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Prologue

Titan







It has been over 300 years.
Over three-hundred years have passed since the time of the Titan War. The time where the Olympians and all the people around the world banded together to fight off a common enemy of darkness that threatened to destroy the world.
Millions of lives were lost. Kingdoms, cities, towns, and more were burned to nothing and became a far distant memory. Humans, dwarves, elves, centaurs, and more became a part of the ground in Terran.
Out of darkness there is always hope. The Phoenix King emerged from the battle and would lead the people of Terran through an age of prosperity and peace. With powers never seen before and the ability to control and ride a phoenix, he lead all the different races and people throughout Terran from the Ruby Throne. It was during this time that the capital of Terran, Olympia, was formed.
People moved on with their lives and began to forget the enemy of the past that had come so close to ending them all. The Titans now were nothing more than a fairytale. But this enemy was very much real.
Kingdoms were rebuilt. Towns began to form and flourish the lands across Terran from West to East. All the people were united under the rule of the Phoenix King as he rode his phoenix across Terran and protected the peace. This would not last forever.
The Phoenix King and his dynasty ruled from Olympia for many strong and long years from the Ruby Throne as his powers were passed on between sons and daughters. But suddenly, the most recent heir and his family vanished many years ago. Nothing was found except a pile of ash in the royal throne room. The Eternal Flame became extinguished and burnt no more on Ember Island. The king left behind no family, no wisdom, and no heir.
It was at this moment when the violence would erupt across the lands of Terran. Some rejected the new High Council of Druids that marched in with their armies and claimed the rule of Olympia. Many believe the Druids killed the king with dark magic, but no one could prove this. Some remained loyal to the crown while others simply ignored the capital and cut themselves from the outside world. Life has never been the same.
And so many long years after the disappearance of the last Phoenix King.
Our story begins…
◆◆◆
 
“Hey, boy!” the man in the coat of red armor yelled as he threw a small rock pebble at the kid sitting down alongside a rock.
The kid was young and could be no older than fourteen years of age. He had short blonde hair and was dressed in a loose grey cloak. This was his first journey outside the great walls of Olympia.
“Lucas!” the knight in red yelled again at the boy. “Get up boy!”
“Yes, My Lord,” Lucas quickly replied as he put his water pouch away and rushed to the side of the knight.
The knight in red was annoyed by the lack of experience of his newly appointed squire but he knew he was a good kid. In time he would learn.
The knight was suited up in a nice layer of heavy armor colored in dark red with a little black to be seen as well. On his chest piece, as well as his shield, the symbol of a Phoenix could be seen as he wore it proudly. He had been a part of Olympian Guard for many years, as his age showed for it, and he planned on serving for the many more years to come.
The Olympian Guard was bound to serve the Phoenix King, but as history will tell, there has been no Phoenix King for quite a long time. Now they serve the High Council of Druids as they patrol and protect the streets and other territories under Olympia’s rule.
“I know it’s hot, Lucas,” the knight began again. “But the sooner we get done here the sooner we can get out of this hell hole.”
Lucas looked around and took in his surroundings. The knight was right in this land being nothing but a dark desert wasteland.
Titan was the birth place and home of the Titans that existed many years ago. The force that had come so close to destroying anything that breathed or showed any signs of life. Now they were gone, and their home showed nothing but signs of abandonment for well over a hundred years.
Once a year, a lucky pair of knights were selected to make the travel to Titan and conduct a surveillance check to make sure no forces of monsters, or humans, were gathering up here or doing something they were not meant to do. Over one-hundred of these trips have been made and each time nothing was ever found.
“Don’t worry, boy,” one of the other knights joked with the kid. “Nothing here can hurt ya. There’s only the occasional giant or dragon to be seen.”
Lucas felt a sense of fear in his throat as he nervously swallowed.
“Shut up all of ya,” the main knight came to Lucas’s rescue. “No dragon has been seen in these parts, or anywhere, in well over a hundred years. There are no dragons in Terran anymore.”
Lucas looked up to the knight curiously. “So, what happened to them?”
The knight looked back at the kid with a stern face. “They died.”
“Well, that’s good for us,” Lucas tried to joke nervously.
“Don’t you worry chap,” one of the other knights chimed in as he gave Lucas a rough slap on the back. “The old captain here has made this trip how many times sir?”
“Too many,” the aged knight said with a sigh. “But this time it feels different.”
Suddenly, during the peak of mid-day, the sun disappeared behind a thick dark fog and everything around them went quiet. The horses around them began to scream and panic as they sensed something was out there. Something dark.
“What in the name of Thor?” one of the knights muttered to himself as he looked around and began to panic.
“Thor ain’t here no more you twit,” one of the fellow knights spat. “Thor is gone with the rest of the Olympians.”
“No gods in Terran anymore,” another added. “And especially no gods here in this cursed place.”
The Captain looked over into the thickness of the dark and unnatural fog. He stared at it for a long while until he was convinced he saw the slightest of movement.
“Ready your weapons!” he ordered to his fellow companions as he drew his own sword from his side. “There’s something out there!”
The other knights followed the captain’s order and unsheathed their swords from their sides as well. Lucas had no sword, nor had he ever been trained to handle a sword, but pulled out his small dagger he had been given to use if the circumstance was to arise.
“This isn’t natural,” one of the knights cried out as he stood nervously in his defensive position with his sword at the ready. “What is this?”
“Magic,” the captain uttered. “Dark Magic.”
From beyond the fog a loud cry echoed the surrounding area as if it was coming from some type of animal.
Before anyone could say anything, or react, the Captain noticed a figure emerge quickly out of the fog and began to rush towards the group with incredible speed.
“WATCH OUT!” the Captain yelled to his group, but it was too late.
The bull shaped figured rushed towards his nearest target and struck his horn into one of the knights.
The knight screamed out in pain as the bull’s horn pierced the knight’s side and into his skin.
The Captain quickly launched himself towards the bull figure and swung his sword. The bull returned by letting out a cry of pain before it fell to the floor dead.
Upon looking down now at the dead figure the Captain noticed this was no ordinary bull. The figure had the head and legs of a bull but the body of a man.
“Minotaur,” he muttered to himself. “Impossible.”
He knelt down to the injured knight and looked upon his injuries. He laid on the ground as a pool of blood began to form behind his back. Before the Captain could act or do anything else the knight lost consciousness and laid lifeless upon the ground. He was dead.
“We need to get out of here,” the Captain announced to his fellow knights and squire. “NOW!”
The group quickly made a break for it and ran in the other direction from where the Minotaur had come from. Lucas quickly kept at the Captain’s side, but they would never make it. The dark fog was quickly following their trail and would be upon them soon.
There was suddenly a scream from one of the fellow knights as Lucas looked over to his side and saw one of the other knights get pierced by an arrow and fell violently to the ground.
“Don’t look back, Lucas!” the Captain yelled. “Keep running, boy!”
Lucas did as he was ordered and continued to hear screams from the knights that had come with him as they were met with the same fate one by one. It was not long after when the Captain and Lucas were forced to stop as the fog had now surrounded them from all sides.
“Stay behind me!” the Captain ushered to Lucas as he held out his sword.
This time a different figure appeared slowly from the fog. They were in the shape of a human but covered in a torn black wizard cloak.
“Who goes there!” the Captain ordered to the approaching figure.
The wizard did not respond but only gave a sinister laugh that echoed all around them.
“Show yourself, Sorcerer!” the captain commanded once more. “What are you? A Druid? A Greybeard?”
This made the dark figure stop just a mere feet away from them.
“Pathetic,” the sorcerer grinned. “Do you think a Druid or Greybeard could ever do this?”
Then it hit the Captain.
“Necromancer.”
The figure replied with an evil grin. “Yes.”
“Impossible,” the Captain countered in disbelief. “You guys are supposed to be dead. We killed you all.”
“There’s a lot you don’t know,” the Necromancer replied. “Too bad you won’t be around to figure it out.”
Before the Captain could react, the Necromancer pulled out his wand from his sleeve and casted a spell straight at the Captain. A red stream of light emerged from the tip of the wand and hit the Captain straight in his chest. His armor shattered apart, and his body spiraled backwards with his eyes still open as he hit the ground.
Lucas quickly rushed to the Captain’s side and noticed a burnt hole in the Captain’s chest. He was dead.
Lucas dropped his dagger by his side as he began to shake even more now. He knew he would be dead in within minutes and all he could find himself thinking about was wishing he was back home.
His body began to shiver more violently as the hooded Necromancer knelt by Lucas’ side.
“Was he good to you?” the evil voice asked as it continued to echo like before.
Lucas simply nodded as he continued to shake.
“You have seen much death here today,” the Necromancer continued. “But you will not be one of them. Not today.”
Lucas let out a sigh of relief but still continued to shake out of fear of what was to come next.
“Go back to Olympia,” the Necromancer spoke into Lucas’ ear. “And tell them what happened here today. Tell them the Dark Lord has returned and the Titan of Tartarus will soon follow.”




Carter

Thieves’ Landing







It was a bright summer morning in the tropical paradise of Thieves’ Landing. The waves were calm as the trees blew alongside the wind ever so peacefull and gently. The sand on the beaches sparkled elegantly when the rays of the sun reached the beaches. This is everything a paradise looked like, except for one thing.
It was ran and lived on by pirates.
No one ever came here for a get away or to experience a little vacation spot. Thieves’ Landing consisted nothing but gambling, drinking, fighting, and much more. Paradise? Maybe for some.
Thieves’ Landing was currently under the control and rule of the Pirate Lord named Agnes. Leader of Clan Agnes. How original.
Agnes had controlled Thieves’ Landing and has ruled for the last twenty years on the Throne of Skulls. During the Crossbone War, Agnes took the opportunity to take the throne while everyone else was too busy fighting among each other. A civil war of sorts amongst the several pirate clans. Now all united under a king. Or at least most of them.
Out of all the pirates that lived on Thieves’ Landing, there was one in particular that was not like the others. Carter had known nothing but the pirate life ever since he could remember. He did not enjoy this life, but it was what he had, and he did what he needed to survive.
Agnes had provided for Carter ever since he was a small child but was not his biological parent. Carter never knew his real parents or where he had originally come from but faced the facts that this was his life. There was nothing special about him and he was just another person trying to survive in this crazy world.
It was a normal day for Carter, or at least he thought it was going to be.
Carter had just begun to start getting ready for the long day ahead of him. On days like these, when there was no voyage to be conducted, he was out in the farm fields either picking the crops or attending to the livestock on Thieves’ Landing.
Suddenly, there was a loud knocking from the other side of the Carter’s wooden door that lead to his room.
“Come on boy! Get moving!”
“I’m going!” Carter blasted back. “Chill out!”
Carter lived in the Pirate King’s Royal Palace. Well not quite.
Carter lived in the little shed in the back of the palace’s yards. His home consisted of one extremely small wooden shack with a small bed in the corner. It was nothing compared to how everyone else was living on Thieves’ Landing. Living the life of kings. But not Carter.
He never complained though. Carter knew it would never get him anywhere and probably even worse off if he tried to do anything about it, so he lived with what he had.
Carter quickly rummaged through his partly torn, and very worn down, clothes and choose something light to wear for the day. He quickly ran his fingers through his thick, but short, black hair and set off out the door and towards the crop fields on the other end of the island.
As Carter walked through the village, he took his time as he enjoyed the morning ocean breeze coming across his face. Carter had always been very fond of the ocean and was always a place he could escape to be by himself. Away from the pirate’s life for once.
“Morning, Carter!” a man called out as Carter approached the beginning of the crop fields.
“Morning, Gibson!” Carter waved back at the older man.
Gibson was the only person that Carter considered a friend on this pirate island. Gibson was in his mid-fifties and has a short grey beard that accompanied his always dirty face. He was a bit short, and chubby, like many of the other pirates that were around.
Like Carter, Gibson had been born into the pirate life and has always lived on Thieves’ Landing. He had always kept to himself, for the most part, and is why he never climbed up the ranks to lead a clan of his own like many pirates had done before him.
Agnes may have adopted Carter, but Gibson had always been more of a father to Carter than Agnes ever had been. Gibson raised Carter ever since he arrived on the island when he was a little boy. But when Carter had come of age, he was forced to live on his own and work for his stay in the pirate kingdom.
“Sleep good, boy?” Gibson asked as Carter started to get himself situated for the day ahead.
“Eh, nothing knew,” Carter answered. “Had the weirdest dream but nothing out of the usual.”
“Oh, yeah,” Gibson questioned as he threw Carter an empty wooden bucket. “Care to enlighten me?”
Carter took a deep breath as he tried to recall his dream as best as he could. “Not sure really what it was. It was a dream but felt so real. It was a huge battle of humans against these dark monsters that I have no idea what they were. They were dark and looked like some type of undead creature but with the ability to fight and reek chaos. They were just pure evil. I could feel it.”
“Huh,” Gibson commented as he curiously looked upon Carter, but Carter did not notice. “I bet it was nothing, boy. Just a bit of a nightmare by the sounds of it.”
Little did Carter know that Gibson was lying, and that deep-down Gibson had felt the feeling of something that he had not felt in a very long time. The feeling of fear.
“Why don’t you be a good lad and fill that up for me with some water,” Gibson ushered Carter as he pointed at the nearby wooden bucket. “Let’s start the day by tending to the cows and other livestock.”
Carter did as he was told and soon later the two of them were roaming through the outer fields and making their way through the vast wheat fields across Thieves’ Landing.
Carter never complained about having to get up so early each morning to tend to the fields and livestock of the pirates. Actually, he quite enjoyed it. It gave him the chance to escape the filth and annoyance of pirates and their constant babbling of nonsense. The pirates of Terran were not the smartest but they sure knew how to fight.
“Did you hear the news?” Carter started to talk as he continued his way through the fields behind Gibson.
“You got to be more specific, boy,” Gibson smirked. “Even though this is a small island there’s a lot happening in it. And I don’t know why everyone calls it an island. We are connected to the mainland by the way.”
“Yeah, but we are far away from the other kingdoms and mostly surrounded by water,” Carter countered.
Gibson could only smile at the boy. “The great Kingdom of Horses, Troja, could easily make their way over here if they had ships, and the Sky Kingdom of Andros could easily fly over here with their Pegasus but lack a ruler to lead them.”
Gibson looked back towards Carter and saw him a loss of words. This made the old man laugh.
“But go on boy,” Gibson grinned as he continued to walk once again. “What news do you bring me?”
“Issor has brought five more pirate clans under his banner,” Carter continued.
Issor was seen as nothing but as an outlaw to most on Thieves’ Landing. He was banished many years ago by Agnes for a reason many still do not know to this day. Some say it was because Issor slept with one of Agnes’ mistresses. Others say Issor was trying to start a mutiny against Agnes and his rule. There are many other stories and rumors on this as well.
In the last few years, Issor has united several pirate clans under his rule and plans to challenge Agnes and his forces to take the Throne of Skulls for himself and rule Thieves’ Landing.
“What of it?” Gibson groaned. “How many clans does Issor have now? No more than ten? Agnes still has well over twenty pirate clans under his name and much stronger ones as well.”
“I guess,” Carter muttered to himself as he thought about it more.
The two pirates continued on with their day as the sun slowly began to peak above the horizon. People would soon begin going about their day. Ships could be seen coming into port and leaving. Merchants began opening up their market stands, and inn keepers opened up their shop and bars as well.
Carter and Gibson continued their day by harvesting the wheat fields and rode their oxen cart as they slowly made progress throughout the long day. He continued to harvest the grains and store them into his basket slouched around his shoulder as it grew heavier as the day progressed.
But before Carter and Gibson could continue any further, they were interrupted by the sound of a large horn coming from the pirate palace. The sound echoed throughout the entire island as it was impossible to ignore.
“Well, we better get going,” Gibson sighed as he began loading up the oxen cart with tools and bushels of wheat.
“What’s going on?” Carter asked as he had never heard that horn before in his lifetime.
“Issor must have gathered more pirate clans than we thought,” Gibson explained. “Agnes has called all the pirates to the throne room. It looks like we’re going to war.”




Emma

Andros







The great Kingdom of Andros was like nothing else that existed on Terran. The great city was high in the mountains and surrounded by clouds.
What really made Andros special was not the location but the animals. Andros was home to none other than the magnificent magical creatures of the Pegasus. Ordinary horses, almost, except the small fact that they have wings and can fly. The people of Andros have established a strong bond with these animals for hundreds of years and that was not going to change anytime soon.
The tradition that has existed for many years and generations was, when a child turned the age of twelve they were given their very own Pegasus youngling. They were expected to train it, feed it, and learn to fly it one day. They would become their companion in the fights to come.
And the only way to get into the city on the mountain was by flying.
Andros for the last several years has kept to itself. It has not engaged in the Terran Civil War that has waged on for the last many years and has stayed truthful and loyal to the High Council of Olympia. Even though they don’t support the High Council made up of the Druids fully, they still remain faithful.
Andros for the past many years has had no king or queen. Many years ago they went to support the southern kingdom of Lotheria against a mysterious oncoming attack. They were the only kingdom that heard the call. When the soldiers returned the king and queen did not. Since the time that has passed, Lotheria has fallen and been host to a band of barbarians and savages known as The Exiled.
A small council of elders has ruled in the king and queen’s absence since their disappearance and continue to do so until the only child of the former king and queen comes of age. And that time is almost upon.
The sun was out in full view today and what better day than to train. The people of the kingdom loved flying on their pegasus as much as they could. Especially the Valkyrie. The elite protector force of Andros and its people. Made up entirely of women and one of the most fiercest forces in all of Terran.
Amongst these people that were out training was the heir to the throne of Andros and the late king and queen’s daughter.
“Nice flying, My Lady,” one of the nearby Valkyrie called out to the young princess. “You and Layla truly have a special bond.”
The pegasus roared at the sound of its name.
“You don’t have to be all formal with me, Bri,” Emma called back to her friend.
Emma was just shy a couple days of her nineteenth birthday. Also known as her Name Day. The day she was expected to take the crown and take her place on the Emerald Throne. Not a day she was looking forward to.
Emma loved the feeling of flying and going out wherever she wanted to. The moment she took the crown she knew that all that awaited for her was being stuck in the throne room and ruling the kingdom she loved so much.
Emma truly was special though not just because of her claim to the throne. She rode the only white pegasus Andros has ever seen before. All pegasus are born of the color black, but Layla was not. Rumor has it that Layla was born the same day the princess was as well and that they were made for each other. Thus, Emma has also been giving the title as people have come to call her the White Rider.
She never approved and wanted this title but is a popular name that has caught on to all people across the kingdom.
“We better get back to the city,” Brianne called out to Emma. “The High Council is expecting you soon. They wish to go over the details for your Name Day.”
“I guess we should,” Emma complained as the last thing she wanted to do was discuss more politics.
This was what her life was about to become, even though she never asked for it.
Emma quickly turned Layla around to head back towards the castle as her long light brown hair trailed behind her.
The City of Andros truly was an amazing structure that never got old looking at. Located high above the clouds and in the peaks of the mountain side. Other small buildings and houses surrounded the kingdom grounds but the majority of life was inside the palace itself. The palace was big enough to support markets, barracks for troops, stables for the pegasus, and housing for thousands of people. The only people that did not live in the palace or on its grounds were the farmers and livestock keepers that grew the food for Andros beneath the mountain and on the grasslands of Terran. Emma rarely went down to the farmlands but had gone from time to time.
Emma carefully made a slow landing into the Valkyrie pegasus stable, which was located closest to the heart of the palace. Emma was no Valkyrie herself, but did have the privilege of keeping Layla with the highest care Andros had to offer.
Upon reaching the stable, Emma noticed that one of the members on the council of elders was already waiting for her outside the stables and sat by the fountain in the nearby courtyard.
Emma lead Layla to her stall and left her some carrots to snack on before she departed. Emma approached the elder and took a seat next to him as he continued to admire the beautiful stone fountain of a woman.
“She truly was beautiful,” the elder spoke as he noticed Emma taking a seat next to her. “You look just like her.”
“I don’t remember anything about her,” Emma remarked about the late queen and her mother. “I wish I remembered something but no matter how hard I try I can’t.”
“You were barely of the age of one year when she left,” the elder replied. “There is no way you could remember. Your mother, Queen Leana, had this way with the people. She loved all the people of Andros as did they of her.”
“What I would do to just see her so I could remember her face,” Emma dreamed.
“She loved you,” the elder assured the future queen. “And leaving you was the hardest thing she had ever done.”
“So, why did she leave then?” Emma questioned.
“Because it was the right thing to do. People needed her help and she could not simply ignore the call for help. It wasn’t in her nature. Just like it’s not in yours either.”
The two of them continued to sit at the base of the fountain in silence for a few long moments until it was time to get on with the day’s work ahead of them.
“So, why are you here, Loris?” Emma asked as she stood up from the bench. “What do you need of me this time?”
“Nothing too major, Your Grace,” Loris answered as the two of them began walking towards the entrance into the palace. “Just a couple of things we must go over about your Name Day.”
“You don’t need to call me, Your Grace,” Emma quickly interrupted. “I’m not your queen. At least not yet.”
Loris smiled but ignored Emma’s remark, nonetheless. “It seems like your friend is really fitting into her new role of captain.”
“She sure is,” Emma smiled in response. “Brianne is a well fit choice as being the leader of the Valkyrie. She’s worked hard. She deserves it.”
“I’ve known the two of you ever since you were little girls,” Loris remembered. “And look at you two now. Running the kingdom practically.”
“Nothing I ever wanted,” Emma reminded him.
Loris could not help himself but laugh. “Those who often never want to rule end up being the best rulers Terran has ever seen. You are no different.”
“But ruling means being stuck in meetings and sitting on a really uncomfortable throne,” Emma complained. “Trust me. I tried it out once.”
“Everyone looks up to you,” Loris countered Emma’s complaints. “The Council of Elders can’t rule forever. It is time you take your seat on the Emerald Throne.”
“But–” Emma tried to protest again but was interrupted as Loris opened the doors to the throne room.
As the doors opened the Emerald Throne came into full view. The throne truly was magnificent and beautiful and anyone who saw it would think the same. The green emeralds shined brightly as the sun peaked ints way into the room.
Emma slowly entered the room to see that the other four council elders were already waiting for her inside.
“Your Grace,” one of the council members addressed and bowed as the rest of the group followed her lead. “I trust your flying session went well?”
“All went well, Laura,” Emma replied. “Thanks for asking.”
“We have much to discuss, Your Grace,” Loris began as he ushered Emma and the others towards the room behind the throne.
Alright then,” Emma uttered as she followed Loris to the council’s chambers behind the throne room. “Let us begin.”




