò Marrok bit. ñI am Lukainy, and I will never love you.ò 

 

Students oppressed by the blistering noontime sun stood at 

attention in the courtyard. Their confused glances bashfully neared the 

outline of Charlesôs figure, and each of them wondered why he stood 

in the place of their captain. ñI will be leading the training exercises, 

today,ò Downie shouted. ñAfter considering the implications of current 

events, Kit decided that it would be best to return to Cartheim to meet 

with his father.ò He paused and let his hands rest atop his hips. ñThis is 

not unusual; Kit has left us many times before due to diplomatic 

obligations, and I have always stepped in as the substitute.ò 

This time, however, the circumstances were quite different; the 

cadetsô bodies buckled from an unforeseen pressure, and the 

upperclassman watched exasperation trickle from their pores with each 

released drop of sweat. ñWhat about McCallister?ò one asked quietly 

as though he wished for the heat to evaporate the question. 

ñWhat about him?ò Charles replied. ñWing was given an order 

by King Ereint; there is nothing else to discuss.ò Their quivering 

forced the senior to suppress a smile, for beneath his solemn exterior 

lurked an enduring child that loved to lie. Of course, the secretive 

meeting that he shared with Christopher and Ashton did not impinge 

his juvenile addiction; in fact, the operation that he helped create ï a 
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seemingly perfect plot ï encouraged him to roll with the flow and let 

his classmates dawdle in the ironically blissful purgatory of ignorance. 

They have probably made the turn south by now, Charles 

pondered. Before dawn, Kit, Ashton, and Amora had left on the road 

towards Cartheim with a canvas-covered wagon and a couple horses. 

He figured that a westward path of departure would conceal any 

signals that a rescue campaign could emit, and he concluded that the 

Huntersô absences fit within the normal parameters of a political 

convoy. Yet Amoraôs presence was not a coincidence; in actuality, the 

cart supposedly filled with Kitôs usual supplies carried the medicôs 

entire arsenal of potions, elixirs, and surgical tools. They had no idea 

the destination to which Defy carried Lukainy, but they did know 

Wingôs mission objectives. Once the trio traveled far enough to the 

west, they would swing south and move as swiftly as possible in an 

effort to intercept Wing before too much damage was done. 

 

The shift to minor came abruptly as towering plumes of 

charcoal smoke caught McCallisterôs wandering attention. By the 

afternoon, it seemed as though the fires that had baked the settlement 

dwindled to smoldering cinders. Yet even from that distance, the hero 

could tell that the town of aspiring peace crumbled into a desecrated 

sarcophagus that housed the ashes and the discarded ruins of the 

damned. The horse stopped as it crested the final hill over which the 

gravel path rose. Its head bobbed frantically from the horrific scent of 

burnt death that spread from the tier to the valley walls, and its eyes 

averted from the sight of five blood-coated murderers that waited for 

Wingôs coming. 

Mangy brown hair dragged behind the bolting Stumpp, who 

left no time for introductions as he charged Wing. ñStay,ò Rachael 

ordered Fox when her claws wrapped around his flinching arm. 

ñYouôll go last.ò Wusten grunted faintly, stood by his mistressôs side, 

and stared with reddish pools that became entranced by his enemyôs 

chaotic grace. 

McCallister did not mind the rapid start; with Dai tied firmly to 

his waist, he vaulted onto his stallionôs back and executed a running 

dive from the midnight steed. The boiling, adrenaline-rich fluid that 

scalded their muscles propelled the pair into a head-on collision that 

plucked the threads of fate. Timeôs march halted when bones cracked, 

when tissue bruised, and when sweltering rage snapped Stumppôs 

sharpened nails into Wingôs tender sides. However, past anxietyôs 

menacing clutches and painôs shredding edge, the experience held 

within Triggerôs soul broke the corona and guided the cadetôs forearm 

across Peterôs neck. Ignoring the hot droplets that leaked from his 
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waist and relying upon his momentum ï Wing overpowered the beast 

and drove the wolfôs skull into the rocky path. 

Roll! Daizer shouted as lightning struck from the piercing eyes 

of Tepesch and the hammer he carried. The earth-devouring anvil was 

engraved with a grotesque storyboard that highlighted the 

accomplishments of the vampire known as The Impaler. The 

contrasting shades of gray chiseled into the steel painted more than 

dull, monochromatic pictures; they were battle lines drawn by the baser 

levels of humanity that captured death in chilling poses of crimson and 

flesh. The bald behemoth pulled his weapon from the punctured rock 

and gazed silently at the crater nestled beside the shell-shocked 

Stumpp before he turned his attention to Wing.   