Magnus

Yorktown







Beyond the reaches of pirates, and to the south of the great kingdom of flying horses, was a small village that most people often choose to ignore. Surrounded by an abundant amount of trees, and vast open land for farming, it was the perfect place for those who wished to escape the life in the city. The simple life.
Yorktown was geographically closer to the Kingdom of Andros, but control of the town fell upon Olympia. The people in the past had pleaded to both kingdoms for help in the circumstance of shortages in crops or the constant raids from The Exiled held up in neighboring Lotheria. But no help ever came.
Often the Kingdom of Andros would send spare supplies to help but could do nothing more as their power did not reach over to this land. But ever since the Queen and King of Andros disappeared long ago, the supplies were never seen again.
Yorktown over the years had learned to provide for itself due to these events. They planted more farms, raised more livestock, and gathered more wood. Houses were small but the culture of the people of Yorktown was to always take no more than was needed. It has been this way since the foundation.
Among the villagers of Yorktown was a young boy named Magnus and was no more than the age of nineteen. He had lived in Yorktown his entire life and has never seen any village or kingdom outside of it. He dreamt of adventure outside of Yorktown day and night but knew he could never leave. His family was here, and he was to always be here to look after them. Nothing mattered more to him than that.
Magnus often found comfort escaping to the neighboring woods as it was quiet and allowed him to read in silence. He grew up reading the same books as he still does today while his family did not posses anything beyond a few books. The tales of the Phoenix King and all the rulers and descendants that came after him were among his favorites. A time where the ruler would fly across Terran on the back of a phoenix and travel from kingdom to kingdom to protect the peace. Magnus dreamt of seeing a phoenix one day, but they were gone now. Dead alongside the last Phoenix King.
“Magnus!” a girl’s voice called out and interrupted his reading. “Are you in here?”
“Over here!” Magnus responded as he closed his book and made his way towards the exit of the forest. “I’m coming!”
It did not take long for Magnus to make his way out of the forest as he had travelled through these woods more times than anyone could count. As he made his way out of the dense woods, a figure of a slightly younger girl came into his view as she waited for him ever so patiently.
“What is it, Anna?” Magnus asked the girl as he wondered why she interrupted his reading.
Anna was Magnus’s younger sister by only a couple of years. She was what people would consider average height, but she still stood stronger than most. Today she let her long brown hair fall freely beyond her shoulders. This really showed how beautiful she really was and caused her to get much attention from the men of the village. The comments never bothered her though as she never needed any protection or companionship. If so, it was actually quite the opposite.
“Is everything okay?” Magnus asked once again as the brother and sister began walking back to the village.
“Everything is fine,” Anna quickly reassured him. “Ma says it’s time for some supper.”
“Oh, good,” Magnus licked his lips. “I’ve been starving all day.”
“So, what are you reading again this time?” Anna asked curiously as she looked down at the book Magnus was holding by his side.
“The Rule of Lucias the First: The Conqueror of the Sand Wars.”
“Hmm,” Anna commented curiously. “The Sand Wars are always an interesting topic to learn about.”
“Sure is,” Magnus went on to explain further. “Lucias was the Phoenix King during the time and defeated Anubis at the Battle of Anuba. Dethroned him from his seat and imprisoned him at the Labyrinth on Titan.”
“Too bad it was all for nothing,” Anna continued on. “Anubis still has strong supporters and is only a matter of time until he breaks out of the Labyrinth. He plans on uniting the East under his rule. Possibly one that could rival Olympia one day. Or at least they say.”
“Anubis is the only Olympian that is left in this world you know?” Magnus went on to explain with much enthusiasm.
Anna laughed at this. “You consider Anubis a god?”
“Well, that’s what the Olympians were,” Magnus went on to explain. 
“Gods,” Anna laughed at this. “There were never gods in Terran. Yes, they were beings with great power and magical abilities but hardly could be considered as gods. They were only gods because that is what we made of them. We worshiped and idolized them, nonetheless, but it was our decisions that made them seen as gods.”
“You have a fair point,” Magnus uttered as he took his sister’s argument into perspective.
“Of course I do,” Anna joked with her brother. “I’m the wisest person you know.” She grinned playfully.
Magnus could not respond with words to her comment but rolled his eyes at her anyway.
As they approached the small village, the two siblings noticed that there were still many people out enjoying the evening and finishing the day’s work. One of their neighbors had been out all day fixing their wooden roof from a small party of The Exiled that had passed through the village a few days ago.
Magnus had always wished he could fight back against The Exiled whenever they came through, but he knew deep down he would never stand a chance. He was no expert swordsman or archer like his sister. He found himself having to constantly stop his sister from doing something rash each time these barbarians came through.
“Poor Thomas,” Anna commented as she looked on and saw their neighbor continue on repairing his roof. “We should fight back or this will never end.”
“Don’t give anyone ideas,” Magnus hushed his sister. “You know we don’t have the strength or numbers to defend against an attack against The Exiled.”
“I know… but still,” Anna mumbled to herself but Magnus still overheard her.
“And with Olympia not sending any aid or protection, there s nothing we can do,” Magnus continued. “At least for now.”
“What a bunch of low life’s,” Anna raged on. “Those Druids have done nothing but made all of Terran miserable. One day I am going to march up to that capital and give them a piece of my mind.”
“And I don’t doubt it for a second,” Magnus smiled to himself.
Magnus and Anna continued on throughout the village before they were interrupted as they passed by the village pub.
“Hey there sweet thing,” one of the older men, who reeked of ale, called out to Anna. The man was hanging out with his buddies and drinking outside the pub.
The man was much older than Anna herself, and by the looks of it, he was a looter by the way he was dressed. A brown, worn down, leather cloak and boots. Typical looter style look.
Looters did nothing but make life miserable for everyone else in the world. They stole other people’s goods and sold them for their own profit.
Anna decided to do nothing and ignored the man.
“Oh, come on,” the man drunkly called out once more. “What is a pretty thing like you doing with someone like that.”
He ushered towards Magnus.
“That’s my brother, thank you very much,” Anna slashed back as she marched towards the man. “So why don’t you just shut your pie hole and bother someone else!”
The drunken looter did not stop. “She’s a fighter,” he and his friends laughed. “I’m always up for challenge though.”
Anna turned to leave but the drunken man moved to approach Anna and grabbed her by the arm. But before the looter could do anything more, the man was screaming in pain as Anna had quickly twisted the man’s arm and kicked back as he fell face planted into the pile of mud behind him.
“Don’t touch me ever again,” Anna sternly said.
The other two of the looter’s buddies began to approach Anna to fight back but Anna had already pulled out her bow and had an arrow drawn and ready to fire if necessary. They quickly retreated back into the pub and left their friend knocked out, laying in the mud.
“Not bad,” Magnus praised his sister.
“Nothing out of the ordinary,” Anna smiled back. “About the most exciting thing that can happen in this village.”
Little did the brother and sister know at the time, that the future ahead of them was nothing ordinary compared to what they would experience.
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Olympia. The busiest, and dirtiest, city anyone would ever see in all across the vast regions of Terran. Not a real attractive place to come live, but it was here that well over a million people called it their home. And one of those people was a young woman who went by the name of Sara.
Sara had known only of a life in Olympia because it is the only place he has lived and grown up in. She had never ventured beyond the Olympian farm fields or the waters of Royal Bay. This city has been her entire life and nothing else.
For the most part, Sara liked to keep to her self. She lived with her father in a very small house connected to the blacksmith shop that the two of them ran together. Her father made the weapons and she was the one that sold them. They barely made enough to provide for themselves but that did not stop them from helping everyone else where they could.
Nothing too exciting ever happened in Sara’s life. For the most part, it was the same routine every day but she liked it that way. It was safe within the city walls, or that’s what everybody believed.
Sara, on more than one occasion, was always confronted with the question where her mother was at in the picture. Where is your mother at? Surely you don’t get your beautiful red hair and lovely green eyes from your father.
Sara always had to answer the same though. She truly did not know. She had no memory of her mother and her father always assured her that there was never a mother in her life. He raised her since she was first born and no one else.
Her father, on the other hand, was the strongest and most noble person Sara knew. He used to be a part of the Olympian Guard and got way better pay for his work. The Olympian Guard was the backbone and protection of Olympia.
One day, Sara’s father was on patrol outside the city’s walls when they were ambushed by a giant. He was the only one to survive the attack and was seriously inured in result. When he explained, and tried to reason with the Druids, they refused to believe him. No giant had walked these parts for hundreds of years, they insisted. So, they stripped him of his titles and was forced to take his child to the lower ring of the city.
Sara always liked to start her mornings bright and early before most of the city was up and running. She always loved walking the city streets when no one was out and about, and then finally making her way to the outer walls while watching the sun rise from the top.
This morning was like any other morning. Sara was already up and getting dressed for the day. Once she was dressed, she grabbed her bow and quiver of arrows. She silently left through the front door, careful not to wake her father.
Sara began her normal routine throughout the city and saw the city was calm and silent, like she expected. The city streets were littered with trash, animal maneuver, and other evidence of the previous nights events. Olympia truly was a dirty city, especially in the lower ring of the city. Those in the upper ring were able to enjoy a more pleasant and less stressful way of life. That included Olympia’s generals, physicians, record keepers, and of course the Druids.
Sara began to notice that the sun was surely, but slowly, starting to creep its way over the horizon and just a glimpse of orange could be seen coming over the capital’s walls. She quickly rushed to the outer walls of the city until she came at the base of the wall. There were only two ways up to the top of the wall. You could walk the stairs that were built inside the walls or take the easy way, which was taking a ride up the wooden lift.
Olympia’s walls were massive and the tallest walls in all of Terran. When at the top of the wall, one could see an amazing view of of the entire city and the sparkling reflection of the busy harbor of Royal Bay. Sara loved the view and it was the only time each day where she could escape the harshness of reality and just have some time to herself.
“Right on time,” a man dressed in deep red armor greeted Sara.
“You know me, Boris,” Sara kindly replied to the Olympian Guard. “I can’t miss that morning view. How was the night’s watch?”
“Nothing too crazy,” Boris told. “Just a bunch of drunks and  foreign visitors looking for a good time.”
“I’m glad to hear that but to be honest I was hoping for something for exciting,” Sara joked.
Boris could not help himself from laughing. “Oh, Sara. You ask too much of this city. Nothing exciting happens here. Why are you even here still? You’re young and thrive for adventure. You should be out there exploring Terran for yourself. Go visit the elves at Elvenvale. It truly is a magical place and definitely the prettiest city out there.”
“I’ve never seen a elf before,” Sara went on. “They never come here to Olympia. And I wish I could go out there and explore and see things for myself but I could never leave my father. He’s the only family I’ve ever known and got left.”
Boris let out a deep sigh. “Your father did not deserve what he got from the Druids. He deserved better. You both did.”
Sara couldn’t help herself and gave Boris a loving hug. “Thank you, Boris. You truly have been a great friend to me all these years.”
“I’ve watched you grow up ever since you were a little girl who couldn’t even walk yet,” Boris embraced her. “You’re like a daughter to me. Now you get going on up there. You got a sunrise to see.”
“Will do,” Sara continued on.
Sara made her way into the wooden lift as she slide the door closed behind her.
“Going up!” Boris yelled up as he pulled down the lever next to the lift, and then with a sudden rumble movement, the lift began to carry Sara up the city’s walls.
Sara looked down and saw the figure of Boris get smaller as the view of the city got bigger. It was not long after, where she could now see the vastness of Olympia in full. She could see all the way from the lower district, where she lived, to the upper district and the Olympian Keep, located at the highest point of the city. It was like a fortress up there.
The Olympian Keep was where the Phoenix King and his family lived. Or at least did at one time. It also housed the famous throne room and the infamous Ruby Throne. Now it housed the High Druids who took over control many years ago.
Sara always had a hatred towards the Druids due to what they did to her father. It despised her to see that symbol of the burning tree of the Druids hang from the flags from the keep and all across Olympia. She prayed that one day things would change for the better.
This view never gets old, Sara thought to herself.
It was not long after, that the wooden lift came to an abrupt stop signaling that the passenger has finally made it to the top of the great walls of Olympia. They had never fallen to any war or type of siege before and many believed this would hold true for the future as well.
Long ago, and way before Sara or her father’s time, there was a great siege that took place against the capital. At the forefront the army was led by a powerful group of people who called themselves the Mystic Order, which was made up of a group of powerful Sages.
Sages, just like Druids and Greybeards, were a magical group of people that posses unique and great magical capabilities within them. All these groups differed however in minor ways. Druids and Greybeards were conjurers of magic. They used their magic to conjure spells such as shield wards, blasts of magic, and much more. Sages, however, were only limited to their surrounding elements. They could manipulate and control nature itself to an extent. Still just as dangerous and potentially threatening as Druids and Greybeards though.
The small group of rogue sages laid siege to Olympia for 600 days. It was a troublesome time for Olympia but they would survive. Eventually the sages and their army would grow worn and tired and run out of food and supplies one day. So the sages and their army would dispatch and leave Olympia to itself.
Unfortunately, it was not long after that the Druid Order dispatched their own forces to kill the leader sages for their treason and disloyalty to the throne. It was during this time too that the Druids would outlaw any practice of the magic of manipulating the elements. The Sages were hunted to extinction and no Sage has been seen for at least the past several decades.
Sara slowly stepped out of the lift as she stopped thinking about all the past history stories she loved ever since she was a small girl. She looked over the wall and felt the cold and refreshing morning breeze come in and hit her across her face.
It was not long after, Sara made her way to another part of the wall that did not overlook the harbor and the vastness of Royal Bay. This view was much more simple but Sara enjoyed it just as much.
On the other side she took in the view of the great and open landscape of the fields. Just open landscape for anyone to go out and explore. There were several farms, livestock farms, stables, and more located all across the the open fields, but there was still plenty of space for anyone to go out and take in. Sara dreamed of the one day where she would be able to venture out beyond these walls.
“It’s a lovely view isn’t it?” A mysterious voice came behind as it startled Sara.
Sara quickly turned around to see who this mysterious voice belonged too. “Never gets old to me.”
The stranger was young, just like Sara, and probably around the same age as her as well but possibly a year or so older. The young woman had long smooth blonde hair and piercing green eyes. She was slim but the bow and pouch of arrows around her back would tell you she was not a force to be reckoned with.
“Forgive me for the intrusion,” the woman carried on. “But I’ve started to notice your morning routines now.”
Sara knew exactly who the stranger was as she has had many conversation with her before. She wore red leather and a dark black cloak with a hood attached. The typical attire for anyone who belonged to the Hunters of Artemis.
The Hunters of Artemis were an elite force that was stationed in Olympia, just like the Olympia Guard. The Olympia Guard may be the brute force of Olympia but the Hunters were the masterminds behind it all in. Deadly assassins with mastery in archery, and not being seen or heard. Nothing happened in Olympia without the Hunters knowing about it.
The Hunters used to be only loyal to the Phoenix King, just like the Olympia Guard before. Some even say even more loyal as money did not buy their loyalty like the Olympia Guard. But with no Phoenix King, and desperate to have a purpose in the world, they have changed their oaths and have now vowed to protect the Druid Order.
“Not creepy at all, Ashly,” Sara frowned.
Ashly was the leader of the Hunters of Artemis. Even though the group she leads is very little she still is proud to be a Hunter and would never change a thing about it.
“Sorry. Couldn’t help myself,” Ashly said but no regret in her voice. “You know how I must know about everything and everyone in this city. That includes you as well.”
Sara rolled her eyes at Ashly’s answer. She knew why she was really here. Ashly has been bothering her about it for several months now.
“My answer is still no,” Sara said with no second thought at all. “I will not join the Hunters of Artemis.” 
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Titan was the last place anyone in all of Terran would ever want to be. It was desolate, abandoned, destroyed, and dead.
There was no life on Titan and was only important to people because it housed the inescapable Labyrinth. The most secure prison in the entire world. And it was nothing like a normal prison you would find amongst the Terran kingdoms.
The Labyrinth was a magical prison meant to house the most dangerous people and creatures throughout the lands. It was not guarded by the living either but by the undead creatures known as the Shades. 
The Shades only had one purpose in life, and that was being the gatekeepers of the prison. Creatures of darkness like never seen before that made escaping impossible. Only one is known to have had control over the Shades and he has been long missing for many years. The Phoenix King.
The overall state of the Labyrinth remains a mystery to most now and even frightens many due to a certain prisoner they hold. Many want this prisoner to stay imprisoned and some even would prefer he was killed, but there are a select few that wish to see him free from his chains.
And one of those few is Jadyn.
Jadyn is a young, but a fierce and determined woman. She may be a bit on the shorter side for her height, but it just makes it just as much easier to sneak into places where she is not supposed to be.
Jadyn has known nothing but the life of an assassin with her sisterhood known as the Daughters of Anubis. Loyal to the Olympian as they see him as the rightful ruler and father of Terran. The group has always been at the right hand side of Anubis, even during his defeat during the Sand Wars.
Jadyn was brought in and raised by the order. Abandoned by her parents and left alone as a baby at Wilbro, she was adopted and became a Daughter of Anubis. Over the years she has become an expert in all kinds of weaponry but there is no weapon she would prefer than over her spear.
Ever since the imprisonment of Anubis by the Phoenix King of the time, the daughters have lived in hiding in neighboring Wilbro as they await the day for Anubis to escape and retake their home, Anuba, and unite the East into one kingdom that could even rival that of Olympia.
Many people looked the other way when it came to the eastern region of Terran. It mostly had to do with its geography. This region was made up mostly of deserts. It was hot and brutal all year long. The the sand was everywhere you went. Additionally, this region was in constant chaos and conflict. Ever since the Olympians’ imprisonment, there has been no ruler or order to fear and obey. Since then, neighboring villages and kingdoms have been at constant war with each other over the grand prize. Anuba.
Currently, Anuba was under the influence of savage barbarians.
“Jadyn. Wake up!”
Jadyn’s dreams and thoughts were soon interrupted as she suddenly woke up at the yelling of her name.
“What is it?” She groaned and turned to her other side. Her back now facing her friend.
Grace had been one of Jadyn’s best and closest friends since growing up and being a part of the Daughters of Anubis. She truly was beautiful, but just as deadly as the rest in their group and was not to be fooled with.
Jadyn turned around and was now facing Grace. She looked and saw that her friend had put her blonde hair up into a ponytail and had her light tan leather armor already strapped on and ready for battle.
“Titan just came into view. We’ll be on land within the hour.”
Jadyn had awaited for this moment for what seemed like months. For the past couple of weeks, the group had set sail from Wilbro and was making their way towards the dominion of death and evil. Titan.
They were more determined to complete their mission than ever before. They were going to break out Anubis from the Labyrinth.
A task that was impossible and never done before with the Labyrinth’s unbeatable escape record. But that didn’t discourage the Daughters or Jadyn at all. They were determined to be the first.
“What about Abby and Siera?” Jadyn asked. “Are they already up?”
Grace smirked at her friend. “Already up top waiting for you.”
“Oh, great,” Jadyn said as she struggled to finally get up from her bed. “That means I’ll be the last.”
“Right you are,” Grace smiled. “And you better hurry. June is already up there too.”
Jadyn’s stomach became uneasy at the mention of June’s name. Things were about to get interesting.
June was the current leader of the Daughters. She had never cared for, or liked Jadyn since the beginning, and was always out to get her. She was always looking for a reason to punish Jadyn with the most annoying chores and tasks that existed.
“I guess I better hurry then,” Jadyn acknowledged as she started scrambling around her cabin and gathering her belongings.
“I’ll meet you up top then,” Grace said as she left Jadyn alone in her room as a trail of laughter followed her steps.
Jadyn continued to scramble quickly around her cabin and get her outfit ready for the day. Of course on one of the most important days for them, and possibly for history itself, she had overslept.
It did not take Jadyn much longer to gather herself before she was topside of the ship where everyone else was.
“You really did it this time,” one of her fellow companions mumbled to her as she took her stance by her side.
Jadyn sighed. “Don’t remind me, Kiley.”
Jadyn’s attempt to quietly sneak up into position without being noticed did not work to Jadyn’s hope.
“Aw, how nice of our fellow sister to finally join us,” June noticed as she made her way over and stood in front of Jadyn with only a few inches of air separating them.
June’s smooth black hair and piercing brown eyes really made her intimidating, and especially up close. She definitely could put the fear of Hades into anyone who did not know her personally like Jadyn did.
“Sorry, sister,” Jadyn apologized but not sincerely. “It won’t happen again.”
June continued to stare down Jadyn without blinking or moving any muscle ever so slightly. “Pray to Anubis it doesn’t.” Then she continued on and walked back to addressing the group. 
Jadyn let out a deep sigh in relief.
“Today is a very important day to all of us as you know,” June went on. “Today is the day we set on the right path to restore our rightful glory and honor. The motion to reclaim our homeland starts today! Today Anubis goes free!”
Everyone cheered but Jadyn and her close friends silently exchanged glances at each other as she knew they were all thinking the same thing.
Was Anubis even still alive?
Anubis, more than likely the last Olympian in all of Terran, had been imprisoned in the worst place for at least 100 years. The chances of him still being alive seemed pretty slim to them. But this was the only life, and some may even argue, their only purpose as a group. They had to try.
It was not long after June’s little rally that the ship rumbled, signaling to the passengers that they had touched land.
Everyone took in their surroundings of Titan. It was dead and dark. Enormous rigid mountains populated the landscape and the ground was black as if some mysterious evil magic had sucked the life of the very ground itself. It was silent, and more importantly, the normal presence of wind had disappeared.
All members of the group were scared, but no one wanted to show or admit it to the others.
“This is it!” June went on once again to bring momentum to the group. “Today we make history! Onward!”
With June’s last words the entire crew began loading off the boat and making their way on land. But Jadyn had no plans on going to the most dangerous place in the world. At least without her best friend.
“Jadyn!” Grace called out as she noticed her friend divert from the main group while making her way bellow deck. “What do you think you are doing?”
“I’m not going on that island without him,” Jadyn firmly answered as she passed her friend.
“June is going to kill you,” Grace continued to try and reason but it was not use. She knew her friend and was confused why she was even trying to talk her out of it.
“I don’t care. I need him, and so do we all.”
Jadyn lost sight of her friend as she continued making her way bellow deck. She quickly made her way to the very back of the ship until she reached the storage room. A light rattling noise could be heard from the outside as the sound of a metal chain moving around.
Jadyn quickly opened the door to reveal a big metal cage in the middle of the storage room that housed a full size, orange furred, and black stripped tiger, that was sound asleep.
The tiger had heard Jadyn open the door and stood up excitedly at the appearance of her.
The tiger’s name was Raj, and the history between him and Jadyn was a long one. Jadyn had rescued him as a cub when some traders were trying to sell him to the highest bidder. When she brought him home, most of everyone had disapproved at first but she ignored them and raised him anyways.
Over the many years, the majority of the group had grown fond and close with Raj as well and have even counted on his help during certain missions. But June was one of the few that had never changed heart and still held a grudge.
The bond between Raj and Jadyn though was unbreakable and the two of them were hardly seen apart. And nothing would ever change that.
Jadyn quickly approached the cage and unlocked it for her tiger to make his way out. Raj looked up at her and growled in appreciation.
Jadyn knelt down by his side and scratched his head. “Come on buddy. We need you out there.”
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Carter and Gibson quickly made their way back into town on their horses. When they made their way into the Pirate King’s Palace, they noticed that already hundreds had gathered outside in the courtyard with even more trying to make their way into the Throne Room.
The two of them quickly dismounted their horses and slowly squeezed themselves into the building and the Throne Room itself.
When Carter made his way in and could see he saw the big and mighty Pirate King himself sitting on a throne made entirely of ancient and dried up skulls. The Throne of Skulls.
Carter looked upon Agnes and saw him slouched and in distress as he sat upon his throne. In all of his years living upon the pirates, Carter had never seen Agnes’s in so much worry and anger.
Agnes was the biggest human-like giant and man could ever see. His body ripped and torn from the harsh and unforgiving seas. His short black hair and nasty yellow teeth set an example of what a pirate should look like. Carter never agreed to this though.
Nothing ever scared the Pirate King. He was the one that did the scaring. But today would prove to be different.
Carter looked over towards Gibson waiting for him to say something. Anything at this point. Carter wanted answers but never got any from the old man. Gibson was just as worried and confused as Carter was.
After several long minutes of waiting and muttering to one another, Agnes stood up with force from his throne and the room went silent.
“Many of you are wondering why I called all of you here today,” the Pirate King began as his voiced echoed throughout the small chamber they all stood in. “Our kingdom we have built here and worked so hard for is at risk of being destroyed.”
Not really a kingdom. At least officially.
“Issor and his band of traitors have risen up against me!” Agnes went on. “No. Against us!”
A loud roar replied in response from the gathered crowd.
Agnes now stepped down from the raised platform that held the throne and was amongst his gatherers. “And what type of king would I be if I did not respond to these threats! These are our waters and our ships he has been plundering. And I say no more!”
An even louder cheer filled the hall this time from the pirate crowd but Carter and Gibson remained silent.
“Sail out with me!” Agnes continued his rally. “And let’s cut the head off that traitor and sink their ships until there is nothing left! Let us show all the other kingdoms that look at us in disgust that we are our own kingdom now and not one to be reckoned with!”
The crowd erupted in their final battle cry as they unsheathed their swords and started waving them above their heads.
Gibson looked more worried that Carter could ever remember seeing him before. The only time he remembered seeing him this worried was long ago when Carter had been seriously injured after slipping off a tall cliff. It took him over a month to fully recover with Gibson by his side the entire time.
“What the hell was all that about?” Carter asked his mentor.
“It looks like Agnes had just declared war,” Gibson mumbled back to Carter. “And not just on Issor but on all the kingdoms of Terran.”
“And this makes me even more worried how?” Carter asked.
Gibson took Carter’s hand and began leading him out of the throne room and back in the courtyard outside. “Issor is a fight Agnes can win easily. But it’s the other kingdoms that worry me.”
“But the other kingdoms have never bothered with us,” Carter tried to counter. “Or at least recently.”
“And you’re right,” Gibson explained. “The other kingdoms will ignore us. Except one. The Druids do not like to be provoked so Olympia will respond. And that is a fight that we will never be able to win.”
Carter’s stomach dropped at the word of Olympia. The capital of all places was not one you wanted to notice you.
An unlimited supply of troops and Druids that could squish Agnes and his fleet like it was a mere ant without even breaking a sweat. There was no way they were going to survive this one.
“So, what are we going to do?” Carter asked. “Surely we can’t just wait around to be blown up.”
“Our best option is to set sail with Agnes and fight alongside him in his war against Issor.”
“That doesn’t sound like the best plan to me,” Carter sarcastically replied to the man. “I kind of would prefer a plan where I don’t die.”
Gibson sighed and turned around as he stared straight into Carter's eyes as he. Took him by the shoulders. “We have a better chance of surviving against Issor than we do against Olympia. Plus during the chaos of battle will be our best opportunity to try and escape with being noticed.”
“You’re talking about starting a new life,” Carter asked shocked as he never thought these words would come out of Gibson’s mouth.
Carter never disliked a plan of leaving Thieves’ Landing and starting somewhere new but never got the chance or motivation to actually set off and build a new life. A life free of pirates.
“I guess I am,” Gibson mumbled as he was even in shock and disbelief at himself for saying those words. “But it’s the best chance at staying alive.”
Carter had a thousand different thoughts swirling through his head right now but he took a deep breath and closed his eyes to focus. “If you say this is the way then I’m with you.”
Gibson smiled at the kid he had seen grow up. “This is the way.”
“Then I’m with you.”
The very next morning Carter found himself and Gibson aboard on Agnes’ ship with the rest of the fleet sailing out right behind them.
Over the years Agnes had always kept Carter close to an extent. Carter was a good fighter and Agnes always kept his most valuable fighters close by his side. On the other side, Gibson and Agnes had never been close or gotten along either but still had respect for each other due to the past experiences they have had with each other. Gibson always refused to talk about those times.
Agnes and his fleet had been out in the seas for a few hours and there was still not a ship to be seen over the horizon. No Issor either.
It was clearly evident that some of the crew was starting to become restless after only being out at seas for half the day. Pirates were restless and impatient and would much more be spending their time on land drinking and chasing around the local women. This did not bother Agnes one bit.
Agnes had made sure that each and every capable pirate, and ship, was out at sea with him at this moment and only left a small garrison back home to keep the order and to defend their goods. There was no such thing as “order” though back at Thieves’ Landing.
Carter at the moment had taken refuge up at the mast of the ship. The mast of the ship was a giant pole in the center of the ship that held together the sails but also was used for someone to climb up top and scout for nearby ships. Carter loved being up top and being able to take in the incredible view and feel the breeze come alongside his face.
“See anything up there, Carter?” Gibson called from bellow. “Any ships other than our own?”
“Nothing out of the ordinary!” He called back down. “Just another beautiful day across the Terran seas.”
Agnes had now joined in abruptly. “And even if you see the slightest thing of a trader ship I want to know! No one should be in these seas except us!”
“Yes, my king,” Carter answered submissively as he turned back around and continued searching the vast open seas.
A few more hours had passed and it was now nearly the peak of the afternoon. Carter had almost unintentionally dozed until he noticed a ship slowly become visible to his eyes.
Carter quickly pulled out his looking glass to make sure it was not a ship of their own and to his disbelief, it was not.
“Contact!” Carter yelled bellow to the crew who had mostly fallen asleep out of boredom. “Enemy ship beyond the horizon!”
Carter noticed that Agnes too had quickly taken out his own looking glass to confirm Carter’s report and as he saw the flag of Clan Issor flying above the approaching ship a hatred inside him ignited.
“BATTLE STATIONS!”
The bell began to ring throughout the ship as pirates scurried to their positions. Carter noticed a small fleet reveal itself that was trailing behind Issor’s ship and he quickly began climbing down the ladder to get to the ship’s deck.
“Come on you lazy sea dogs!” Agnes barked at his fellow pirates. “I want the Scorpion up top now!”
The Scorpion was a prized siege weapon of Agnes that he had made sure to install on each ship of his fleet. The weapon itself was basically a giant crossbow that fired enormous steel bolts. It was a great weapon on destroying castle walls but in this case even better for destroying enemy ships at sea.
As Carter finally approached the ship’s deck he found Gibson was waiting for him with a sword in his hand.
“You’ll need this,” Gibson threw Carter the sword as he had picked up a bow and quiver of arrows. “You stay by my side at all times. Do you understand me?”
“Yes,” Carter firmly answered as he saw how scared but serious Gibson was at the moment.
“FIRE!” Carter heard Agnes yell out to the crew and at the same moment, Carter looked to see the first bolt from the Scorpion being fired towards the oncoming ship.
Carter followed the shot to see that the bolt had missed and plunged into the nearby sea.
“DAMN!” Agnes cursed in result. “Can we hit the fucking target please!”
The crew stationed on the Scorpion adjusted as told and within a couple of minutes they fired again towards the enemy ship.
Carter followed the bolt once again and saw that this time it had found its target and hit the back left side of the Issor’s ship. The siege weapon had done some considerable damage but the oncoming ship was still easily afloat and kept on its course towards Agnes and his crew.
“TAKE COVER!” Carter heard from a fellow crewmate and quickly looked up and saw a volley of arrows headed his way.
Carter and the rest of the crew quickly acted as they held up their shields to deflect the oncoming wave of arrows. Carter was able to do this with ease but a small few were not fortunate enough and their lifeless bodies now littered the deck’s floors. 
“Some firepower they got over there,” Gibson acknowledged as he knelt besides Carter.
The two confronting ships were now side by side with each other and ready to blow each other to pieces. Neither side ready to back down from the other.
“This is the end for you, Agnes,” a voice came from the enemy ship as Carter guessed this was Issor calling out Agnes. “The end of your reign. Thieves’ Landing is rightfully mine!”
Carter looked over towards Agnes to see how he would respond. He tightened his fists and was about to respond with his own remark but he was suddenly interrupted by a strange noise.
All the chanting and yelling from both sides became quiet and the fighting ceased. The only thing that could be heard was the calm ocean breeze.
At the same moment, a dark shadow overcast both ships as everyone looked up in horror. The figure’s giant wings gave off a violent vibration as it roared to announce its presence to the ocean.
“What in the world-“ Agnes muttered.
“Is that what I think it is, Gibson?” Carter asked.
This creature hasn’t been spotted in hundreds of years and many thought they were just a tale made up for the entertainment of children.
Gibson swallowed in fear. “That my lads... is a dragon.”
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The kingdom of Andros was rushing with excitement. It was only a couple days until the festivities would begin to celebrate Emma’s Name Day. The day the kingdom, and all of its lands, would get their new queen.
Emma, on the other hand, was not looking forward to this day at all. The day where her life would be turned around. No more riding Layla all day alongside Bri or exploring the palace and all its secret rooms and stairways. Now she would have to sit in the throne room all day and listen to concerns or go to meetings with advisors. She would have to make decisions she would think would be best for the kingdom.
But she would do it because Emma wanted what was best for her home, even if it meant taking her place on the Emerald Throne.
“There’s all kinds of people coming into town for your ceremony,” Bri began as she sat on Emma’s bed and watched her friend get her hair ready for the day.
Lucky me,” Emma groaned as she began fixing her blonde hair. “Two more days of freedom.”
“You should be excited!” Bri exclaimed. “You’re going to be a great queen. Plus, I even heard the Greybeards are coming down to pay their respects.”
Emma’s eyes widened at the sound of that name. “Was not expecting that.”
The Greybeards, very much like the Druids, were a group of magical people. Wise with their knowledge of history and other ancient techniques. Unlike the Druids, they had always pledged absolute loyalty to the Phoenix King and his family line. The Druids, however, despised the royal line, and because of this, the Greybeards and Druids had always been enemies.
“I think we all had that same reaction,” Bri responded as she examined Emma’s face. “No Greybeard has ever come to an Andros royal coronation in all of history. So why now?”
“I guess I’ll have to find out when they get here,” Emma agreed. “Except they are going to get hot here with their large dark cloaks they wear.”
The two friends laughed together at her comment.
“True,” Bri acknowledged. “It has been one of our hottest summers yet.”
Emma continued on getting ready for the day. Unfortunately, she was not allowed to wear anything close to what she usually wore and was required to wear something more formal due to the incoming guests from across the nation. She hated when she had to dress up, but at the same time she understood how it was necessary.
“Can’t remember the last time I saw you all dressed up like this,” Bri teased her friend because she knew how much Emma hated it.
“Oh, shut it won’t ya,” Emma cried back. “I think the white looks pretty good on me if I do say so myself.”
Emma did a small twirl in front of the mirror to see all sides of her dress. It truly was a beautiful dress that complimented the young princess’s short blonde hair. Emma truly was beautiful and any noble man throughout the kingdom would agree as well. The most important part of her dress though was the crest engraved in the chest. The crest of Andros. And on the crest was the image of a Pegasus.
“Looking more like a queen everyday, My Lady,” Bri praised Emma’s dress.
“Not yet,” Emma was quickly to remind her. “So let me enjoy my last few days of freedom.”
“Well, time to go be with the people,” Bri ushered as she got up and held the door open for the future queen.
Emma smiled back at her friend as she walked out the door with her white dress trailing behind her.
Emma spent the day traveling throughout the royal palace with Brianne by her side. The day was full of simple talk with representatives and leaders from all across Terran. The Greybeards were set to arrive at any time now and Emma’s coronation ceremony was to be held the very next night.
“Oh, you look so lovely dear,” Emma heard as she walked through one of the courtyards in the palace.
Emma simply, and lightly, bowed towards the servant in return and continued walking on.
Emma decided she wanted to go visit her mother’s statue and pay her respects once more before her life would be changed forever. As she approached the statue, and watched the fountain pour water into the bond bellow, she noticed a mysterious figure was sitting at the base and taking in the night’s views.
As she approached the man’s side, she was immediately drawn to the man’s clothing. He was wearing a thick dark black cloak with several engravings outlining the borders. The engravings included a variety of symbols that looked to be some sort of ancient language.
The man looked up as he saw he was now not alone at the fountain anymore. He lifted down his hood to reveal his face. The man had a gray beard and a shade of light gray hair. As he saw Emma approaching his position, he gave the young princess a bright smile.
“My Grace,” the man stood up as he took Emma’s hand and gave it a light kiss. “It’s so good to finally meet you.”
“You as well,” Emma returned the courtesy as she took a seat by the man.
“Greybeard,” the man began before Emma could even ask the question. “I knew you were wondering so I thought I would save both of us the trouble.”
Emma quickly turned around and gave Bri a slight nod as her friend walked out of the courtyard and trailed somewhere else nearby.
“Gordon is the name,” the Greybeard continued as he introduced himself. “Head of the Greybeards of Northgard. At your service.” He added a wink at the last part.
“Northgard?” Emma questioned curiously out loud. “Can’t say I’m familiar with the area. But haven’t been out far anyways and only been to various kingdoms for small formal events.”
“Not a bad place to call home,” Gordon illustrated. “Basically a mountain but its always bloody raining there. That’s one downside I guess.”
“And the others?” Emma asked as she noticed no other Greybeards had come with him.
“Back at home I’m afraid,” he politely responded. “There’s been some troubling signs so I thought it was best they stay back at the temple for now.”
“Troubling signs?”
Gordon let out a deep sigh as he looked down at his feet. “I’m afraid so, princess. There has been increased sightings of dark forces all across Terran that have never been heard of in a long time. And that’s saying something, because even though I don’t look like it I’m over three-hundred years old.”
Emma’s jaw dropped at Gordon’s revelation. “I had no idea that was even possible.”
“I’ve been here since the beginning,” Gordon smiled as he remembered some of his memories. “Since the very first Phoenix King and the very last.”
Emma had always been very intrigued by the stories of the great Phoenix Kings and Queen. The royal family had always ensured their was peace across the realm with their phoenix birds at their side. Then the Druids came in when the royal line disappeared. Things have never been the same since.
“Truly magnificent,” Gordon recalled. “And let me tell you about those birds. Beautiful creatures. Can get as big as dragons did you know?”
Emma truly was amazed to find all those stories she had always dreamed about since she was a little girl were true. “What I would do to see one of those birds.”
“It’s been many years,” Gordon said. “I’m afraid we may never see one again.”
“One can only hope, I guess,” Emma acknowledged as she looked up at her mother’s statue.
“I didn’t know her but I know she would be proud of you,” Gordon went on as he saw Emma turn her attention to the statue before them. “Putting your people first even though it’s not a job you want. I’ve seen this quality in a few kings and queens in the past. And they end up being some of the best in the world.”
Emma blushed at Gordon’s comment. “I don’t know about that.”
“We’ll know soon enough when you take your place on the Emerald Throne tomorrow and become Queen Emma.”
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“Wake up!”
“What?” Magnus groaned as he turned over and ignored his sister’s voice.
“It’s time to wake up,” Anna nudged her brother for him to get up.
Magnus turned back over to face his sister and saw that she was already dressed and ready for the day. She had her bow wrapped across her should with her quiver of arrows strapped to her back.
Anna had decided to pull her smooth brown hair back into a pony tail for the day, signaling a hard day of work was ahead for the two siblings.
“Do we have somewhere to be or something?” Magnus complained as he sat up and tried to wake himself up.
“Yeah, we’re going on an adventure,” she grinned at her older brother. “We’re going to Andros.”
“Why?” Magnus got up from his bed and made his way over to his dresser to get his fresh pair of clothes for the day. “We’ve never gone there. Usually someone else goes there if the town needs something from their markets.”
“Mom says it’s time for us to make the journey,” his sister explained as she took at seat on his bed.
“That doesn’t sound like mum,” Magnus curiously questioned his sister. “But hey, gives me a chance to finally explore the world outside Yorktown.”
“So hurry up and pack your things then,” Anna excitedly said as she jumped off her brother’s bed. “Mum wants to see us before we go.”
Anna made her way out of her brother’s bedroom and closed the door behind her. Magnus quickly rushed around his room as he switched to a fresh pair of clothes and packed a few extra in his bag as well. As he made his way downstairs to the kitchen, he noticed his mother and sister we already gathered around the kitchen’s table waiting for him.
The house that Magnus lived and grew up in was far from anything special or spectacular. It was a small wooden house with two small rooms upstairs and a kitchen with a dining table for the family. Their mother’s room was located downstairs in what was actually meant to be a shelter.
“Good morning, Mum,” Magnus greeted his mother as he gave her a slight kiss on her cheek.
Magnus and Anna’s mother, Susana, was a strong and just women. She raised Magnus and Anna by herself and their father had left when they were both extremely young as they had no memory of him. Magnus and Anna had always held a grudge against him for abandoning them and their mother, but Susana had always justified that he never wanted to leave and that he had no choice. Magnus refused to believe this.
“So, what’s with this news of us going to Andros?” Magnus asked his mother as he started eating the plate of eggs his mother had laid out on the table for him.
“The village needs some things,” Susana began to explain to her son as she sat across from him at the table as Anna joined her side. “And most of the villagers are getting too old for the journey anymore. Take our two horses and make your way to the kingdom. It’s about a day’s ride.” She handed Magnus a small parchment with the writing of the supplies on it.
“Don’t worry,” Anna comforted her mother. “We’ll be back before you know it.”
“I know you will,” she smiled at her two children as she embraced both of them and said goodbye. “Now get on won’t ya. You have a long day ahead of you.”
After finishing his breakfast, Magnus made his way outside to the backyard stable alongside his sister. As they entered the stable, they noticed the two horses were waiting for them and already saddled for the two adventurers.
The two siblings mounted their respected horses and attached their bags to their backs.
Magnus looked over and grinned at his sister. “Looks like we finally are leaving this place. Never thought that was going to happen.”
Anna laughed at her brother’s comment. “It was time you got your head out of those books of yours anyways.”
Magnus smirked but decided it best not to respond with another smirky comment his sister was bound not to appreciate.
With the two travelers packed and ready for the day ahead of them, Magnus and Anna ushered their horses forward as the view of the small town of Yorktown slowly disappeared behind them.
“What are you thinking about?” Anna curiously looked over towards her brother as she noticed he had not spoken since departing for their trip a while ago.
“What do you think it looks like?” Magnus imagined as he began thinking about Andros. “I’ve never seen it up close and have only learned about it through the readings and drawings in the books I have.”
“Never thought about it to be honest,” Anna went on as she began thinking about the grand kingdom as well. “What do you know of it from your readings?”
“Every writer tells of its beauty and how spectacular it is,” Magnus went on to explain as they continued riding straight through the open grass field. “The Sky Kingdom many have come to call it. Located high in the mountains and the only way up to the royal palace is by flying. Surrounded by the beautiful pegasus.”
“Those creatures actually exist?” Anna asked amazed. “I’ve never seen one.”
“Because they only exist in Andros,” Magnus went on. “Or throughout their realm at least.”
“Well, I’m hoping we see one then,” Anna hoped.
“I bet it’s a safe bet you will,” Magnus assured his sister.
Magnus and Anna spent most of the time traveling throughout the wide open fields of Terran in silence as they exchanged small talk every once in a while. As the evening started to approach, they changed their course and began traveling across the coastline as the ocean view could now be seen on horseback. The coastline had a better trail and it was a better view in Magnus’s opinion.
“Crossbone Sea,” Anna announced as they both looked at the deep blue water that reached far out and beyond the horizon.
“Too bad that such a beautiful place is infested with the likes of pirates,” Magnus mumbled under his breath but Anna was easily able to make out his words.
“No ships that I can see of,” Anna inspected. “Must be our lucky day.”
“Then what’s that?” Magnus interrupted as he pointed out a small fleet of ships that were far from them but easily could be made out from the eye. “And are those ships on-”
“Fire,” Anna firmly finished his sentence. “Let’s go get a better look. Hurry!”
Before Magnus could stop his sister, Anna was already rushing across the coastline to get a better look at the ships on fire. Magnus had no choice but to rush his horse behind her. As they got closer to the ships, the view only got bigger and the fire even brighter.
Several long moments later, they got as close as they could to the burning ships and looked down at the scene from the edge of a cliff. As they looked down, they could hear the screaming of the people bellow and even saw people jumping overboard and into the ocean to escape the fate of fire and death.
“What the hell happened here?” Anna asked horrified at the scene that was taking place in front of her.
“Rival pirate clans by the looks of it,” Magnus examined. “But the question is where did all the fire come from?”
“What do you mean?”
“There’s no way the battle could have produced that much fire upon each other. It had to have come from somewhere else-” 
Just then, a large scream and force came behind them as their horses screamed and the two fell off their horses.
“What the hell!” Anna screamed from the ground as they both looked up to see a large figure with wings fly feet above their heads.
“Impossible,” Magnus muttered as he followed the winged figure fly bellow the cliff and towards the fleet of pirates that were scrambling to survive.
Magnus and Anna got up from the ground and onto their feet as they watched the beast continue to fly and descend upon the pirate ships.
“Is that what I think it is?” Anna asked hesitantly.
“Based on all the stories we have heard since little kids, that seems to be a dragon.”
“I thought they didn’t exist,” Anna questioned. “Or they were all at least extinct.”
“Not anymore by the looks of it,” Magnus commented.
The two siblings continued to watch from the cliff as the dragon descended onto the ships bellow and reigned fire from above.
The dragons that had not roamed for centuries, had returned.
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After Sara’s morning interruption from Ashly, she quickly started to make her way back home to help her father open up shop for the day.
As she passed through the city, she noticed that the markets were now open and people were out buying their goods for the day. Even a larger presence of Olympian Guards were patrolling the streets compared to a few hours ago when Sara had first stepped onto the streets.
When she had finally reached her home, she was surprised to find that her father had not opened up shop yet. At this time he usually was already out and about interacting with commoners and selling all the different types of weapons he proudly made.
“Father?” Sara called out as she opened the door to their house and looked around. No answer.
Instead Sara was answered with the movement of a nearby steel cage as an eagle moved excitedly around it at the sight of her friend.
“Well, good morning Rayla,” Sara approached the eagle and opened the cage. “You slept in today didn’t you.”
The eagle roared excitedly at the sound of its name as it began flying around the room.
“Calm down girl,” Sarah laughed as she started making her way over to her father’s room to see why he had not opened up the blacksmith yet.
Sara slowly opened the door to her father’s room and noticed his body was still laying in the bed, but something did not feel right to her. This was very unlike her father as he always got up the same time everyday to open up shop. He never broke out of routine.
“Father, why aren’t you up?” Sara quietly asked as she made her way over to his side. Still no answer.
Sara then turned her father over to see him and that is when she was struck with horror. His face was black and his breathing was very slow and loud.
“What the hell is this?” Sara cried out as she tried to speak to her father.
This time Sara’s father groaned in reply and began to violently cough. “Just a bit sick it seems, dear.”
“Dad, you are more than sick,” Sara told him. “This is nothing like I’ve ever seen before. What happened yesterday? You were perfectly fine yesterday just like any other normal day.”
“Must have caught it during the night,” he groaned again as he rolled over to his other side.
“This isn’t normal though,” Sara argued. “I’ve never seen anything like it before. This worries me. Like if it’s dark magic.”
Then the thought hit Sara as the room went silent once again. There was no other explanation she thought. No normal sickness would make him this sick and change his physical appearance so quickly. It had to be dark magic.
Sara bent over and kissed her father peacefully as she made her way out of his room. “I’m going to go find us some help. Just keep resting until I get back.”
As she made her way out of the house, Rayla was quick to fly and wrap her claws around Sara’s shoulder as the two of them made their way out to the busiest city in the lands to figure out what the hell is going on.
As Sara took step on the stone streets in front of her, she had to shield her eyes with her arm for a brief moment as the sun was not out in full view for the day. As her eyes adjusted, she looked beyond as far as her eyes could see and saw that the great outer wall still stood tall and proud. Sara could even see some of the tall statues that lined across the outer wall but that was a story for a different time.
“Where’s your father at, Sara?” A nearby voice called out that had caught her off guard. “He usually would have opened up hours ago.”
“Unfortunately, he caught a cold last night,” Sara answered the old woman whom she had recognized as she was frequently stopping by the shop to buy a variety of goods. “Should be better tomorrow and things will be back to normal.”
“I’m sorry to hear that. Give your father my love, dear.”
Sara continued on through the busy streets and started making her way towards the upper ring of the city. The upper ring of the city was where Olympia housed all its greatest physicians and healers of sort. Hopefully she would find some answers there.
It did not take long for Sara to reach the gates of the upper ring. Sara looked up at the magnificent walls that protected the higher officials and the royal palace that had once housed the Phoenix King. The walls stood tall, but this is not what caught Sara’s attention. It was the three statue figures that stood tall and powerful at the main entrance. Two of the figures took the shape of old men with beards. One holding a lightning bolt while the other held some type of staff. Above the two was the third statue, which took the figure of an eagle but the torso of a man. Everyone knew these faces as they were known as The Big Three.
“Truly magnificent aren’t they,” a familiar voice came behind Sara as she turned around and saw the face of the Olympian Guard she had seen earlier that morning.
“Boris?” Sara questioned but smiled at the friendly face. “What are you still doing up and about? Your shift should have been over by now.”
“I was actually on my way home but then saw you taking in the sites of The Big Three so I decided to stop by,” he answered. “Truly magnificent aren’t they? Zeus on the left and Odin on the right and the great almighty Ra flying just above.”
“The leaders of the Olympians,” Sara added showing that she was familiar with the myths.
“You know your myths well,” Boris grinned at the young red headed girl. “Legends says that the Phoenix King got his powers from the Big Three. Infused their power and knowledge into one being so he could lead the lands against the forces of darkness.”
“And what forces of darkness would that be?” Sara asked curiously but still was not completely persuaded that all these myths were true.
“No one really knows I guess,” Boris replied. “Maybe there never really was and it was just a story made up for people to believe in the legitimacy of the Phoenix King and his family line that would soon follow. All I know is that they truly were special and powerful enough to tame a phoenix. Every single one of them.”
“Obviously not powerful enough,” Sara muttered. “Because now they’re gone and the world has now gone to shit because of it.”
Boris closed his eyes. “Yes, turmoil has plagued Terran ever since, but hopefully one day that will all change. At least I hope.”
“None of this helps me today though,” Sara groaned. “I need to get into the upper ring.”
Sara knew from the beginning that she would never be allowed into the upper ring of the city when she belonged to the lower ring. No one was allowed to travel between the two rings unless they had the proper clearance and papers from the High Druid Council.
The lower ring had its own physicians and healers as well, but Sara knew none of them would know how to help her father in his unique situation he was facing. Her best luck would be with the physicians in the upper ring who had better access to resources and even certain knowledge and practices.
Boris looked over at Sara cautiously. “What happened, Sara?”
“It’s my father,” Sara closed her eyes as a few tears began sliding down the side of her face. “Something hit him last night and it is not normal. He’s more than sick. I’ve never seen anything like it before. It’s dark magic.”
“My gods,” Boris replied horrified. “I have no words what to say.”
“No words are needed,” Sara thanked. “Can you help me?”
“Of course,” Boris smiled back. “I’ll help you as much as I can. Wait here.”
Boris proceeded by slowly walking over to the guards stationed at the front gate of the upper ring and began talking to them. Sara kept her distance but watched cautiously as Boris continued making small talk with his fellow Olympian Guards. It took a long while until Boris finally left the guards and started making his way back towards Sara.
“Sorry, had to make small talk before bringing up the big question,” Boris answered Sara’s questioning face. “Seems suspicious.”
“Smart move,” Sara agreed. “So, what did they say?”
“They’ll let you in under one condition that I go with you.”
Sara’s eyes lit up as she gave Boris a hug. “Thank you so much! I have no words.” 
“Like I said, I’ll help you as much as I can,” he returned the hug. “Also I kind of had to lie a little so if they ask, you are my niece.”
Sara teasingly grinned at Boris. “Okay then. I didn’t know you were that good.”
“Oh, shut it won’t ya,” Boris called back embarrassed as the two began walking towards the main gate.
As Boris and Sara approached the gates to the upper ring, the gates slowly began to open as the soldiers at the gate signaled those above on the wall to open them. As the great metal doors slowly crept open before their eyes, Sara could also feel the rumbling of the earth at her feet. She never thought she would live to the day where she would actually be allowed to step foot in the upper ring. She had never even dreamed about it as it always seemed impossible to her.
Sara found herself in complete shock as she stepped into the upper ring with Boris at her side and Rayla still tight around her shoulder. It was beautiful, and the buildings were magnificent. All the buildings here were much taller and better maintained. Even newer by the look of it.
Beautiful courtyards and fountains were spread across as far as Sara could see. She even noticed a large structure that looked like some type of academic building Sara guessed due to the type of architecture she could see.
“The Great Library,” Boris answered Sara as he noticed her studying the building. “Holds all the answers you may ever have in one building. Truly is something special if I do say so myself.”
Before Sara could say anything else she found herself interrupted once again my the unpleasant voice she was too familiar with.
“I don’t think you belong here,” Ashly’s voice called out from behind as Sara turned around to face her and a group of Artemis Hunters by her side once again. “So, tell me. What brings you to the upper ring.”