The hot breath of the dragon brushed over the knightôs chest as 

McCallister avoided the massive chunk of iron. Perspiration built 

between the boyôs skin and the protective leather that clung to his 

weary body, and each drop that escaped carried a quantum of 

frustration that pushed Wing towards his sheathed partner.  The ground 

rumbled when Drago and Peter began a joint assault, and fingertips 

quickly found themselves caressing the worn fabric that blanketed 

Daizerôs hilt.  

Hell hath no fury like that of a vengeful beast; that principle 

drove the animal forward with every pebble-flinging stride. He cared 

not for the massive weapon that roared above his head, nor was he 

concerned with the wishes of his comrades, for his trembling hands 

sought one thing alone: refuge in the sea of Wingôs blood. Never had 

he witnessed such a blatant challenge to the 7
th
ôs power, and never did 

he think that he would understand the obsessions of Ruhr, Fritz, and 

Erzse. However, when his frigid blue stare met the fire in McCallisterôs 

ochre irides, he wanted to torture the brat into submission. 

 Dreadful wails dangled in the wake of the razorôs release, and 

soldiers remained mystified by the blade whose bite captured 

Tepeschôs enormous pike. Peterôs hands ï severed ï lay motionless in 

the road and already appeared pale. Those sharpened claws that 

glimmered at the commencement of the battle suddenly seemed to 

match the bland clumps of stone that now served as the altar upon 

which Stumppôs mutilated form fell. His cries, as jolting and as vibrant 

as the sap that flowed from his wrists, failed to bring a pause.  

 Wing yanked Dai from the clutches of Dragoôs weapon and 

dug his boots into the dirt before darting to the other side of the 

kneeling werewolf. There is no way that I am going to hit that weak 

spot again, McCallister thought during the towering monsterôs 

approach.  The burnt-orange metal encasement that shielded Tepesch 

from the knightôs strikes cast the image of a fortress upon the canvas of 
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Wingôs mind. Without tempoôs sympathy, the dichotomous pair 

hurriedly choreographed its final dance; accompanying the steps of one 

were triumphant, confident tones that complimented his devastating 

weapon, while the other partnered with light, quick bursts that prodded 

for strokes of brilliance. 

 What are they doing? Fox questioned from the sidelines. 

Percussive clanks joined the climaxing first movement after Wusten 

began to shake; finally, the pieces of the symphony were coming 

together. With every step Wing took, his hidden flame grew stronger 

until it equaled the twisted ideal of righteousness housed within The 

Impaler.  

 The cadet planted his feet upon Peterôs back and leapt towards 

the smoky sky at the moment when the vampire unleashed his 

hammerôs potential. Beneath him, the sound of pulverized metal 

exclaimed Stumppôs transformation into the sacrificial lamb. Entrails 

swiftly uncoiled into a soggy mess that spilled from a hole in the 

breastplate, and Erzse could hardly contain her delight once the scent 

reached her nose.  

 Fox jerked free from Rachaelôs grasp and sprinted towards the 

fighters. He realized why Wolfeôs brother wanted Wing killed and 

understood the intense power that dwelled beneath McCallisterôs skin. 

He really is the Battle Flame, the boy reasoned, but if I act now, then I 

can end it. 

 He recovered his swing too quickly! The warriorôs fear came to 

fruition as Tepesch positioned his weapon for the finishing attack. 

Such efficient movement from a bulky giant astounded the boy, and 

the miscalculation left little hope to sustain the fleeting images of 

Lukainy.  

 His eyes, Trigger spoke upon emerging from his subconscious 

domain, are unprotected, kid. Wingôs eyes widened and he 

immediately inverted his grip on Dai. His fingers tightly held the 

silvery cloth wrap, his thumb curved around the decorative end-cap of 

the hilt, and his arm catapulted the tip of his blade through The 

Impalerôs eye. He gawked at the satisfied grin that endured Dragoôs 

mortality and observed the limp pillar of meat and bone return to the 

underworld with the legendary mallet. The spectacle left a chilling 

reverberation throughout the studentôs spine, but there was little time to 

dwell upon the event. 

 The stealthy Fox had intercepted his adversary and had 

prepared a one-shot blow with his cocked fist. Rachael and Erzse 

waited for the 7
th
ôs secret weapon to bring a quick end to the fatality-

laden battle, but both were in for a surprise. Through his exhaustion 

and despite Wustenôs speed, Wing managed to deliver a numbing 
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