Jadyn

Titan







“I can’t believe you brought that thing,” June groaned as she saw Jadyn and Raj slowly approaching from behind.
“He has proven to be more than useful on countless of missions,” Jadyn argued back. “So just back off won’t ya.”
Jadyn knew saying those last words was probably not the best idea. Jadyn was known for speaking out before really taking time to think them through. This proved to get herself into trouble more than she would like to admit.
June gave Jadyn a piercing look, but decided to let it slide and that she would deal with her later.
The Daughters of Anubis kept light on their feet as they continued their journey on foot and towards the Labyrinth. As she looked around, Jadyn could not decide rather it was night or day. It had looked exactly the same ever since she had woken up. Pitch dark with an overcast of creepy and unnatural looking clouds above them. Jadyn also noticed a series of unnatural red lightning strikes taking place in the far distance over a range of dead mountains that had turned the color of a sandy red. Reminded her of what mountains may have looked like if they had any back home in the East, but all they had was sand dunes.
“I don’t like the look of this place,” Grace commented as she made her way to Jadyn’s side alongside their other friend Abby.
Grace and Abby were the closest of the Daughters of Anubis Jadyn had come to since the beginning. There were others she was close to as well, like Siera and Kiley, but nothing could compare to Abby and Grace. They were her closest and best friends. They were her family.
“I second that,” Abby also agreed as she continued to cautiously scan her surroundings. “This mission seems like a waste if you ask me.”
“It’s a big gamble, that’s for sure,” Jadyn said. “Who knows if Anubis is still even here or alive. It’s been over one-hundred years since his imprisonment. I don’t like our odds on this one.”
“My question is, if he is still alive, how is he the last Olympian?” Grace questioned. “Where are all the others?”
This was true, and many have journeyed out before to see if they could find any surviving Olympians or evidence at least. The last records show that the last time an Olympian was seen was during the time of the Phoenix King. The Big Three had never been seen or heard from since the reign of the Phoenix King but the other Olympians were quite present. Even a number of them served as advisors to the king, but it was during the time of the disappearance of the Phoenix King they had seemed to vanish as well.
“Hopefully far away from here,” Jadyn muttered. “We can’t have any distractions today.”
Raj roared in agreement.
The traveling group had suddenly stopped in their tracks as the earth beneath their feet began violently shaking. It felt as if the island was going to be split in two, but for the time being it did hold together. Then in the far distance, a bright stream of red light erupted from the mountainside and into the dark sky.
“My gods,” said Grace. “What the hell is going on this island?”
“I thought it was supposed to be mostly abandoned,” Abby also commented as everyone continued to stare at the stream of red now acting as a beacon on the island.
“Doesn’t look like that’s the case anymore,” Jadyn said.
“This doesn’t change our plan,” June called out to the girls. “We keep moving forwards!”
“Keep your eyes open, girls,” Jadyn called out to her friends as she began to move her feet across the dead ground bellow her. “Who knows what we’ll run into.”
It did not take the group much longer for them to arrive at the edge of the cliff that would reveal none other than the Labyrinth itself. It was massive and uneasy to the human eye. For this was not any normal prison that most people would probably think of.
The Labyrinth was a massive field that filled up the entire valley bellow the cliff that Jadyn was currently standing over as she looked down at the prison. The field bellow was filled with tress and dark green hedges that created a maze that would be impossible to escape. Meant to keep the prisoners in and anyone else out. Above the maze itself, was a dense white fog and above the fog were the prison guard’s themselves. The Shades.
The Shades flew above the prison dressed in their dark stripped black cloaks. They held no figure or face under their hoods. A creature of nothing but darkness.
“Well, this just got a whole lot harder,” Grace pointed out the Shades that patrolled every corner of the maze bellow.
“There’s got to be at least thirty that I can see,” Jadyn pointed out as she tried to count as many as she could but it proved to be quite difficult as they continued to fly all over.
Jadyn turned around and sat herself down on the rough rocky ground as she looked up at the dark sky filled with violent lightning strikes and began to think. This whole trip she thought was ridiculous from the beginning. Rescuing Anubis from the most guarded and secure prison in the entire world, which was protected by an army of dark forces. What she would do to go back to Wilbro where she spent most of her days roaming the markets and running across the roofs of houses and other buildings of sorts.
“We’re going in,” June called out as she pulled Jadyn back to reality. “Keep your heads down, and whatever it takes, don’t make a sound.”
“Here goes nothing,” Jadyn mumbled as she stroked Raj’s ears.
Jadyn followed the rest of the group as they quietly slide down the cliff side and made their way to the base of the foggy maze with bow and arrow drawn at the ready.
“Stay close,” June said as she lead the charge and lead the others into the maze.
Jadyn cautiously made her way through the maze with Raj close to her side and Grace at her back. She looked around and found herself most unsettled. A series of cages were built into the maze itself that gave its prisoners almost no room at all.
Jadyn noticed prisoners of all sorts. Humans, elves, dwarves, and monsters that she had never encountered before.
“Is that a Centaur?” Grace asked as she looked over at the figure with the body of a horse but the torso and head of a man.
“It looks like it,” Grace said stunned. “Never thought I would ever see one in person. You’ll never come across one in the East.”
Raj did not like the sight of the mysterious creature and growled at its presence.
“You shouldn’t be here,” the centaur sinisterly said. “These are dangerous times. Don’t you feel it.” The centaur closed his eyes and lifted his head up high as if he was feeling some invisibly force coursing through his veins.
“What the hell is that all about?” Grace whispered as she kept her eyes guarded on the prisoner.
“I don’t know,” Jadyn answered. “It’s best we keep our distance and keep moving on.”
The Daughters ventured further into the maze and from time to time had to find coverage from a Shade on patrol. Jadyn noticed that each time they had to take cover they were getting closer and closer to being discovered. Like they could sense their presence.
“Do we even know where we’re going?”Jadyn asked as their trip was getting more and more dangerous.
“Anubis is the Labyrinth’s most prized prisoner,” June scowled back at her. “That means we have to make our way further into the maze where they keep their most dangerous ones.”
Before the group could react, a loud high pitched scream echoed throughout the prison. Jadyn looked around and that is when her heart dropped. A Shade was looking right at them in the far distance at the foot of what looked like to be those most secure prison cell of all.
Jadyn looked up towards the sky and saw a floating metal cell right above the Shade that had spotted them. There were no chains attached to the cell.
“Dark Magic,” Grace commented as she noticed Jadyn’s puzzled look. “That’s how the cell is floating.”
Jadyn looked up towards the cell once again and noticed a group of Shades closely surrounding the cell. Inside was a prisoner like no other as she felt a surge of power rush through her veins like never before when she made eye contact with him.
She immediately noticed the head of the predator animal of the jackal and the body of the strongest man alive. The Olympian gave the most sinister grin that Jadyn had ever seen.
All of her disbeliefs had now proven her wrong.
“I’ve waited over two-hundred years for this moment,” the powerful voice echoes throughout the maze. “My time has finally come.”
Jadyn looked around at her fellow group members and noticed that everyone had become just as stunned as she was. But she knew she did not want to die here either as she quickly loaded an arrow and fired towards the cell’s lock placed on the iron door.
Direct hit.
June looked at her alarmed, but the damage had already been done. As the arrow hit, and destroyed the lock, the cell exploded on impact and shards of metal littered the nearby area.
The Olympian slowly came into view has he descended towards the ground until his feet touched the cold stone floor.
“Finally,” he called out once again as she lifted his back to stand up straight.
The Shades immediately began to scream in unison as they charged towards their former prisoner.
Before Jadyn could react, the Olympian conjured a mass of dark red energy in the palm of his right hand and released it towards the creatures. A ray of red energy shot towards the creatures and they disintegrated on contact with ease.
Jadyn alarmingly looked at her friend Grace as they took in the sight of the raw power they had just witnessed.
The Olympian soon later turned to face towards the group. “It’s customary for you to bow to your king.”
June followed his command and went on both knees and bowed towards the Olympian as the rest of the group followed her lead.
After over two-hundred years, Anubis was now free. 
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Carter looked around as his vision became clear once again and he only saw one thing. Death.
The ships all around him had been engulfed in the fiery pit of dragon fire. Most of the ships had been destroyed from Issor’s and Agnes’s fleet, and those that have not had become inoperable and waited for the dragon’s return.
During the destruction and chaos, the ships had slowly drifted towards the shore nearby. The shore was still quite a distance from the wreckage, but those all around saw it as their only way of survival and began to abandon their posts as they plunged into the water bellow.
Carter flinched when an unexpected hand grabbed his shoulder.
“Thank the gods you are alright, boy,” Gibson said relieved. “We got to get out of here. It’s only a matter of time until the beast returns.”
Carter rubbed his eyes to try and clear off the dust from the event but only ended up making it worse. “Was that… what I think it was.”
“Still trying to believe myself as well,” Gibson began ushering Carter away from the middle of the ship. “A fucking dragon. Can you believe it? I guess all those stories and myths must be true.”
“What now?”
“We jump and make our way to the nearby shore,” Gibson pointed out to the nearby sand beach at the base of a small cliff. “It’s our only chance.”
“And where do you think you are going, BOY!”
Carter looked behind him and noticed Agnes limping towards their direction with his eyes bulged and rage coursing through his veins. The left side of his face was covered in blood rushing from his forehead while still holding his war axe at his opposite side.
“TRAITORS!” he yelled again as he continued towards them with much difficulty. “How dare you abandon your king! After all that I’ve done for you!”
“Done for me?” Carter yelled back infuriated. “You have done nothing for me except given me the life of thieves. I know nothing about myself or my history because of you! And look around you. There’s nothing left!”
“Oh, so you want to know the truth!” Agnes stared back. “Your own parents abandoned you and left you to die! I still question why I even allowed Gibson to keep you when he found you at that abandoned village. They saw you as weak. They were right.”
Carter tightened his fists together at Agnes’ comment. He could feel the rage and anger starting to grow stronger inside him with every second that went by. But he knew better. His path was clear now. This is when he would get that new life he had always wanted. A life away from pirates and filth alike. This was his chance and he was never going to look back.
Before anyone could do anything more, the sea echoed with that terrible roar that could be felt from several leagues away. Carter turned around and saw the winged creature remerging from the white clouds above the cliff.
“NOW CARTER!” Gibson yelled as the two of them jumped overboard before Agnes could react and plunged into the cold water bellow them.
A jolt of pain was sent throughout Carter’s body when he jumped into the sea and hit the water with incredible force. He screamed out in pain but the water only silenced his screams. He looked above and saw the dragon fly just above the water and descended upon Agnes’s ship with its breath of fire. When Carter finally swam up to the surface, he could feel the heat of the fire come from the dragon’s breath.
He looked upon the ship once more and saw it was now in more flames than just moments before. Before he could react, the ship exploded and split into two. Carter found himself terrified, but amazed, by the fact that it took only one dragon to destroy an entire fleet of ships. Imagine if there were even more out there.
“Carter!” Gibson called out from the nearby distance as he pointed out the sandy beach he had before. “Swim!”
Carter followed Gibson’s lead and used all of his remaining energy to move his body across the water. It took several long minutes until they finally reached the beach as he quickly laid on his back and began to try and catch his breath.
“Let’s just rest here for a bit,” Gibson agreed as he too laid down by Carter’s side to try and catch his breath as well.
Carter closed his eyes and deep down was hoping when he opened them once again he would realize this was all just a nightmare he would wake up from. But he knew deep down that was not true and it was all real. His life had been changed forever.
“What the hell is even going on?” Carter called out. “None of this is normal.”
“I was hoping you could tell us,” a different voice replied that frighted Carter as he quickly jolted up and looked to see two unfamiliar faces standing on the same beach.
A young girl with her bow and arrow pointed towards their direction with a slightly older boy standing close behind her. The boy looked as if he could be the same age as Carter.
“Who are you?” Carter asked as he held out both of his hand up by his side as to not give the girl a reason to release her arrow.
“You first,” she demanded as she slightly pulled back on her bow string a bit further.
Carter slowly stood up with his hand still up to his side and noticed that Gibson had also followed his lead.
“My name is Carter,” he calmly began to explain. “And this is Gibson.” He pointed behind him.
“And give me one good reason why I shouldn’t put an arrow through each of your heads,” she stared. “Pirates.”
“That was never the life I wanted,” Carter tried to explain further. “But it’s the only life I’ve known. Please. We’re both just trying to get out of here.”
The girl continued to stare and held her bow at the ready, but then slowly lowered her weapon.
“Fine,” she said cautiously as she stored her arrow back into her quiver on her back. “My name is Anna. This is my brother Magnus.”
Carter nodded towards her brother.
“Was that a dragon I saw earlier?” Magnus asked curiously. “I didn’t know they still existed.”
“I didn’t know they existed at all,” Carter exclaimed.
“We were on the nearby road traveling when we noticed all the destruction,” Anna went on. “We decided to give it a closer look and that’s when the dragon came out of nowhere. Knocked us right off our horses.” 
“Where did it even come from?” Carter asked. “Nothing like that has  ever been spotted in Crossbone Sea for generations.”
“Who cares,” Magnus interrupted. “Let’s get out of here before it comes back and burns us all.”
But it was too late. The field once again was filled with the violent roar of the winged beast as the group turned around to see the dragon flying directly at them. Carter looked upon the beast and was paralyzed as it flew closer and closer with every second that went by.
“RUN!” Gibson yelled for everyone to scatter.
Everyone ran in opposite directions to try and find cover wherever they could, except Carter. He was still paralyzed as if he had become stuck in place and continued to watch the dragon draw closer to him.
“Carter!” Gibson yelled as he now noticed that he had refused to move like the others and began to run back towards his position.
But he was already too late.
The dragon opened its mouth and reigned fire down upon Carter.
Gibson lifted his arm to shield his face from the heat of the fire as tears began to roll down the side of his face. “NO!” The old man screamed.
“Damn,” Anna cursed as she too had to shield her face from the extreme heat of the dragon’s breath.
And then the dragon was gone and it disappeared in the far distance across the mountains. But then everyone’s jaws dropped in amazement as a figure slowly reappeared as the dragon’s fire began to extinguish itself.
It was Carter.
Alive with no scratches or scars at all.
Carter had felt nothing from the dragon’s fire. No pain. No burning. Just a presence of warmth.
“Impossible,” Gibson muttered as he approached Carter. “You should be dead.”
“I guess I’m not,” Carter said, just as shocked as the others as he lifted his arms to examine them himself and saw there were no traces of burns.
“That’s impossible,” Anna added as she and her brother came into view.
Carter looked over towards Gibson and was surprised to find him happily smiling upon him instead of amazed like the others. “What?”
“It all makes sense now,” Gibson continued to smile. “I knew you were special when I found you in that abandoned town with no marks of any sorts. No baby could survive in the wilderness by themselves like you did.”
“What are you getting at?” Carter looked upon his mentor. “I don’t understand.”
“What he is saying is, there has always been only one family throughout history that has been able to walk unharmed from the destruction of fire breath,” Anna began. “And we thought they had all died.”
“No,” Carter quickly came to protest the thought. “That’s impossible. I’m a nobody.”
“A nobody with no parents,” Gibson agreed with the girl. “No history. No home. A baby left not because their parents abandoned them, but to protect them.”
Carter continued to shake his head as if he wanted to continue to refuse the thought. There was no way he could be this special person the entire world had been looking for for the last several decades. He was nobody.
Carter turned around towards the travelers that they had met earlier and noticed they had bent down to one knee and faced him. He was astonished by the royal gesture as this was the last thing he would expect anyone to do towards him.
He quickly turned the other way, back towards Gibson, and noticed that he had followed the siblings’ lead as well.
Carter looked at Gibson and saw his face looked more prideful and honored than he had ever seen it before.
“All hail, The Phoenix King.”
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Magnus had a million thoughts going through his head right now. Over the past hour he had witnessed a dragon vanquishing a fleet of pirate ships to ash, and saw a boy that was immune to dragon fire.
The Phoenix King was alive.
It was impossible to deny what they had just saw. He had read stories like this all throughout his life, but now he was living one for himself.
“What the hell is going on?” Anna looked around flustered and began to run her fingers through her brown hair.
Anna’s comment was left unanswered as the beach was only met with silence. No one had words for what they had all just witnessed. Everyone’s worlds had just be turned upside down, and the fact that there was a Phoenix King alive in Terran, changes everything. The High Druids have no claim to the throne anymore and this meant Carter was now the rightful heir to the Ruby Throne.
“This changes everything,” Magnus broke the silence. “With no doubt, you come from the Phoenix King bloodline, and in result, you have the sole right to rule Olympia.”
Carter was quickly to shake his head as he tried to ignore the comment. “No. You got it all wrong. I’m not royalty. I’m a nobody. My whole life has been living amongst pirates and keeping my head down while trying not to get noticed.”
“There’s no denying it, Carter,” Gibson took the boy by the shoulder. “There’s no denying what we all just saw. You should be dead.”
“And what am I supposed to do!” Carter snapped. “I can’t rule a kingdom! And damn sure can’t rule all of them throughout Terran!”
The group became silent again as Carter did bring up a valid point. What was he supposed to do? He had no army to back his claim. No experience on the politics or royalty. He was no warrior either.
Magnus took a deep breath before approaching the boy he barely knew. “I can’t imagine what you’re going through right now but you have no idea what this means for so many of us. Ever since the High Druids took over many years ago, the world changed. Civil war has erupted and many of the kingdoms cut ties with Olympia. Towns have struggled greatly, just like mine. If you make yourself known, those that are loyal will follow you. You can change the world to become a better place.”
Magnus looked over and could tell that Carter had taken his word’s to heart and continued to think about them.
“Where do I even start?” Carter asked with a blank expression across his face.
“We start with Andros,” Anna replied. “That’s where we were headed. It’s the closest kingdom from our current location. We have to try.”
“Why are you even helping me?” Carter said. “You barely know me. I feel like I barely know myself anymore.”
It was true. Magnus barely knew this person who now holds the name to the most powerful family in all of Terran history.
“And what about mum?” Anna turned to her brother. “We are supposed to bring back supplies to the village.”
Magnus closed his eyes to think and knew what he was about to say was probably one of the craziest things his sister never would have thought would come from his mouth. “We’ll go to Andros and demand an audience with the court, while getting the supplies for the village. Once we return the supplies, we’ll go with Carter wherever we need to go.”
“Why?”
“Because it’s the right thing to do,” Magnus answered with a thought of doubt.   
Magnus looked over towards Carter and saw him give a gentle nod towards him.
“We better get moving then,” Magnus acknowledged as he looked towards the mountains where the dragon had vanished over. “The last thing we want is to be here if that dragon decides to show back up. Not all of us are invincible to fire breath.”
Anna nodded as well. “Agreed.”
Magnus and Anna decided it was best to allow Carter and Gibson to ride with them on their horses. It was the fastest way to get to Andros. Gibson rode alongside Magnus while Carter rode with Anna.
The majority of the trip was ridden in silence besides the small talk Gibson would make from time to time.
“Been to Andros once,” Gibson commented as the group continued on through the vast empty grass fields. “A beautiful place.”
“Is it true?” Anna began to ask. “Do they really have pegasus?”
Gibson grinned as he remembered the city the last time he visited. “The legends are true all right. Beautiful creatures. Probably the reason Andros is considered one of the kingdoms to have the strongest armies in all of Terran.”
Anna looked up and smiled as she looked forward to seeing one of these magical beasts with her own eyes soon.
Magnus had always been fascinated about reading stories about the myths of magical creatures that supposedly existed all across Terran. But after the recent events of the dragon attack on the pirate fleet, it seemed like all those myths were now true.
“Last time I was there, a king and queen ruled the kingdom,” Gibson went on recalling his last visit. “Since then, the king and queen disappeared and is now ruled by a high court until the princess comes of age.”
“Princess?” Magnus asked.
“The only child and daughter of the king and queen,” Gibson answered. “And quite beautiful by what I have heard.”
Gibson smirked at Magnus as his face slightly turned red in embarrassment. Magnus decided it was best of him not to respond to the pirate’s teasing comment. Magnus looked over at his sister and saw that she gave him a teasing smirk as well.
It did not take long after until Magnus noticed the sight of large open farm fields come into view. The fields were massive and were filled with a variety of different types of crops being grown. Magnus even noticed some of the farms had open grasslands dedicated for being roamed by all sorts of animals. Horses, cows, chickens, and more were just a few that Magnus could make out.
“Andros,” Gibson commented as he looked over towards Magnus. “At least the border of it.”
“It’s beautiful,” Anna said. “I’ve never seen so many farm fields in my entire life.”
“It sure is,” Gibson agreed. “Andros is big in agriculture. They are completely self sufficient when it comes to providing food for its people.”
“Well, that must be nice,” Anna grumbled angrily as she thought about how their town struggled each winter to have enough food for everyone.
“Ever since the the take over of Olympia, the people of Andros have become an isolated kingdom,” Gibson explained.
It was not long after that the mountains came into full view of the travelers. No one spoke as they became amazed at the sight. An entire city built in one of the tallest mountain sides in all of Terran. And above it, were the flying horses with wings.
“Are those-” Anna pointed out the flying creatures.
Gibson grinned at her happily, “Yup.”
“How do we get up there?” Magnus asked as he looked up at the mountain side.
“The only way is flying,” Gibson quickly answered. “That or you climb the mountain. And I don’t recommend that.”
“Speaking from experience there?” Anna jokingly asked the grey bearded man.
“Ha!” he quickly spat back. “You wish!”
It did not take long before a patrol noticed the presence of the travelers as they flew down from above and landed at the ground next to them on their large winged beasts. Magnus saw that the Pegasus were just slightly bigger than your normal average horse. He agreed that they truly were beautiful and elegant.
The guards that approached them were fully suited in the traditional light blue armor with a Pegasus crest engraved on the chest. Each of them held a long silver pointed spear at their side.
“Woah,” Anna muttered as she got her wish to see a pegasus up close and in person.
“Welcome to Andros,” the captain guard began to greet them. “You have come at a moment when Andros will witness history. We welcome you to join us in tonight’s festivities to honor this special occasion.”
The group looked at each other confused. They had no idea at what was going on. They had all been cut off from the news of the outside world for their entire lives, besides Gibson. But it seemed he was confused at this news as well.
“Sorry, special occasion?” Magnus asked.
The guard looked down at them confused on how no one was aware of what day they had arrived on. “Well, the queen of course. The princess is being crowned tonight.”
What were the chances of that, they all thought to themselves.
Magnus looked over towards Gibson and saw the the man gave him a teasing grin like he did last time he had mentioned the princess. Magnus quickly turned his head away in response as he tried to ignore him but found himself flustered anyways.
“And may we ask what brings you to the Kingdom of Andros,” the guard cautiously asked as he came to the conclusion that the travelers were unaware of the coronation and festivities taking place.
“We request an immediate audience with the queen,” Gibson told the patrol. “It’s urgent.”
The guards all looked at each other and began to laugh at the old man’s request. “And why would she want to see four peasants who clearly don’t know where they are, or their place.”
Magnus saw Gibson turn his head towards Carter and gave him a grin.
“Because of him,” he answered as he pointed towards Carter.
“And why would she want to see him?” they hastily responded at Gibson. “What’s so special about him.”
It was at this time when Carter got off the horse and put his body between the patrol and the group he had traveled with.
“Because I’m the Phoenix King.”
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Emma was not able to sleep at all.
She had stayed up all throughout the night thinking about the day that she had always dreaded. And now her coronation was to be held that very evening at sunset.
Emma did not resent the crown, or becoming the Queen of Andros at all, but there were other things Emma wish she could do instead. She had always dreamed of becoming a Valkyrie, like her best friend Brianne, or being able to explore the lands outside Andros. She had visited very few other kingdoms, but dreamt of living out in the wild and discovering places that were still waiting to be seen for the first time.
But becoming the queen did not allow any of this.
Emma had always put the people of Andros before any other situation, and she loved it, but becoming queen meant this would become her full time job. Her days of flying around with Layla whenever she felt like it were now over. The Emerald Throne has sat empty for too long and the people were ready for her to take her place.
Emma had gone out the night before with Bri to explore the festivals that had been taking place over the last week in her honor. People and races from all over Terran had come to celebrate and be the first to see the new queen. Emma was even aware of kings, and other leaders alike, had brought their young sons in hope of arranging a marriage between the two of them. She had been sure to show them all that she was not interested.
“What about the young prince from Irongate?” Bri had teased her that night. “He’s cute. And that blonde hair I would die for.”
Emma rolled her eyes. “Since you’re so interested why don’t you.”
“Well, if you don’t mind I just might have to,” Bri teasingly licked her lips in response as the two friends began to laugh as they continued walking down the street and viewing the many different attractions.
Emma continued to sit upright in her bed that morning and slowly watched the sunlight fill her bedroom from the main window. Being high above on the side of a mountain had many benefits, and watching the sunrise was one of them.
She knew that she never wanted to step outside this room ever again. Once she took those first steps out, she knew it would mark the beginning of her life changing forever. How deeply she wished she could go fetch Layla and ride her all day above the mountainside but knew there was to be no time for that. Especially today.
Before Emma could go further deeper thinking about the day before her, there was a sudden knock from the outside of her door. She quickly made her way over towards the door and fixed her nightgown so she looked in some type presentable.
The moment she opened her door, a flood of servants poured into her room before she could even react and were followed close behind by Loris and several other council members.
Emma glared at Loris and was only greeted with a bright smile back at her from the man who was now wearing emerald green ceremonial robes.
“What is all this?” Emma questioned as she pointed out all the servants that had now filled her room.
“You got a big day ahead of you,” Loris answered. “We got to make sure you look just perfect.”
“And is all of this really necessary?” she complained back. “The ceremony isn’t until tonight anyways.”
“It is,” he objected.
Before Emma could reply again, she found herself caught off guard as a loud short burst of laughter came from the far corner of the room near the door. Emma quickly turned and saw that it had come from Bri, who had snuck into the room a few moments earlier. Emma returned the favor and glared back at her.
“You wouldn’t be laughing if this was you,” Emma pressed back as servants continued rummaging around her. They soon sat her down and began working on her hair.
Emma’s smooth blonde hair was not the longest. but there was still enough to comb it out and make it look longer than she usually wore it out. She did not like it one bit but decided it was best to stop fighting for now and pick the battles she knew she could win later.
It was not long later that Emma signaled for her friend to come over to her side.
“Yes, My Princess.”
“If I have to suffer all day then you’ll be right by my side suffering as well,” Emma uttered.
Bri smiled brightly, but gave a simple nod as well, as she understood what Emma wanted.
“I also must ask you to do a favor for me,” she continued.
“Of course. Anything.”
“Layla,” Emma asked. “I want her there tonight. By my side. Make sure it happens.”
“I don’t know if that’s a good idea,” Brianne protested. “It’s definitely not customary.”
“Unfortunately, I have to agree with the Valkyrie,” Loris overheard.
Emma closed her eyes, and took a deep breath, before she became more serious than anyone in the room had ever seen her before. “She is the only family I got left. She needs to be there. And as your future queen I will make this an order if I must. But right now I am asking of this as your friend. Do you understand?”
The room was silent as Bri and Loris exchanged glances at each other until they silently agreed with each other.
“Of course,” Bri replied as she bowed slightly towards Emma’s direction. “Consider it done.”
With Brianne’s new orders, she quickly left the room and would not be seen again until the coronation later that night.
“Thank you, Loris,” Emma turned to council member.
He smiled back as he began to think about how he had watched this little girl grow up over the years and today was the day that she would become Queen of Andros. He could not have been any prouder.
Loris,” Emma asked. “What happens to the High Council when I become queen?”
“Disbanded I believe,” he answered and took a seat by her side as the servants continued working on her hair. “Of course we will stay close by as a board of advisors for when you may need us.”
“Good,” she sighed. “I’ve been thinking long and hard the last few nights about when I become queen and there’s something I must ask of you.”
“I’m not going anywhere if that is what you are worried about,” he reassured her.
“And that is why when I become queen I will name you, High Warden of Andros.”
Emma noticed she had not received an immediate response from Loris and looked over towards his direction. She noticed how shocked and lost in words he had become.
High Warden was the highest title anyone could get in any of the kingdoms across Terran, besides king or queen. They acted as the top advisors and were the right hand to the king or queen. They oversaw all the lands throughout the kingdom and were also known as The Protector of the Lands.
“My Queen-” Loris stuttered, still in shock at what words to say.
“I am not your queen yet,” Emma quickly reminded him. “So, is that a yes? And I will not take no as an answer.”
Loris quickly got up from his seat and got in front of Emma on one knee. “It would be my honor.”
Emma took his hand with hers, “rise.”
Loris did as he was told as he lifted his face up and smiled at her. “Thank you.”
“And let’s keep the bowing to a very bare minimum,” Emma said. “You know I’m still getting used to that.”
Loris smirked. “Of course.”
Before she knew it, the sun had begun to set beyond the mountain and Emma was about to become queen and sit upon the Emerald Throne for the very first time.
The servants and advisors had left a while ago to get themselves situated and made sure everything was in place for the ceremony. She had sat in her room by herself for the past hour staring out her window, thinking about how nervous she was and what the future ahead looked like for her.
Emma was currently dressed in a heavy ceremonial gown that had been made many years ago for her for this very day. It truly was beautiful as it reflected the color of emerald green, just like the throne she would soon sit on. Additionally, it even had some small emeralds woven into the dress itself. Emma never liked dressing up fancy but the moment her eyes had fallen on this dress she had immediately fallen in love with it.
A light knock soon came from her door as a young servant girl entered the room.
“They’re ready for you,” she quietly spoke and bowed her head.
Emma slowly got up and followed the servant out her room with her green dress trailing closely behind her.
It was not long later, after slowly traveling through the castle’s corridors and hallways, that she had arrived at the closed wooden doors that lead straight into the throne room.
“My Queen,” the servant girl bowed once more as she dismissed herself from Emma’s side.
There were two guards positioned outside the doors awaiting for her signal to open them for her. Emma closed her eyes one last time and took a deep breath in, and then finally out.
It was time.
Emma slightly nodded towards the positioned soldiers in blue armor as they moved towards the center and began to slowly open the heavy doors.
As the throne room slowly became visible, she could see the Emerald Throne in the center on its elevated platform. The room was filled with more people than she had ever seen in the throne room before. They lined up on opposite sides of the room with a clear open path in the middle for her to walk down.
Emma slowly began to walk into the room as she noticed two figures waiting for her on either side of the Emerald Throne. On the left was Loris smiling down on her, and to the right, was Bri with Layla right by her side as she roared at the presence of her master.
As Emma made her way down the aisle, she looked into the crowd and noticed all sorts of people from different kingdoms that she had never come to know before. But she did see one familiar face that made her smile as she made eye contact with the figure in black robes. Gordon. He smiled brightly back at her and even gave her a slight nod as she passed him.
Emma slowly continued on and made her way up the few stone steps that held the Emerald Throne. When she came face to face with the throne, a flood of emotion overpowered her as she had fight back the tears that wanted to fall down her side so badly. She soon turned around to face the crowd and sat on the throne.
“It is my honor to present you, Queen of the Mountain!” Loris called out. “Queen of Horses! Queen of Andros!”
Loris then followed by taking the crown that was handed over to him. The crown was made up of bright silver, and in the very middle, was a large green emerald. The biggest emerald in all of Terran.
Loris slowly placed the crown on top of Emma’s head. “All hail Queen Emma! Long may she reign!”
“Long may she reign!” the crowd echoed with their voices filling the entire hall.
“Long may she reign!” she heard Bri by her side join in as she turned and grinned towards her friend and Layla.
Layla bursted out once again as she too joined in with the crowd.
The throne room erupted as everyone began applauding towards the new queen.
Before she could say anything, or address the crowd, the throne room’s door flew open violently as a local guardsmen came running through the room and towards Emma.
The hall quickly fell silent and a flood of royal guards put themselves in front of Emma’s path so the guardsmen could come no closer. The crowd began to whisper as they began to gossip about the event that was transpiring right before their eyes.
“What is the meaning of this!” Loris demanded as he made his way to the center of the room where the intruder was now being held down by other soldiers. “Explain yourself!”
“The queen has a visitor,” the intruder began to explain as he tried to catch his breath. “They demand to see her immediately.”
“And who thinks they are so important they can interrupt her coronation!” Loris yelled.
“The Phoenix King, My Lord.”
The room went completely silent at the sound of his name. Emma quickly glanced down to see that Gordon had just as shocked and uneasy reaction as she did.
The Phoenix King had come to Andros.
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It did not surprise Sara one bit that Ashly and her hunters were waiting for her right inside the entrance to the upper ring of the city. Ashly had been following Sara’s moves for weeks and she now blamed herself for not being more careful and secretive.
“What brings you to the upper ring of the city?” Ashly asked timidly as she got close to Sara and positioned herself in front of her. “I’m curious to know why you have sneaked your way up here.”
“It’s not like you would believe me even if I told you,” Sara spat back.
“Try me,” the leader grinned.
“My father has become sick,” Sara began to explain. “And there’s nothing normal about it. No regular medicine can cure this. He is on the verge of joining those that have gone beyond. I believe it is dark magic.”
Sara prepared herself for some ridiculous and unnecessary comment to come back at her from the leader but she was quiet. Not even the slightest hint of a sinister grin had come across her face. Sara looked at Ashly’s eyes and only saw the eyes of a frightened girl and was caught off guard because of this. Sara had never seen Ashly display any type of emotion before but today would be the first.
“What?” Sara asked as she searched for what Ashly was hiding from her.
“Walk with me,” she ushered as she began walking deeper into the upper ring. “Alone.”
Ashly glared back at her fellow companions and Boris as she signaled them to not follow.
Sara followed closely by Ashly’s side and the two of them walked through the busy open streets throughout the upper ring. Ashly remained silent and Sara decided it was best for her to follow her lead as well. It was not until they had reached courtyard that Sara found herself stunned by the sight of a giant statue that filled the courtyard. As they walked up closer to the statue she noticed it was the carving of a woman and a strong, powerful, and beautiful one by the looks of it. Sara briefly felt a small sense travel throughout her body as she stared up at the statue in amazement and admiration.
“Beautiful isn’t she?” Ashly commented as she saw Sara continue to examine the statue.
“Yes. Who is she?” Sara asked.
“Queen Elyana,” the hunter answered. “The first and only Phoenix Queen of Terran. There had been many queens in the past but she was the only one to ever rule from the Ruby Throne.”
“Why are you showing me this?” Sara turned to face Ashly once again as she tried to study was her true motive was.
“You may think I’m the bad person here, but I’m far from it,” Ashly laughed. “I brought you here because during her time as queen she faced the crisis of waging war against dark magic users. During the time these users came to be known as Necromancers. The war would be known as The Necromancy War.”
“What happened?”
“Hundreds of thousands of people would died during this time,” Ashly went on to explain. “From direct attacks from the Necromancers or from some mysterious sickness that was incurable.”
“So, you believe me then?” Sara asked hopefully. “You think possibly one of these Necromancers had made my father sick?”
Ashly sighed. “In normal circumstances I would think you were crazy and making this all up. But yes I do believe you. I believe you because just a few weeks ago we had a farmer outside the city walls die due to this same reported type of sickness. I went to investigate his body after he had passed and was horrified by what I had seen.”
“What does this mean?” Sara was afraid to ask.
“This means that the Necromancer had made it into the city.”
Sara was horrified at the thought that a dark magic user had now somehow made their way into the city. Olympia was supposed to be the most protected city in the entire world and now the capital of Terran was vulnerable.
“What do we do?” Sara asked. “How do we cure my father?”
“Accounts during the Necromancy War show that the people who had become sick by dark magic were cured only one way. The source of the magic had to be destroyed. Once the Necromancer who had conjured the sickness was killed the victim was cured.”
“How does one kill a Necromancer?”
“During Queen Elyana’s reign she used phoenix fire,” Ashly explained. “Phoenix fire has unique magical properties that has powerful effects against dark magic.”
“So, it’s impossible then,” Sara slumped down as she sat on the ground bellow her in defeat.
“Not exactly,” Ashly said unsure. “We may have a way but it has never been tested before.”
“What is it?” Sara looked up from the ground as a flicker of hope came across her eyes once more.
“There’s something I must show you,” Ashly offered. “But the only way I can do that is if you join the Hunters of Artemis.”
Sara followed by managing herself up from the ground bellow and looked at the leader straight in the eyes and answered without hesitation or a second thought. “Then I accept. I will become a Hunter of Artemis.”  
It was not long after that Sara had been issued her own uniform and was even given her own bow and quiver of arrows but she refused the bow.
“Mine will do just fine,” she told them.
When Sara put on the archer robes she had been given she was surprised to find how comfortable they really were. She was able to move around in them freely and were incredibly light.
“They look good on you,” Ashly commented as Sara finished getting her last things together. “The red robes really complement your hair as well.”
“It better be worth it,” Sara grinned back. “Where are we going anyways?”
“To the royal palace,” Ashly answered. “But more specifically underneath it.”
“And I’m guessing whatever is underneath there is going to help us defeat this Necromancer,” Sara added. “What is it?”
“Can’t ruin the surprise,” Ashly smiled. “Come on.”
Sara carefully followed Ashly throughout the upper ring by her side while the two other Hunters that had come with Ashly followed closely behind them. As they walked throughout the busy streets Sara noticed other fellow Hunters in red robes positioned all across the city. Some were seen in corners or alleyways and some were seen sitting across rooftops of houses and local businesses. The Hunters liked to remain unseen and they were good at it.
“It’s important to remain in the shadows,” Ashly explained as she saw Sara noticing some of the other Hunters. “Our job is to protect this city at all costs and that means also listening to news and rumors that people spread to one another. We only intervene if absolutely necessary. The Olympian Guard is the brute force of Olympia. We are its ears.”
“And what have you heard about today?” Sara asked curiously.
“Nothing good,” Ashly looked away. “Just some troubling signs.”
Before Sara could ask any further, she noticed they had reached their final destination. They now stood at the foot of the main gate of the royal palace. She looked up to see the royal palace reached and extend up high and above the clouds. The highest point in the entire kingdom Sara was told. The Olympian Keep. Home to the Phoenix King.
The guards positioned at the gate let the group in with ease but instead of walking up towards the palace they began walking towards an entrance located inside the the hill on which the palace stood on.
“Not a word,” Ashly cautioned Sara as she lead her into the entrance.
As she made her way into the the side of the hill Sara found herself amazed of what lied within. It was a massive temple filled with a variety of different carvings all across the walls. The only source of light was from the many torches that had been places carefully throughout the temple. She could even feel the cold breeze as she continued to walk deeper in.
“What is this place?” Sara asked amazed. “It’s beautiful.”
“It’s the beginning,” Ashly answered as she continued to lead Sara into the temple. “Legends say this is the birthplace of the Phoenix King. We call it the Temple of Malvis. The first Phoenix King.”
“Malvis,” Sara repeated to herself.
Ashly lead Sara down the stairs where there was a giant open space except for a small raised altar that held some type of item but Sara could not make out what it was due to it being covered by some type of dark cloth. This item also marked the very center of the temple.
“This is what can help us,” Ashly pointed on the covered item. “This is how we kill the Necromancer.”
“What is it?”
Ashly carefully pulled the black cloth off to reveal a dark red egg. It was much bigger than your normal chicken egg and Sara got the uneasy sense that whatever was in there was extremely powerful.
“That’s impossible,” Sara said as she continued inspecting the egg. “Is that a-”
“A phoenix egg,” Ashly answered for her. “The birthright to any Phoenix King or Queen. This was has been dormant for many years though. Or that’s what everyone thinks at least.”
“Phoenix Fire,” Sara uttered as she came to realization on why Ashly had brought her here.”
“Exactly,” Ashly said. “Of course there are many problems this presents.”
“Like how are we going to get this egg to hatch,” Sara added.
“They say a phoenix egg will only hatch in the presence of a Phoenix King or Queen,” Ashly elaborated. “And the last Phoenix King disappeared many years ago.”
“So what do we do?”
“There is a chance,” Ashly continued. “I just received news today that someone has entered the kingdom of Andros and are claiming they are the Phoenix King.”
“What!” Sara yelled. “It can’t be.”
“That’s exactly how I feel too,” Ashly agreed. “I don’t believe it though. A usurper trying to seize power probably.”
“And what if they really are what they say they are?” Sara asked.
“Then it’s only a matter of time until he comes to Olympia to claim what is rightfully his.”
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After centuries of imprisonment on the most secure place in the world, Anubis was not free.
The Daughters of Anubis had now freed their father. Their king. And the last known living Olympian in all of Terran. Their path was now more clear than ever. Take back their homeland. Restore the king to the Golden Throne. Rule the East.
Jadyn knew that the other kingdoms in the East would fight against Anubis’ rule, but after seeing the extreme power that the Olympian possessed within the palms of his hands she had no doubt they could crush anyone who got in their way. Fort the first time in all of her life Jadyn did not feel scared anymore. She felt powerful.
Anubis had gone around the group and personally greeted everyone who had embarked on the mission to rescue him but when he came to face Jadyn he stood still.
“You’re the one that shot that arrow,” his deep voice spoke to her.
“Yes, My Lord.”
“You have done me a great favor,” he went on. “I can sense much power flowing through those veins. You will make a great warrior in my conquest to retake Anuba and reunite the East under my rule.”
“It would be my honor,” Jadyn bowed once again towards the Olympian.
Anubis smirked at her and walked past her as he made his way to the center to begin addressing his warriors once again.
Jadyn had heard the screams of nearby Shades grow louder as they had now clearly sensed that their most prized prisoner had now escaped. Raj lowly growled too at the noise.
“Easy boy,” Jadyn mumbled as she stroked the tiger’s ear.
“My daughters,” Anubis began dressing the group once more. “You all have done well and will be greatly rewarded. But it is time that we retake our home!”
The group cheered and raised their weapons in agreement.
“Anuba awaits!” he yelled once more as the strength of his voice echoed throughout the entire prison. “Onward!”
With their new orders, the Daughters of Anubis began journeying back throughout the prison with their weapons drawn as Anubis lead the charge.
As Jadyn continued running close behind the group with Grace and Raj by her side, the screams of the Shades continued to grow louder and even more restless and enraged. The Labyrinth was not a quiet place anymore as the prisoners it held now filled the halls with cries and uproars. Jadyn noticed a small prison cell that held a Minotaur as she quickly ran by. The beast continued to ram his horns against the metal caged doors that refused to break open.
“Ahead!” June pointed out as the figures of three Shades came into view and began violently flying towards their location.
Jadyn and Grace quickly made their way towards the front of the group as the two of them simultaneously drew an arrow from their quiver and launched it from their bows towards the approaching creatures.
The two arrows went straight through two of the Shades they were meant for as if the arrows had only hit the air in front of them. Grace and Jadyn looked at each other in fear as they now knew their weapons would have no effect on these creatures.
“They’re creatures of not only darkness but were also created by the means of magic,” Anubis explained as he noticed the distraught face on the two of them. “That means they can only be destroyed by magic.”
Anubis lifted his fist once again and shot a force of red energy towards the approaching group of Shades. The creatures screamed violently as they came into contact with Anubis’ spell and were disintegrated on impact. 
“Let’s keep moving,” the Olympian grinned at Jadyn once more.
June took charge as she began leading the Daughters outside the prison walls. Jadyn looked back and noticed the Labyrinth and its misty fog had began to slowly disappear from view as they continued to put us much distance between them and the prison as possible. Jadyn could still hear the cries and screams from the prisoners and Shades from the distance as she made a silent prayer that she would never have to go back to that place ever again.
It was not long after that June had begun to slow down and the group behind her followed her lead. “I think we’ve put enough distance between that prison and ourselves for now.”
Jadyn was glad as she was now finally able to get a break and catch her breath. She could not remember the last time she had to run so much and as long as she did today. She did remember that one time she was caught stealing some apples from one of the markets in Wilbro, but was able to loose the guards easily as she climbed on top of the buildings.
“I can’t believe we actually made it out of that mess,” Grace interrupted Jadyn’s thoughts as she approached her side. “About half of everything I have ever disbelieved has been proven wrong today.”
“You don’t have to tell me that twice,” Jadyn replied. “Heck, all the talk about Olympians I thought was just a mere fairytale for children. But here there is a living Olympian walking right in front of me.”
“Who can match power like his?” Grace asked as she fearfully looked towards Anubis.
“No one,” Jadyn answered coldly.
“There is one,” June had joined in as she quietly had made her way towards the back of the group.
Jadyn looked upon June and expected to see an annoyed and disgusted face present across the leader but she was shocked to find that was not the case. June looked like a completely different person. Someone who was cautious and fearful. She was scared of Anubis.
“Who?” Jadyn asked.
“The only person who has ever defeated him before,” she went on. “The person who imprisoned him in the beginning. The Phoenix King.”
“The Phoenix King?” Grace asked a bit too loudly.
“Shush!” June snapped. “Don’t say the name too loudly. Who knows how he will react.”
June cautiously looked towards Anubis as he continued leading the group from the front and was relieved to find he had not overheard them.
“King of Olympia,” June quietly continued. “And claims to be the rightful ruler of Terran.”
Jadyn could tell that June despised of this so called Phoenix King. She would not be surprised to find is she blamed this ruler for every problem or hardship she has ever had to face. More importantly, Jadyn knew that June blamed him for not having a home. She wanted a home for all of her life. She wanted Anuba.
“And this Phoenix King is someone we should fear?” Grace cautiously asked.
“Very,” June answered. “If he was alive. The Phoenix King disappeared many years ago alongside his family. The Druids of Lumbar now control Olympia which has plunged many of the other kingdoms in Civil War against the capital.”
“The world is out of balance,” Anubis abruptly interrupted as the three girls began to feel the sweat trickle down from their brows in fear.
Jadyn was relieved to find there was no retaliation from the Olympian as he continued walking calmly ahead without looking back to face them.
“It is my destiny to restore it,” the Olympian continued. “We will start with the East. Uniting the East is the first and most essential step in restoring the balance of the world. From there we will take over one kingdom at a time.”
Jadyn looked at Grace and June stunned as she never thought she would be getting herself involved in world domination. Jadyn never had the desire to rule or have all the power in the world. She preferred to stick to the shadows and watch from a distance.
“And with what army?” Jadyn asked.
Jadyn felt a strong nudge to her arm come from her side as June stared at her with wide opened eyes.
“How stupid are you?” June hissed at her.
“Not to worry,” Anubis held out his arm to calm her down. “She brings up a valid point.”
Jadyn looked at June and gave her the biggest smirk she could master. June rolled her eyes in response.
“When we get off this wretched island I will send out the call,” Anubis continued. “All my warriors that have been hiding, much of like yourselves, will answer the call. There will be more than enough to take back Anuba from those filth that lay in our house.”
“We would like nothing more,” June sinisterly added.
“This island is weird,” Jadyn agreed with Anubis’ previous comment. “There’s something about this place that doesn’t feel right. Like something has been asleep for a very long time and has finally begun to awake.”
Jadyn looked towards Anubis and saw his face had become uneasy and refused to respond and remained quiet as he looked onward and towards their ship that had slowly came into view.
“Like what?” Grace asked her friend.
“I’m not sure,” Jadyn answered. “But all I feel is darkness.”
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“How long are they going to make us wait?” Anna complained as she continued pacing around the room like she had been for the last several minutes.
Upon arriving to the front gates of the great Kingdom of Andros, Carter and his group were greeted upon a patrol of Andros knights. When Carter told them who he was they immediately flew the group up to the mountain side and ushered them into a private room in the royal palace.
Carter had to admit he did not like the fly up to the steep mountain side. He much more preferred to stay on the ground rather than above the clouds. Anna, on the other hand, enjoyed it greatly Carter had observed. The whole way up she kept boasting about how amazing it was but the moment they were escorted and locked in the room is when she had went back to her previous and more stubborned self.
“They can keep us in here as long as they want to,” Gibson groaned as he took a seat on the nearby couch.
“And took our weapons,” Anna frowned. “They better give me my bow back or else.”
“Why are they doing this anyways?” Magnus asked.
“Because they don’t believe me,” Carter suggested. “Heck, if I was them I wouldn’t believe me either. It was just yesterday we all found this out and saw me not get engulfed in dragon fire.”
“Pretty damn cool though,” Anna grinned. “Not many people can say they survived a dragon attack. Or say they’ve seen a dragon too I guess.”
Carter snickered at Anna’s polite and strange comment. “Thanks.”
“I just can’t believe you’re the Phoenix King,” Magnus said. “Like what are the chances.”
“Somewhere deep down I still don’t want to believe it,” Carter replied as he slowly walked towards the window and looked down the mountainside. “But I can’t deny what we all just went through. My real question is how is it possible?”
“One of your parents had to be related to the royal family line,” Gibson suggested. “But we don’t even know who your parents are so the real question we need to be asking is where do we even begin?”
“Does it really matter?” Anna asked. “He’s the Phoenix King. This changes everything.”
“Of course it matters,” Magnus explained. “The Phoenix King is more than about the power they supposedly posses. The name itself suggests they have the sole right to the Olympian throne and all the lands of Terran. Without the true connection with the family line their claim is almost worthless.”
“He speaks the truth,” Gibson agreed.
“I don’t have any desire for the throne,” Carter told them. “I am more worried about is why there was a freaking dragon flying freely in Terran. Aren’t they supposed to be extinct?”
The room remained silent as no one knew what words to say. Then there was a knock on the door and everyone perked their heads up and towards the door as three figures emerged from the other side.
One was was older man with a a brown beard and had emerald green ceremonial robes on. The other man was much older and had a dark grey beard and wrinkles across his face. What really made him stand out was his black robes he was wearing that hard a strange pattern of symbols and writing across the rim. Lastly, was a young beautiful girl with blonde hair that stopped just before her shoulders. She wore a long green ceremonial dress that dragged behind her and was wearing an elegant crown with a large green emerald in the center. It was clear to them all that this was the young princess that had just been crowned the new Queen of Andros.
“My Queen,” Carter quickly offered the courtesy as he went down on one knee and bowed his head slightly.
He noticed that the rest of the group had followed his lead.
The girl gave them a hand motion as they all got up on their feet once more. Carter looked upon the young queen and noticed that she had slightly blushed at the courtesy he and his group had offered her earlier. She was new to royalty just like he was. He knew exactly how she was feeling at this moment.
“And you must be the Phoenix King,” the girl began. “I am Queen Emma of Andros and the two men with me are Loris, High Warden of Andros, and Gordon, leader of the Greybeards.”
“A Greybeard as I live and breath,” Gibson commented in amazement. “What a honor.”
“The honor is all mine,” Gordon returned the pleasantry.
“Greybeard?” Carter looked over at Gibson confused.
“An ancient group of people,” Gibson informed him. “Sworn to serve no ruler or leader besides the Phoenix King. And last time I checked a group that did not get along very well with our current rulers in Olympia. The Druids.”
Gordon sighed. “This is true. The Druids have no right in ruling Olympia. That right only belongs to the Phoenix King.”
“And that’s why you just had to come see me for yourself,” Carter said. “To see if I was really him.”
“I have served many Phoenix Kings and even a Queen in the past,” Gordon smiled. “I have come to offer my services once again. But if you don’t mind me asking how do you know you are the Phoenix King?”
“I was attacked by a dragon,” Carter told the story. “And didn’t burn at all.”
“Impossible,” Loris interrupted outraged. “Dragons don’t exist.”
“That’s we all thought too,” Magnus tried to kindly argue. “But we all saw it. There’s no denying it.”
Carter looked at Emma straight into her blue eyes and could tell she understood him. She felt for him. He did not ask for this. He was a nobody yesterday but today he was now the most important person in all of Terran. For the rest of his life people would challenge his claim and even plot against him. Many would even see him as a usurper and try to kill him because of it.
“I believe him,” Emma said as the room went dead silent in result. “I believe you truly are what you claim to be. The Phoenix King.”
“Your Highness,” Loris quickly protested to her comment. “I must advise you-”
“I thank you for your council but I have made my decision,” Emma quickly interrupted him. “I see no other reason for him to make up this story as well. It is clear to me that he doesn’t even want the throne or the power that comes with it but is slowly coming to accept this reality. I know this because I went through the same exact thing.”
Carter smiled at Emma as he gave her his quiet appreciation.
“Dragons,” Gordon muttered. “I can’t believe it.”
“Have you ever seen one before?” Emma turned to the old man.
Carter looked at the group he had travelled with and saw they looked just as confused as he was. This man could not really be that old could he?
Emma saw their confused looks and smiled as she proceeded to to explain to them how old Gordon really was and how he had been here since the very first Phoenix King. Since the very beginning.
“Did you serve the last Phoenix King then?” Carter asked. “The one that disappeared.”
“I did,” Gordon smiled as he began to remember. “Orellius was his name. Probably the Phoenix King I was closest to. He had the most loving family too. He was more than just my king. He was my friend.”
“Im sorry,” Carter offered his condolences. “That must have been very hard for you. Do you know how he disappeared?”
“Unfortunately, no,” the Greybeard sighed. “Orellius had sent me on a exploratory mission a few months before. He was scared about Titan and he sent me to investigate. He had been having many nightmares about forces of darkness gathering on the island. I went there and found nothing. When I returned to the outer wall of the city I saw the banners of the Phoenix King had been replaced by the burning tree sigil of the Druids. I fled back to Northgard and have never returned since.”   
Carter looked upon Gordon this time and saw the history of the world in his eyes. He knew the man had been looking for a purpose for the past several decades since the disappearance of Orellius and his family. He had spent his days sitting in Northgard waiting for the Phoenix King to return one day. Waiting for him.
“Do you believe me?” Carter asked straightly towards the Greybeard.
“I do,” the old man answered without hesitation. “You are the Phoenix King. I have no doubt about it.”
“Then serve me,” Carter said.
I room went silent as the people began quietly discussing among themselves of Carter’s demand. Even Gibson was surprised as he never had seen Carter take the initiative to be so demanding or upfront with people before. But he was proud as he smiled upon the kid he has seen grow up right before his eyes.
“I want to do right by this world,” Carter said as he came to realization.
He wanted to make the world a better place than it currently was and he realized that the only way to do this was to accept the fact that he was the Phoenix King and he could not deny it any longer. He could not change and make the world a better place as a pirate, but as the Phoenix King he could. It was time to face his destiny.
“And the only way I can do this is to learn who I really am,” Carter continued on. “I need you to teach me. Everything.”
“It would be my honor,” Gordon smiled as bent down on both of his knees. “My king.”
Carter felt the uneasy wave of tension as Gordon bent down towards him on both knees. He was feeling the exact same wave of emotion Emma felt when they had done the same thing earlier to her when she had entered the room.
The entire room followed Gordon’s motion as they bent down on both knees and brought their their heads to the floor. Carter noticed that Loris did not follow until Emma had begun to do so as well. He felt vulnerable in front of all those people. It was something he believed he would never get used to.
Carter quickly ushered everyone to rise again as he could not take the tension rising in his heart anymore.
“So, what now?” Carter asked.
“We go to the one place we shouldn’t ever go,” Gordon answered. “Olympia.”
“Why?”
“To claim something that is rightfully yours,” Gordon grinned. “To claim your phoenix egg.”
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“What are the chances,” Bri began as she escorted Emma throughout the vast hallways of the palace. “On your coronation day the Phoenix King also shows up here in the Kingdom of Andros.”
“Trust me. This would have been the very last thing I would expect to happen on this day.”
Shortly after leaving Carter, and the group he had travelled with, Emma has dismissed Loris and Gordon for the night. Loris had tried to object to her order and urged her it was urgent to discuss what they had all witnessed, but Emma insisted it could wait until the morning. It was late and all she wanted to do was to go to her room and retire for the night.
“What do you think of this so called Phoenix King,” Bri continued to pressure her friend. “He’s kind of cute. Wouldn’t be a bad match if he truly ends up being the Phoenix King.”
“Yeah, sure,” Emma dismissed the thought quickly to herself.
Emma had never looked upon Carter that way when she first saw him and even when she came to realize who he really was that did not change her mind. It was the the boy that came from the small village of Yorktown that she noticed immediately before anyone else.
Emma noticed that Magnus was quiet and did not say much during their meeting, but deep down Emma sensed there was more to him than possibly he even knew. She knew that he was filled with an abundant amount of knowledge but kept to himself in fear of boasting and drawing attention to himself. She admired him for that.
“Oh, I see what’s going on here,” Bri teased Emma and grinned.
“What!” Emma fought back as her face began to turn bright red.
“You have eyes for the other one he came with,” Bri continued. “What was his name again. Was it Magnus?”
“Shut it!” Emma quickly spat as she punched Bri’s arm as her face began to turn even a brighter red.
The two of them continued to laugh with each other as they sat with their feet hanging from Emma’s bed.
“So, your first day as queen was pretty interesting,” Bri decided to change the topic.
“You don’t have to tell me twice,” Emma agreed as she laid back on her bed.
“What do we do next then?” Bri asked as she joined her at her side. “We still have a palace full of leaders who are going to demand some answers.”
“True,” Emma agreed. “But that’s the least of my worries. It’s only a matter of time before Olympia gets word that we are holding a guest claiming they are the Phoenix King.”
“My gods,” Bri muttered as she came to realization. “That means-”
“The Terran Civil War just got a whole lost worst,” Emma answered for her. “It’s only a matter of time before other kingdoms hear this news as well. Some kingdoms will come to rally behind his claim, while others will rally and stay loyal to Olympia. And Andros is right in between all of this mess.”
“Damn,” Bri quietly cursed to herself but Emma overheard her. “What does that mean for us then?”
“I don’t know,” Emma answered. “Any good king or queen would try to stay neutral in this conflict but my heart is telling me this won’t be possible.”
“Carter has the potential to really make a change,” Bri began to acknowledge. “We all can agree that the world would be a better place without the Druids anyways.”
“And I don’t disagree with you at all,” Emma replied. “But at what costs? The scale of this war would be something that no one has ever seen before.”
Bri remained silent but acknowledged Emma’s comment as she did raise a good point of concern. A war on this scale would be devastating for both sides. Millions of people would die. In the end, would it really be worth all that trouble?
The two friends continued laying on Emma’s bed looking up towards the ceiling in silence. Neither one knew what to say to the other anymore but both enjoyed keeping each other company.
As the night grew older, Bri would dismiss herself and make her way to her own quarters leaving Emma and her thoughts to herself. Emma found herself having trouble sleeping that night as there was a thousand different things going through her head. She knew she was not going to be able to sleep that night and decided to take a late night walk around the palace.
She was happy to find that the palace’s hallways were empty. She was worried she would run into some other leader or diplomat that was visiting and she was not in the mood to talk or play politics anymore.
Emma eventually made her way into the throne room and was surprised to find it held one person that night. Carter was sitting at the stairs that lead up to the raised platform that held the Emerald Throne.
“My Lady,” Carter began to apologize as he quickly stood up to face her. “I didn’t mean to-”
“You have done nothing wrong,” Emma kindly interrupted him. “Please sit.”
Emma followed Carter’s lead as she sat next to him on the lower steps of the throne.
“Can’t sleep?” Carter asked as he turned to face her.
“Nope,” Emma answered subtly. “You too?”
“Not at all,” he answered calmly. “I have found that my entire life has completely became something different and it only took a day. I don’t think I will be able to sleep anytime soon.”
“I don’t blame you,” Emma sympathized. “I never wanted to be queen you know?”
Carter laughed, “I would have never known. I didn’t mean to crash on your coronation.”
“Nothing to forgive,” Emma dismissed his apology. “Gave me an excuse not to interact with all these world leaders and diplomats that are currently here.”
“Then you’re welcome,” Carter smiled as the two of them laughed together.
“Will you be going to Olympia with Gordon then?” Emma asked. “To see if this phoenix egg is really there.”
“I think so,” Carter answered. “This is the first step in learning who I really am and what that means.”
“You must be careful, you know,” Emma cautioned. “They’ll be looking for you when they hear news about you. They’ll probably even try to kill you. You’re the only person that threatens their claim to the throne.”
“I know,” Carter sighed. “But it’s a risk I have to take. Gordon has informed me that the capital is a very big place and will make it easy to blend in with the common folk.” 
“Good,” Emma commented. “I haven’t known Gordon long at all but what I can tell he’s a very smart and intelligent man. He can be trusted.”
“I agree,” Carter acknowledged. “But if you don’t mind me there’s something I need to ask. If I end up truly being this person everyone claims I am where does your allegiance fall? Can I count on you?”
Emma’s eyes widened as she found herself caught off guard from Carter’s question but knew it was nothing she had not already thought about before.
“Being honest with you I do not know,” Emma unsurely answered. “I am new with this whole queen thing. As a queen I must do what is best for my people and that is staying out of this war to come, but I know I will not be able to stay neutral forever.”
“Why not?” Carter innocently asked.
“Eventually there will come a time where Olympia demands for me to join them,” Emma explained. “If I refuse to join them they will start cutting off my trade routes to other nations and possibly be at my door step within the next new moon.”
“So either way Andros is hurt,” Carter added.
“Exactly,” Emma sighed. “But my heart is telling me to join you because it’s the right thing. You can change all of Terran for the better but with no army or force to back you you will never get far.”
“I’m sorry to put you in this position,” Carter offered. “It’s an impossible decision to make. But either way I hope we can remain friends.”
Emma smiled at the Phoenix King’s kind thought, “I would like nothing better.”
Before the two of them could go on and say anything more there was a loud tap on the large glass panel that was located behind the Emerald Throne that looked down the high mountain side.
“What was that!” Carter alarmingly stood up and looked around the throne room.
Emma also stood up to looked for the source of the noise but smiled when she looked over at the large window behind the throne.
“There’s someone I would like you to meet,” Emma said as she took Carter’s hand and lead him out to the open courtyard just outside the hall’s entrance.
Emma quickly dragged Carter behind her as they made their way out to the open and deserted courtyard where there was a white pegasus waiting for them.
“This is Layla,” Emma introduced the pegasus to Carter as she roared at the sound of her name. “My best friend since the beginning.”
“Wow,” Carter exclaimed as he slowly began to walk towards the creature. “She’s beautiful.”
“Thanks,” Emma smiled. “The only white pegasus to have ever existed in all of Andros.”
“That’s amazing,” Carter acknowledged. “May I?”
Emma silently nodded as Carter slowly approached Layla and held out his hand. She slowly held out her head until it came into contact with his hand and silently purred in response.
“It seems that she likes you,” Emma pointed out. “You must have a way with animals, Phoenix King.”
Carter blushed brightly at the compliment and continued to pet Layla across her head.
“Would you like to go on a ride?” Emma asked as she came to Carter’s side.
“Oh, I don’t know,” Carter stuttered. “I like to keep my feet on the ground.”
“Come on,” Emma ushered as she hopped on top of Layla and held out her hand for Carter to grab. “How many people can say they flew a pegasus with the Queen of Andros?”
“I’m guessing none,” Carter answered as he hesitantly took Emma’s hand and hopped on top of Layla behind the young queen.
“Hold on to something,” Emma grinned and without warning Layla took off up towards the night sky as they flew beyond the mountain and towards the glowing full moon.
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Magnus had to gladly admit that he was enjoying himself during his stay in Andros. Andros was nothing like he had ever seen before and to be surrounded by all the people and history was something he had always dreamed of. 
Earlier that day Magnus and Anna had met with Emma and Loris to plea for supplies for Yorktown. Loris was hesitant at first as Yorktown was under the governance of Olympia, but Emma insisted that Andros help in any way they could.
Anna and Magnus had thought long and hard earlier that day if they should return to Yorktown with the supplies that were needed, but in the end they decided it was best that they remained with Carter and Gibson and travel alongside him to Olympia. That is where they were needed most.
“Ma will understand,” Anna reassured him. “We’ll go back there eventually.”
“I know,” Magnus responded. “I just had no idea that our first trip outside the village would be so different than we expected. I would have never guessed it.”
“That the glory of adventures,” Anna smiled. “You never know what awaits for you on the other side.
Later on during the day, the entire group had been requested to join Emma that night at a royal dinner that would host the other world leaders that were currently visiting due to her coronation. They had demanded to be informed and receive an audience with the Phoenix King.
Magnus and Anna had looked at each other and knew they possessed nothing close to the attire that is required for these type of formal occasions. Emma had told them earlier there was nothing to worry about and they had plenty to go around.
“Not sure how I feel about this,” Anna frowned at the dress that had been laid across the bed for her. “I’ve never have worn anything like this before.”
“I guess there’s a first for everything,” Magnus commented as he looked at his own fancy attire that had been brought to him.
“You guys have it easy,” Carter joined. “No one is even going to notice you. They will all be looking at me and asking all these questions I have no idea on how to answer.”
“I’m sure Gordon will be there to help you out,” Magnus suggested.
“Just be prepared for some heated debate, boy,” Gibson warned him. “Some of them are going to say yer lying while others will come to your defense. This will be the night you find out who will be your allies and who may possibly be your enemy.”
“Hopefully no enemies will be produced this night,” Carter said. “I didn’t come here to start a war. Plus, last night the queen and I had a nice long talk. She said she wants to support me.”
Magnus had to admit he was a bit jealous when he heard that Carter and the queen has spent time together last night. She did not even know he existed probably but when he first laid eyes on her he knew there was something different about her. He had never felt this way before about someone he barely even knew. Every moment that passed he was thinking about her and how beautiful she really was.
“That’s a good sign,” Magnus acknowledged. “That’s one potential ally already. The pegasus will also put you at a great advantage over Olympia’s  forces.”
“For sure,” Anna agreed. “Unfortunately, Olympia will never accept your rule as long as the Druids are in power. I’m afraid conflict will be inevitable.”
“Olympia’s the least of my concerns,” Carter dismissed. “Our main concern should be not about other kingdoms but about that dragon we saw the other day. There’s something not right about that. A dragon hasn’t been seen in centuries and for it to randomly appear makes me concerned and even scared.”
This thought did trouble Magnus greatly as well. What if there were other forces at play here that they were not aware of. Dragons appearing out of thin air at the same place where the Phoenix King would soon latter be discovered was not a mere coincidence. For now they would have to wait until they could learn more.
“Do you think there is more than one out there?” Anna asked concerned as Magnus could tell it had started to worry her too. “Look at the destruction just one of those things caused. Imagine if there was more than one and they decided to fly a little closer to the walls of nearby kingdoms. The casualties would be catastrophic.”
“That even puts Andros at risk,” Magnus realized. “And they have always been thought to be untouchable.”
“Exactly,” Carter said. “We should be gathering forces to prepare for this threat that is to come eventually.”
“And what threat would that be exactly?” Anna asked.
Carter remained silent as he turned to regather his thoughts before continuing on, “I’m not sure. I have always had nightmares of these dark creatures that are unlike anything that I have ever heard or read about before. Creatures of darkness. But now that I have learned there is more to me than I would have ever thought maybe they mean something. Maybe they are a warning.”
“It could be,” Gibson added. “But wouldn’t the best place to defend against a threat like that be a place like Olympia? A place where the walls have never fallen and so big it can hold millions of people inside.”
Magnus glanced over at Carter and noticed a saddened face come across him. He knew that this thought had already crossed Carter’s mind before but he tried to ignore it as best as he could. It was the most reasonable solution to face off against an army of darkness but to achieve this would only be possible through suffering. It seemed as if war was upon the horizon now.
It was not longer after everyone had finished getting ready in silence that there was a knock outside their door as a servant had come to gather them for the night’s royal banquet.
“The queen awaits for you in the throne room,” the servant began as the young girl ushered them through the vast hallways and back towards the throne room.
When they had reached the outside of the throne room, they noticed that Emma was waiting for them alongside two royal palace guards that were positioned opposite of each other before the vast wooden doors.
Magnus immediately noticed that Emma was now wearing a beautiful white and light blue dress that fell beyond her feet. It greatly complimented her smooth blonde hair that fell just slightly bellow her shoulders.
“Well, you all dress up nicely,” Emma smiled at the group as she greeted them.
“You do as well,” Magnus quickly blurted out before holding himself back.
He immediately felt an overwhelmingly wave of embarrassment and heard his sister behind him snicker but tried to ignore her.
Magnus noticed that her cheeks had turned slightly red like his were at the same moment. This made him smile and feel a little less embarrassed at the moment.
“That’s very kind of you,” Emma replied gently. “Thank you. And so do you.” 
Emma turned around and signaled for the two stationed guards to open the doors for them as she lead them into the throne room.
Upon entering, Magnus was amazed as this was the first time he had stepped in any throne room. It was extremely large with high pillars surrounding the outer wall that held the tall ceiling. Magnus looked up towards the ceiling and noticed a painting at the center that pictured a man riding a black pegasus with lightning bolts all around him.
“Zeus,” Emma pointed out as she noticed everyone has begun to stare at the painting. “God of the Sky and one of the Big Three.”
“The Big Three?” Carter asked.
“The leaders of the Olympians,” Magnus explained as he was familiar with them from his past readings. “Beings that once roamed this world with tremendous power. There was Zeus, Odin, and Ra.”
“Some believe their powers flow through the Phoenix King and his bloodline,” Emma continued. “Another reason why they had sole right to the throne of Olympia.”
As they walked further into the throne room, Magnus noticed there had been a large table arranged at the center of the room. The wooden table was already filled with a variety of many different guests in different styles of attire. When their presence had become known they all stood up and faced the group.
“My lords of queens,” Emma began to address the occupants. “I present to you the Phoenix King.”
Carter slightly took a few steps out in front of the group as he introduced himself to the group. Magnus could tell Carter was more nervous than he had probably ever been before and even felt bad for him.
Magnus looked upon the group and studied them hard and closely as he noticed that some of them had made their customary bows towards Carter while others did not. Some looked upon Carter uneasy while others appeared to be more cautious or curious.
Emma continued on and lead them to the table as she sat at the head seat and everyone followed her lead at their respected places. As Magnus looked around the table he noticed the familiar face of Gordon in his usual black robes. Magnus found himself caught off guard the the presence of two twin elves. Sisters and by the looks of it could only be a couple years older than Magnus himself.
The majority of the dinner was pleasant as the majority of the conversation was people making small talk with the guests that were sitting next to them. Magnus turned towards Anna and noticed that she had been cautiously studying the guests just like he had been throughout the night.
“What do you think?” Magnus whispered over to his sister.
“I don’t like it,” Anna silently replied. “They’re all trying to decide if they should believe Carter or not. Many of these leaders have some type of alliance with another in this room and are discussing what they should say after dinner has run its course.”
“I guess we’ll just have to wait and see then,” Magnus muttered.
After everyone had finished their meal, the plates were quickly removed from the servants that filled the room and the real discussion began.
The first to speak was a middle aged man with a short, but scruffy, brown beard. Magnus remembered he was one that had chosen now to bow towards Carter and had been looking at Carter crudely all night.
“Why should I believe you?” the man spoke as he rose from his chair.
“This is Lord Luther,” Emma politely interrupted as she introduced the king as he decided not to. “King of Horses. King of Troja.”
Magnus looked over at Carter and saw that he had become uneasy at Luther’s rude abruptness. Magnus he noticed that Anna had clenched her fist already and was already thinking about wiping the smirk right off his face.
“I can’t make you believe me,” Carter tried to kindly reply as he slowly stood up from his seat to face him. “But I speak the truth. I saw the dragon. I never asked for this but is a reality I am slowly coming to accept now.”
“Why should I believe the words of a child,” Luther rudely spat back. “The words of a filthily pirate.”
The room echoed with whispers at Luther’s comment and Magnus saw that Anna had begun to clench her fists even harder. He slowly reached out his hand and wrapped her first signaling that she needed to calm down before she did anything too rash and out of place.
“Careful,” he quietly whispered to his sister.
Before Carter could counter back, Magnus saw that the two young elf twins had stood up and one of them faced Luther.
“King Luther, may I remind you of your place!”
“Queen Margaret and Ellanor of Elvenvale,” Emma interrupted once more to introduce the leaders to the group. “Queens of the Elves.”
“You may not!” Luther yelled back to Queen Ellanor. “He is not the Phoenix King. The Phoenix King died many years ago alongside the rest of his kin. The Druids are now the rightful rulers of Olympia and all of Terran.”
Magnus could now conclude that Troja probably had a close alliance with the Druids and probably even benefited greatly when they took over a few decades ago. Luther would never come to accept Carter as the rightful king. The only thing he responded too was violence.
Luther had now turned over to face Emma who was still seated.
“It’s an insult that you would even agree to house this usurper! I demand he be handed over to me so I may make the accommodations to hand him over the Olympia!”
Loris quickly was ready to stand up for his queen but Emma held out her hand to stop him. She slowly stood up and defended herself.
“You will do no such thing,” Emma calmly answered but frowned upon Luther. “The Phoenix King is under my protection and he will remain so.”
“You’re nothing but an insult to your people,” Luther attacked back. “But what can I expect from a queen who has no family and knows nothing.”
Before Emma could respond back, everyone was caught off guard at the sound of a loud noise coming from across the table. Magnus looked over to his side and noticed Anna was preparing to launch herself across the table and attack Luther where he stood. Magnus was luckily quick enough to intervene and hold her back from doing so.
“Let me wipe off that stupid smirk across his face,” Anna fought back against her brother’s grip. “It won’t be much of a fight.”
“This is not our fight,” Magnus was quickly to remind her. “Leave him be. He’s not worth it.”
Anna slowly calmed back down as she took her seat back but continued to glare at Luther.
“Pathetic,” Luther muttered. “But what else should I expect from a lowborn peasant.”
“The only insult I see here is you,” Emma resumed and faced Luther once again. “Ignoring Terran’s culture and history is an insult and our forefathers would shame you for it.”
“Then you leave me no choice,” Luther condemned the young queen. “We are now at war.”
The room fell silent as everyone was shocked at Luther’s words. Everyone would agree that he was being unreasonable but what else would you expect from someone who lives for war and is in deep ties with the Druids.
Magnus quickly turned towards Emma to see that she showed no hesitation or reaction at all. She continued to stare down on Luther more coldly than ever.
“So be it.”
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Sara found that she had many thoughts about her first day as a new recruit to the Hunters of Artemis as she walked through the crammed streets and back towards the lower ring of the city.
She learned about more facts and rumors than she ever had in the past year roaming the city streets. The Phoenix King was alive, or at least someone was claiming to be this person. The city was currently hiding a phoenix egg under the Olympian Keep. And now there was a Necromancer hiding somewhere in the capital.
Before she left for the day, Ashly had promised Sara that she had already sent out some Hunters to start looking for anyone who could be this Necromancer but the two of them would begin their thorough search tomorrow morning.
When Sara entered the house she saw that Rayla was fast asleep in her cage and could hear her father’s heavy breathing coming from the nearby room. She quietly peaked through the ajar door to see her father clearly still in pain from whatever dark magic that had taken a hold on him.
After she had got herself situated for bed, Sara decided to make her way up to the roof of their building and watch the stars. As she looked up she noticed how clear the sky was that night. Sara did not star gaze often but when she did she enjoyed every second of it.
“Got room for one more?” a voice called out from bellow.
Sara looked bellow and saw that Boris was looking up at her and was all dressed in his armor for his night shift that was due to begin at any minute.
“Don’t you have somewhere to be?” Sara teased at the guard.
“I still got a couple minutes until my shift starts,” he smiled back.
“Then get on up here,” Sara waved at him.
Boris climbed up the side of the building and took a seat next to Sara as their feet dangled off the roof. Boris did not say anything as he too decided it was best to look upon the clear night and stars in silence.
“Is your father doing any better?” Boris broke the silence.
Sara shook her head, “not at all. It seems as if he is just getting worst by the day. I fear he doesn’t have much time left.”
“And I’m guessing you and that Ashly have some sort of plan laid out?”
“Barely,” Sara sighed. “All I know is we have to kill the Necromancer that infected my father and the only way to do that is through phoenix fire. So, it seems impossible almost.”
“I wouldn’t say impossible,” Boris suggested. “I am familiar with the story of the Necromancy War. Many believe it was phoenix fire that killed the Necromancers but it was the magical properties that did the deed. You don’t need a phoenix or fire to defeat them. You just need magic.”
“How do you know this?” Sara demanded as Boris had her full attention now.
“Let’s just say I have some knowledge about magic,” Boris grinned. “I’ve found myself spending a lot of free time in the Great Library due to my curiosity and have come across several ancient works about magic.”
“What do I do then?” Sara asked.
“It’s not what you do, but what you need,” Boris explained.
“And what would that be?”
“Meet me in the morning after my shift ends,” Boris told her as he stood up. “And I will get you what you need.”
Sara quickly wrapped her arms around Boris, “thank you.”
“It’s the least I can do,” he spoke into her ear. “Plus, we’re family. May not be by blood, but we still are.”
“I couldn’t agree more,” Sara smiled back.
After Boris had left to begin his night shift, Sara decided to call it a night as well and got herself situated in her bed. Sara found herself not sleeping at all that night as the only thing she could focus on and hear was her father’s continued breathing coming from the other side of her wall.
He did not deserve this. No one did. He had been suffering for days. Sara knew if it was her she would want someone to put her out of her misery but that was not an option for her father. She needed him.
Sara found herself praying all night that whatever Boris had was going to help end this once and for all. She promised to herself she was going to find this Necromancer and destroy them. Whatever it took.
It was not long after that Sara found herself naturally waking up to the bright rays of the sun lighting up her room. She rubbed her eyes and quickly gathered her things for the day.
On her way out the door to meet Boris, she let Rayla out of her cage and brought her along this time as the eagle stood proud on her right shoulder.
“Stay strong, pa,” Sara called on her way out the door. “Everything will be fine.”
Before she could even start walking towards the outer wall, Sara was already greeted by the familiar face that she has gotten used to seeing too much.
“You’re up early,” Ashly said as she joined Sara walking towards the wall and through the dead and open streets.
“I’m always up early,” Sara replied. “You know that.”
“And by the looks of it there’s something you learned about last night,” Ashly suggested as she saw how determined Sara was this morning.
“Boris actually did,” Sara began to explain. “You were right about phoenix fire being able to destroy Necromancers but that’s because it’s full of magic. So, Boris thinks all we need is magic to kill this Necromancer.”
“It does make sense,” Ashly rationalized. “But we must tread carefully. The Druids don’t like others using magic other than themselves.”
“And I don’t care,” Sara ignored Ashly’s warning. “If this is what will heal my father then it’s a risk I am willing to take. Do I need to worry about you stopping me?”
“Not at all,” the Hunter smiled. “I’m with you.”
As they got closer to the outer wall, Sara noticed that Ashly had looked up and started looking at the statues that were aligned across the top of the wall. They truly were massive and beautiful.
“They never get old,” Ashly offered.
“No they don’t,” Sara agreed as she shifted her gaze. “The past kings and queen of Olympia. The Phoenix Kings and Queen.”
“Too bad those days are over,” Ashly commented. “I think I would have actually enjoyed them.”
“Me too,” Sara said. “Me too.”
It was not long after that Boris was walking towards them as he had just finished his night’s shift.
“How was the night?” Sara greeted Boris.
“It was calm,” Boris replied. “But lots of incoming news as well.”
“Like what?” Ashly asked curiously.
“News is spreading about rapidly about this boy claiming to be the Phoenix King,” Boris went on. “And that fact that the new Queen of Andros has claimed he is under her protection.”
“Well that sure complicates things,” Sara added.
“Yeah, the Druids won’t be happy once they find out,” Ashly agreed.
“Troja has already declared war on Andros,” Boris continued. “I’m afraid it’s only a matter of time until other kingdoms join in and choose their side.”
“It seems as if war is upon us I’m afraid,” Ashly said.
“Inevitable,” Sara muttered.
“Well, we better hurry then,” Boris said. “Who knows how much time we have until we’re in this war too.”
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Jadyn was happy to find herself back in the East where it was warm once again. She found herself surprised when she was reluctant to admit to herself that she even missed the presence of sand. Who knew that day would ever happen.
For the time being, the Daughters and Anubis decided to lay low at their hideout in Wilbro they have been living in for all these past years.
Jadyn had tried her best to stay in her room and away from being in contact with the others since their return. She avoided contact with Anubis, and more specifically, June at all costs.  
“What are you thinking about, buddy,” Jadyn commented as she looked upon Raj who was laying on her bedroom floor. “A crazy couple of days it’s been huh?”
The tiger roared back at Jadyn.
Just then there was a knock on Jadyn’s door and Grace entered and pat Raj on her way in.
“June wants us to go to the market,” Grace informed her friend. “We got to get some supplies and food for the week.”
Jadyn rolled her eyes, “of course she does. It’s always us.”
“Hey, it gets us out of the house for a little at least,” Grace offered.
“True,” Jadyn smiled. “Anything to not have to see June or be crammed in my room any longer.”
The sun was out in full view that day in Wilbro as there was not a single cloud in the sky. This, however, was what most days in the East were liked. Scorching hot during the day and cool at night.
Jadyn and Grace used a light tan cloth to cover their faces while they traveled about the sandy streets. It was best for them not to be recognized plus it helped keep the blowing sand out of their eyes and getting into their mouths.
“Has Anubis said anything?” Jadyn asked as they continued walking towards the main market located in the center square of the city. “Like do we have any plans yet?”
“He’s sent out word,” Grace informed her. “But that’s all I know of.”
“Let’s see if there really is this so called army,” Jadyn remarked sarcastically.
“I wouldn’t under estimate him,” Grace carefully cautioned. “You saw what type of power he possesses back at the Labyrinth. He is someone we don’t want to recon with.”
“No doubt,” Jadyn agreed. “I just don’t want to be massacred, that’s all, in our effort to reclaim Anuba. If we’re going to take back our homeland I would very much like to be alive to live there.”
“It’s not like Anuba hasn’t fallen before,” Grace commented. “Ever since Anubis left it has been conquered and leadership has changed many times.”
“But can be heavily fortified and is at the base of three of the nine Great Pyramids of the East,” Jadyn continued on. “Which means that there is only one way in and out of the city. Through the front gate.”
“That’s going to be extremely difficult then,” Grace stroked her chin. “In that type of situation only the brute force of numbers can win that battle and will still result in a lot of casualties.”  
“We’ve had it nice here,” Jadyn countered. “Why don’t we just stay low here in Wilbro like we always have?”
“But this is something we have always dreamed about,” Grace began. “Going back to a place we actually belong. A place we can call home.”
“A home I’ve never known,” Jadyn shot back. “I don’t even know how I got brought up by the Daughters of Anubis but this is the only life I have ever known.”
“Well, I can’t say anything about that,” Grace starred back at her friend. “But I believe you belong with us and that means with us back home in Anuba.”
“Well, you know I’m not here to be with June,” Jadyn joked as the two girls began laughing together.
“Oh, shut it won’t ya,” Grace protested and slightly shoved Jadyn. “Come one and let’s get the things we need.”
Jadyn and Grace split up once they arrived at the market so they could gather the goods they needed more quickly.
The market of Wilbro brought lots of people from all over the East to come and exchange goods. It was a massive open courtyard spread far and wide with hundreds of different types of vendors trying to sell to whoever walked by.
Jadyn walked over to a nearby vendor and saw an item that caught her attention immediately.
“What are those?” Jadyn politely asked the merchant as she began to look at the object.
As she looked more at the golden colored object, she noticed they were the sharp claws of some type of animal. They were beautiful but scary at the same time to think these used to belong to some creature.
“Griffin Claws,” the old lady answered. “The sharpest things you’ll ever find. Great for making arrow tips out of them.”
“Griffins?”
“Beautiful magical creatures that existed centuries ago,” the lady went on to explain. “They had the head, claws, and wings of a great eagle but the body of a lion. Truly magnificent when you think about it.”
“What happened to them?” Jadyn asked.
“Hunt to extinction I’m afraid,” the merchant went on. “Some say the claws themselves still possess the magic of the griffins in them.”
Jadyn was still struck in amazement as she held the pair of claws in her hand. She could easily forge these into a tip for her spear or even make a sharp dagger out of them.
“How much you want for them?” Jadyn asked as she decided she would do whatever it would take to get them.
“They’re yours,” the old lady smiled. “Keep them.”
Jadyn shook her head in protest, “I can’t. Let me give you something at least.”
The lady reached out across the table and closed Jadyn’s    hands around the pair of claws, “they’ve been if my family for generations but have never served any purpose. Please, take them. May them serve you well.”
Jadyn then understood how much this meant for the women. She would rather give these items that have been in her family for hundreds of years for free to someone who would use and treat them respectfully instead of someone who would use them only to better benefit themselves or inflict harm on others.
Jadyn smiled back at the old lady and gave her a customary bow.
“Thank you.”
After leaving the vendor, Jadyn soon later met back up with Grace as they had finished gathering all the supplies they were told to get earlier by June.
“I think we got everything,” Grace commented at the several baskets full of food they now had. “This should last us quite a while.”
“One would hope,” Jadyn added. “We don’t have any more hands to carry anything else.”
Just then the market erupted with a series of screams as people began running in every direction. Jadyn quickly looked up and saw there was a small explosion coming from the other side from where she was at.
“What’s going on?” Jadyn frantically asked as she scanned around the market and held out her hands ready to reach for her bow.  
“No idea,” Grace also stood cautiously. “Do you see anything?”
“Nothing,” Jadyn continued looking.
Then it hit her. The old lady.
Without second guessing herself, Jadyn sprinted towards the other side of the market while leaving the basket and Grace standing there alone and confused.
Jadyn carefully dodged and made her way through the panicked crowd of people. Some who were still screaming in fear while others were just in shock. As she got closer to the source Jadyn noticed that several people were hurt as she noticed one nearby man bleeding from the side of his head as he wondered around the market confused.
As she continued on through the mass of people running at her, Jadyn came across children screaming as they had become separated from their parents. Jadyn wanted to stop and help them but was afraid on what she might find later on. She had to keep moving forward.
Finally Jadyn had come to the small stall where the old women had given her the pair of griffin claws but there was no sign of her.
“Are you there?” Jadyn called out but there was no answer.
Jadyn quickly made her way around the stall and her heart fell when she saw the small old women sprawled across the ground. She slowly knelt down to her side and lifted the women up as she fixed her hair out of her face.
She was already gone though and Jadyn found herself crying for the first time in a long while as she held on to the lifeless body.
After wiping away her tears, Jadyn looked up and felt an uneasy presence close by. It was like nothing she had ever felt before. All she felt was darkness.
Then she noticed him.
Jadyn spotted a nearby hooded figure walking towards a nearby alley as they tried to blend in with the frantic crowd.
“Hey!” Jadyn yelled enraged towards the mysterious figure.
The man turned around but Jadyn was still unable to make out his face as the black hood continued to conceal his true identity.
The two continued to stare down at each other for several long moments until the hooded figure decided to make a run towards the alley. Jadyn left the body of the old woman and sprinted after her target.
The man proved to be faster than Jadyn thought he would have been but luckily for her she was just as fast and was right behind him in just a few short moments.
Making her way through the crowded long alley proved to be the most difficult part of the chase for Jadyn until she decided to climb up onto the nearby houses and continued her pursuit from above.
It did not take her much longer until she was within attacking distance with her bow. Jadyn continued running with full force as she took her bow from around her should and quivered a bow from her leather pouch. She now had a clear shot and released her arrow.
Jadyn carefully followed her arrow with her eyes and was in disbelief when she saw her arrow go right threw the hooded man as if it had only struck air.
“What the hell,” Jadyn muttered to herself. “What sorcery is this?”
The figured quickly turned around, and to her surprise, pulled out what looked to be a wand.
Not good.
Before Jadyn could react, a burst of red energy emerged from the tip of the wand and shot directly at Jadyn as it made the roof explode at her side.
Jadyn closed her eyes and prayed this would not be the end of her and the next thing she felt was her body flying through the open sky. Then everything went black.
“Jadyn,” a familiar but distorted voice echoed throughout her ears.
“Jadyn.”
“What,” Jadyn groaned as her vision began to slowly focus itself back to normal.
Jadyn quickly noticed that it was Grace looking down at her with a horrified look upon her face.
“What happened?” Jadyn asked as she struggled to sit herself up.
“It seems that you got blasted off the roof,” Grace answered.
“What was that thing?” Jadyn asked.
“I have no idea,” Grace replied with just as much confusion in her voice as Jadyn was feeling right now.
Before Grace could continue, a large shadow emerged from behind Jadyn as she looked around to see the familiar large Olympian looking down at her. To his side was the unpleasant figure of June who gave her a face of mere disgust and annoyance.
“What were you thinking?” June spat at Jadyn. “You had one job.”
Jadyn rolled her eyes and refused to respond to their leader.
June opened her mouth to speak again but this time Anubis quickly held out his hand to silence her.
“Silence!” his voice echoed as June quickly retreated in response.
Jadyn made her customary bow towards the Olympian but with much pain in the process.
“I’m sorry.”
“There is nothing to apologize for,” Anubis spoke as he held out his hand to caress Jadyn’s chin. “This just proves you are more of a fighter than I gave credit you for.”
“Thank you, My Lord,” Jadyn replied. “What was that thing?”
“An ancient and magical being that hasn’t roamed Terran for centuries,” Anubis explained. “That my daughter was a Necromancer.”
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War had officially begun and the Kingdom of Andros found itself right in between it all.
Carter and Emma had come to an agreement earlier that he and his group would stay in Andros for the next few days, but it would be best for them to move on to Olympia with Gordon. He protested that it was only right that he stay here with her many times, but she insisted that the best thing he could do was to go to Olympia and find the phoenix egg. Only then he would be able to start rallying people to his cause and make a difference.
“None of this makes sense,” Anna complained as they finished getting their things ready as they were to depart that morning. “We should stay here and fight.”
“This is all my fault,” Carter stated as the guilt inside continued to tear at his insides. “The only reason Andros is at war now is because of me.”
“Nonsense, boy,” Gibson quickly came to dismiss his comment. “There has been tension between the kingdoms long before you. The Terran Civil War has already have people drawn to different sides. Now you give them a reason to act on it.”
“Wow, is that supposed to make me feel better,” Carter grumbled.
Gibson stared at the boy long and hard.  “Don’t you blame yourself you hear me? Not now. Not ever.”
Carter let out a deep breath and nodded to show that he understood.
“Good,” Gibson continued. “Not hurry up won’t you all. The road to Olympia is a long one.”
As the group continued to set out for their next adventure,  there was a surprising knock to reveal that Emma had come alongside Loris and her friend Bri to bid the travelers farewell.
“I’m sorry your stay was not under better circumstances,” Emma began to apologize. “Hopefully next time it will be on better terms.”
“I should be the one apologizing,” Carter quickly countered. “If I had not come your people would not be at war.”
“Nonsense,” Emma quickly dismissed. “You must understand that Troja and Andros have always had what some would call a delicate relationship. It has been ongoing for generations before I was even born. Luther just used you as a reason to justify his war to others.”
Even though Carter knew what Emma had said was all true he still could not find himself but feeling guilty and ashamed. If he was supposed to be this powerful king with powers to command birds of fire why was he not able to protect those who defended his honor and his name.
He silently promised himself one day that he would have the force strong enough not to defend just himself but all those who deserved it. Especially his friends.
Carter held out his hand to meet the young queen’s own.
“I will return,” he promised and more determined than ever. “Once we find the egg I will return to help you defend your home. This is the promise from your future Phoenix King.” 
Emma smiled, “I look forward to seeing you on the battlefield when you come back. Don’t worry about us. We know how to fight. I’ll try to leave you some of their troops for when you come back.”
“With Layla and the other Pegasus, I have no doubt.”
With their final farewells, Carter and the rest of the group flew back down the mountain side and to the farm village where they had first arrived. When they arrived they found Gordon was all prepared and ready to venture out.  “Ready to depart on your next journey young travelers?” the Greybeard asked excitedly. 
“Young?” Gibson protested.
“You’re still young compared to the many hundreds of years I have under this belt,” he replied.
Gibson shrugged at the thought as Carter could not help but laugh to himself.
Before departing, Emma had been kind enough to lend everyone a horse for their long road ahead. Carter did not have much experience when it came to horse riding but found the experience quite amusing.
The horse he was given was brown with smooth dark hair. It was clear this horse was bred more for farming and not to see battle of any kind, but Carter found himself bonding with the horse almost immediately and knew they would be having a lot of memories in the nearby future.
“What are you going to name him?” Magnus asked as he had clearly noticed Carter continuously petting the horse’s side.
“I have no idea,” Carter answered. “What do people usually name their horses?”
“Anything,” Anna joined in. “Trust me when I tell you that over the years I have heard some pretty ridiculous horse names.”
“Don’t mind her,” Magnus interrupted his sister. “Name him something unique and means something. Choose a name that feels right to you.”
Carter had to take a few long moments to think of names but as he thought most of them just did not feel right to him. Then it came to him.
“Leo,” Carter smiled. “I’ll name him Leo.”
“That’s a perfect name,” Magnus agreed. “See? That wasn’t so hard.”
“Thanks.”
The majority of the journey consisted of Carter talking with Magnus and Anna about their home and where they come from. He was more amazed to find that two people, who barely knew him, had left their life back home and were now traveling alongside him to help him find out more about who he really was and to use that to make the world a better place.
Carter continued to pick at Magnus’ brain as he learned how smart and knowledgable a boy around his same age really was.
“I’ve never read or heard anything close the creatures in your nightmares,” Magnus explained as Carter had asked if he had knew anything that could relate to these nightmares that have slowly become more regular. “And I’ve read about lots of different magical creatures.”
“Like what?” Carter asked as he was not familiar with any of them.
“There has been numerous tales of creatures like the Minotaur, the Cyclops, Giants, and so much more,” he began to explain. “There is even tales of mummies of the undead roaming the deserts of the East.”
“Have you encountered any of these?”
“Nope,” Magnus subtly replied. “The dragon was my first.”
“I hope we never run into another one of those things,” Carter commented.
“I second that. And the fact that there might be more of them out there scares me more than ever.”
“You have no idea.”
Gordon continued leading the group until they came to the edge of a nearby forest. He explained that the sun would star setting soon and that it was best for the group to start setting up camp and getting a fire going for the night.
Carter, Anna, and Magnus decided to venture deeper into the forest to find some wood for the fire while leaving Gibson and Gordon to set up the tents.
The deeper the three of them traveled into the army of trees the darker and dimmer the sunlight became. It was not long after when they found a small batch of trees they could gather for the camp’s fire.
“This forest is giving me the creeps,” Carter cried. “There’s something out there.”
“Oh, hush you big baby,” Anna teased her brother. “There’s nothing out there except us and a whole bunch of trees.”
“No, he’s right,” Carter cautioned. “I can feel something.”
Carter looked over and saw Magnus give his sister a big glare as she quickly became silent like the rest of them.
Carter continued examining his surroundings but found or heard nothing. All he could hear was the sway of the small tree branches from the calm wind or the occasional chirp of a nearby bird.
“I think it’s best we get our wood and get out of this forest,” Carter suggested.
“I think that is best too,” Magnus whimpered.
Before he could react, Carter found himself sprawled to the ground as an overwhelming force attacked him from behind.
“Watch out!” Anna yelled but it was too late.
Carter to continued to struggle to get free from whatever beast was trying to pin him to the ground. There was too much commotion and movement for Carter to make out what it was but noticed a pair of giant golden feathered wings and a beak gashing for his throat.
“A little help here!” Carter called out.
Magnus and Anna were already rushing to Carter’s position as Anna pulled out her bow and Magnus a small dagger.
“What the hell is that!” Anna screamed.
“I don’t know but get this thing off me!” Carter cried out again. “Shoot it!”
Anna quickly drew an arrow and shot it off towards the beast but was in complete shock to find that when the arrow hit the beast it shattered on impact instead of piercing its body.
“Impossible,” Anna muttered to herself.
“It must be some creature of magic,” Magnus explained. “It can only be destroyed by magic.”
“Now would be a good time if any of you knew a spell!” Carter continued to struggle.
“Possibly, but I’ve never tried it before,” Magnus warned Carter. “I’ve never been able to do magic!”
“Do it!”
Carter looked over and saw that Magnus calmly held out his right hand and closed his eyes.
“Embro.”
To everyone’s disbelief, a small ball of fire emerged from Magnus’ palm and shot straight towards the creature.
The creature screamed when hit as it unleashed its grip on Carter.
Carter quickly brought himself up from the ground as he could now see the wounded creature standing in front of him in full view. The beast sure was big as it continued limping around the area.
Carter immediately noticed the wings and eagle head upon the monster with the body and tail of a lion. Before he could regather himself, Carter found that the beast had begun charging at him once again.
Without thinking he held out both hands in front of him and screamed.
“STOP!”
Carter slowly reopened his eyes as he noticed that this time he had not been attacked but instead the beast had stopped before him as it looked at him curiously.
“It listened,” Magnus said amazed.
“I think the more surprising thing was you doing magic,” Carter countered. “Have you always been able to do that?”
“No. Never.”
Anna punched her brother’s arm. “Well done.”
The creature cried out and surprised the group when two other of the same type of beast emerged from the nearby trees and joined the other by its side.
“What are these things?” Carter asked as he continued holding out his arms afraid to move them.
“They’re Griffins,” Gordon’s voice called out as he emerged from the nearby tree line.
“I thought they were extinct?” Magnus pondered.
“It doesn’t look like they are anymore,” Gordon smiled. “Go on.”
Carter carefully let down his shielding arms and reached for the griffin that had attacked him. The griffin slowly brought his head to Carter’s hand.
“This is amazing,” Carter laughed. “How is this possible?”
“It looks like they found a new alpha,” Gordon grinned. “The Phoenix King.” 
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Magnus was in disbelief.
He had just conjured magic out of his hand that he never thought was possible. It should not even be possible. Especially for him. The only way you use magic was to be born with it. His mom never practiced it and Anna never showed any signs either.
“You should be very proud of yourself,” Gordon grinned. “There’s not many of you out there left in the world.”
“Who am I then?”
“A Sage,” Gordon smiled. “Fire is one of the natural elements of the world. Only sages can conjure and manipulate the elements.”
“How is this possible?” Magnus continued to question. “I’ve never been able to do anything related to magic.”
“Everyone’s powers come a different ages,” Gordon explained. “Some have come earlier than you and others later. It seems to me that your powers have decided to reveal themselves now.”
“And good thing too,” Carter said. “Because if it weren’t for you I would be in a million different pieces right now.”
Magnus looked upon the griffins and noticed they were still standing and looking towards Carter as if they were awaiting for some type of command.
“Must be the power inside you,” Magnus suggested. “They can sense your royal bloodline and have found you worthy to serve.”
“I couldn’t agree more,” Gordon said. “Plus, they’ll prove to be extremely helpful in your journey to come.”
Magnus could tell Carter was not too excited about the situation but is definitely how someone would react after getting attacked by one.
“Alright fine,” Carter uttered. “I guess you make a good point.”
It amazed Magnus to see that these creatures that had supposedly been extinct for centuries were now alive and well. But he should not be too surprised as they did just see a dragon the other week. Anything was possible.
“You should probably give them names like your horse,” Magnus suggested. “Especially so you can tell them apart.”
“That’s enough naming and surprises for one day,” Carter joked. “I’ll get to naming them eventually.”
Carter signaled for the beasts to follow him and did as they were told as the group started making their way back to the camp.
“I can’t believe you did magic,” Anna whispered over to her brother as the two of them trailed behind everyone else.  
“Me too,” he whispered back. “I was sure nothing would happen but it did.”
“What did it feel like?”
“It felt incredible but frightening at the same time,” Magnus recounted. “Having all that energy rushed through your body makes you feel like the most powerful person in the world but deep down you know that one misstep can end you right there and then.”
“That sounds scary,” Anna acknowledged.
“Maybe Gordon can help me learn to use and control it,” Magnus pondered.
“It worth a try,” Anna said.
The rest of the night was quiet after Carter had explained everything that had happened to Gibson who was surprised to see three magical beasts accompany them out of the forest.
“Boy, in the last week we’ve run into dragons and now griffins!” the old man complained. “Cut me a break!”
Magnus found himself not sleeping at all that night as he laid in the tent and stared up towards the stars. He had so many questions but with no answers in sight.
“Don’t worry about it,” Anna whispered from the other side of the tent. “You’ll figure it out.”
“Thanks, Anna,” he smiled to himself. “I’m glad you’re here with me.”
“Someone has to protect your skin,” she joked back.
“I guess so,” Magnus laughed.
The next morning the group got up at sunrise and backed their things to continue on the road towards Olympia. Olympia was still a few days out to Magnus’ disappointment. He had never travelled so far that took this many days.
Magnus made sure to make his way up to Gordon during their day’s travel to ask him about the Sages and if he could train him more about using magic.
“You came up here to ask me to train you,” he said to Magnus’ surprise as the the two rode side by side on their horses.
“How did you know?”
“I’ve seen that face many times throughout my years,” he told him. “Trust me.”
“So can you?” Magnus asked.
“I’m afraid not,” the Greybeard sighed. “Greybeards draw their magical powers from a different source than those of Sages. You would need to find a Sage to teach you.”
“Where are the Sages at?”
“They’re here. They’re there. They’re everywhere. After the Great Purge of Sages by the Druids, they’ve been scattered all over Terran. What about your father?”
“My father?” Magnus questioned.
“I overhead you talking about how your mother was never tied to magic,” Gordon suggested. “My guess is your magic comes from your father.”
“I’ve never known my father,” Magnus answered. “He left when I was very young and even before Anna was born. I can’t even remember what his face looked like.”
“I’m so sorry,” Gordon apologized. “I didn’t mean to-”
“Nothing to be sorry for,” Magnus interrupted. “You couldn’t have known.”
“After Olympia I’ll send out word to the other Greybeards to look for other Sages,” Gordon offered. “I can’t promise you anything though.”
“Thanks Gordon. That means a lot.”
When the sun began to set that night, the group decided to make their way into a small town known as Harkingrove to find an inn to sleep in that night.
Carter had ordered for the griffins to stay outside the town not to draw any attention to themselves. Gordon assured him that they would be alright and that we would fetch for them the next morning.
Magnus immediately noticed how small but lively the town was. The town itself was located just at the shore of the Sea of Kings making it a perfect spot for trading and fishing.
The Sea of Kings was infamous for the amount of fish and other wild life that lived in the area. No fisher has never had better luck except for in the Sea of Kings. Some even have gone as far to say that you are guaranteed to catch something every time. Magnus did not know if he believed that tale fully.
“I’m not sure if I like this,” Anna said disgusted. “The smell if awful.”
“Harkingrove is known for its fish smell,” Gordon laughed. “It’s one of the town’s traits.”
“Are you sure it’s the fish?” Anna suggested. “Or is it the smell of fish blended in with people who don’t bathe.”
“That could be it too,” the Greybeard agreed.
“Yuck!”
“It’s not that bad,” Gibson chimed in. “This is what it smells like when you’re surrounded constantly by filthy pirates. They rarely bathed either.”
Magnus looked over at Carter reluctantly as he was replied with a shrug.
“Well, glad I’m not a pirate then,” Magnus added.
It did not take them long to reach the center of the town where the inn was located. Magnus looked up towards the building and read the wooden plaque that was hanging from its last hinges.
Gobber’s Bar and Inn
“It may not look the best but she will do,” Gordon addressed everyone’s disappointed faces. “Gobber is a kind and gentle folk. He’ll make you feel right at home.”
“I doubt that,” Magnus heard Anna mutter under her breath.
When Magnus walked through the entrance door he immediately found himself looking at the most overcrowded and chaotic bar he had ever seen. People were roaming around drunk and completely unaware of their actions. It was a mad house.
The inn had two levels. The base floor held the bar and a series of tables and chairs that were currently scattered all over. Above was a balcony that looked down at the bar from above but also held all the rooms that people were able to rent out for the night.
“GORDON!” a loud but deep voice called out shortly after the group had entered the bar.
“Gobber is that you?” Gordon recognized the voice.
Magnus noticed a small red bearded dwarf has emerged from behind the bar and began stomping towards them.
This must be Gobber, Magnus thought to himself. Everything is starting to make sense now.
“Gordon!” the dwarf called out again. “I can’t believe that’s you!”
“Alive and still breathing,” Gordon greeted his old friend as he bent over to give the dwarf a hug.
“How long has it been this time?” Gobber asked.
“It’s only been a year,” Gordon answered. “I wasn’t gone too long this time.”
“Oh, you were gone longer than that,” the dwarf lectured as he pointed his finger towards his friend.
“Hey,” Gordon shrugged. “What can I say? I’ve been busy lately.”
“I’ve heard,” Gobber said as he turned his attention over towards Carter. “The Phoenix King, huh?”
Carter’s eyes widened, “how did you know?”
“News gets around here fast, kid,” the inn keeper explained. “Especially since we're surrounded by traders from all over here. That was a ballsy move, kid.” 
“I never asked for any of this,” Carter complained.
“It don’t matter,” Gobber growled. “It is what it is. Now all you can do is face it.”
“That’s what I’m trying,” Carter grumbled.
“Just be careful around here,” the dwarf warned. “The Druids got spies all over this town. Don’t be going around here telling people you’re ‘You-Know-What’ alright.”
“Didn’t plan on it,” Carter glared.
Magnus was starting to get a strong feeling that Carter did not like Gobber very much. His stubborn attitude did not match that of Carter’s liking. Magnus found himself not fond of him either and if he didn’t like him he knew Anna must be on the end of her fumes right now.
“Enough of the pleasantries,” Gordon interrupted before the conversation could go on any longer. “Can you help us out? We need a couple rooms for the night.”
“Unfortunately, I’m booked for the night,” Gobber said. “I only got one room left.”
Magnus looked over at his sister and saw that her face had already dropped. He knew that the last thing she wanted to do was share one small room with a bunch of boys by herself.
“Oh, no!” She quickly protested. “Absolutely not! There’s no way I’m sharing one room with all of them!”
“I’m afraid you don’t have much of a choice, young lady,” Gobber grinned.
“Why you little-”
Gordon quickly held out his hand to stop her and smiled down at the dwarf.
“We’ll take it!”
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In the very few days that Emma had been queen she already found herself in the middle of a war. And she had no idea what she was to do.
For the most part, Emma was relieved to find that most of the people of Andros did not blame her for Andros’ involvement in the war. That did not mean everyone felt the same though.
Loris, to no surprise, was Emma’s biggest and loudest supporter. He continued to be by her side at all times and continued to advise her to the best of his knowledge and abilities. But that could only bring her so far.
Emma expected that Luther’s first move was to attack the many surrounding farm fields that were considered part of Andros. The vast amount of fields allowed Andros to be highly self-sufficient and once those fell the kingdom would start feeling those effects immediately. If the fields fell there would not be enough food for the kingdom to survive during the harsh upcoming winter.
The winters in Andros could vary drastically. Emma has experience living during winters that were pleasant and some winters not so much. Some winters had a lot heavier toll on the kingdom than others. Some winters flew by while others dragged on for many long harsh months.
“Our scouts have reported nothing yet,” Bri called out as Emma continued looking out the windows of the throne room.
“It will take time,” Emma acknowledged. “They are gathering their forces just as we are. But they will attack. Eventually.”
Emma found herself wishing she was not queen and that she could go back to not long ago where she was free of any responsibilities or obligations. Where she was free to ride Layla whenever she pleased and roam around the palace at her leisure. Even though it had only been a few weeks since her coronation those days seemed like eons ago.
“Any news of Carter and the others?” Emma changed the topic.
“Not yet,” Bri answered. “But I’m sure Gordon will write to us when he has a chance.”
Emma turned away from the window and walked towards her friend. “You’re right.” She took a deep breath, “I’m sure he will.”
Emma had to admit she missed having her new friends around. Carter, and all the others, had grown on her quite quickly and she came used to having them around the palace. She did not admit openly but she was even jealous of them. She would of done anything to be out there with them traveling around Terran. It is what she had always dreamt of.
The majority of Emma’s day was made up of attending meetings with the military leaders of Andros. She found each meeting was more of the same and quickly became quite bored with them.
Emma was quite thankful however that she was able to find some time to stop by and see Layla. She had not seen her dear friend in quite a while and it pleased her to see the Pegasus once again.
“I know,” Emma comforted her friend as the creature groaned at her. “I miss them too. But they’ll be back. One day.”
Layla roared once again.
“My queen,” Loris interrupted as he came behind her and entered the stables. “Sorry for the intrusion.”
“No need to apologize,” Emma said. “You have news?”
“For once, yes,” the advisor continued. “The scouts have spotted something interesting. Something you should come see.” 
“Luther?”
“We are not sure yet,” Loris went on. “But it is something you will want to see for yourself.”
Emma stood up and turned towards Loris, “where?”
“The farm fields.”
Emma quickly got Layla out of the stable and flew her down the mountain side and towards the vast area of fields that were located far and wide.
It did not take her long to notice what Loris had mentioned before. There was a large cloud of smoke filling the sky Emma noticed it the nearby distance and quickly ushered Layla to fly towards the source.
Emma quickly landed and noticed that several villagers surrounded the burnt farm and some of the Andros guards had already arrived at the scene. When she set foot several of the villagers noticed her immediately and began whispering amongst themselves.
“What happened here?” Emma demanded as she approached the group of gathered guards who were talking with two of the villagers.
The farmers Emma concluded.
“My Queen,” the two villagers quickly kneeled towards Emma as she approached.
Emma quickly dismissed their politeness and had them stand up once again.
“What happened here? Was your farm attacked?”
“Not exactly,” the young woman answered. “At least not by warriors.”
Emma looked at them confused. “So, it was not Luther or any Troja knights?”
“No, My Queen,” the husband continued. “It was a giant winged beast. Nothing like I’ve ever seen before and breathed fire from its mouth. Like if it was a-”
“Dragon,” Emma muttered to herself.
Emma had feared this day would come one day after hearing Carter and the others’ close encounter it what they described as a dragon as well. Dragons could prove to be the most dangerous threat Andros would have to face in all of history. The Sky Kingdom was not untouchable with those beasts around.
“I want you to double the guard,” Emma addressed one of the nearby guards. “Ground and sky patrols. If they see anything I want to be the first to hear about it.”
“Consider it done.”
“What does this mean?” the young woman asked.
“I have no idea,” Emma admitted. “But there is something out there. Something dark.”
Later that night Emma decided to take a visit to the library located inside the palace. Emma had only been here a couple of times. She was never a big reader and the few times she did come here was when Bri dragged her along.
The library was massive and elegant at the same time as the windows that looked down the mountain side allowed an abundant amount of natural sunlight to fill the room. The room was filled with hundreds of different shelves scattered throughout that held thousands of different books.  
As Emma started taking books off shelves she noticed some were obviously more older than others. Some created a cloud of dust when opened while others had pages ready to fall out any moment. Emma even noticed one book was written in a language she had never seen or even recognized.
“Ancient Elven,” a voice emerged behind Emma.
Emma looked behind and saw the figure of an old lady had came behind her and noticed the book she was now looking through.
Kanna had been the Andros Librarian for as long as Emma could remember. She knew ever book that was in her library and exactly where to find it.
“I don’t get many visitors,” Kanna went on. “And I have to say I’m surprised when I found out one of them was the queen.”
“Sorry, Kanna,” Emma said. “I just needed to do some research. There are so many questions I have but no answers. I was hoping to find them here.”
“Well, the library is a perfect place to start,” Kanna explained. “Unfortunately, that book you have there is pretty old. I don’t even know what it says. There are very few people that still speak or know Ancient Elven. If any.”
“This is disappointing,” Emma sighed as she threw the book to the desk.
Emma could feel Kanna’s glare from behind as she looked upon the young queen who was filled with nothing but frustration.
Kanna sympathized with the young queen. All she wanted was to protect and serve her people the best she could but these past few weeks have tested her nonetheless.
“Maybe I can help,” the librarian offered.
“Unless you have the answers for dragons returning,” Emma replied sarcastically as she slumped her head on the desk. “Our kingdom can protect against the attacks of Luther but now that the dragons are involved changes everything.”
Dragons, huh?” Kanna acknowledged. “The worst enemy of the Sky Kingdom.”
“Exactly,” Emma continued rubbing her head. “There’s got to be something we can do. I can’t be fighting Luther and having to constantly look overhead worrying about dragons as well.”
“I’ve read many ancient stories that recall our great ancestors waging war against the dragons,” Kanna told.
“I didn’t know that,” Emma said surprised. “I always thought dragons were just legends and just a tale to entertain people.”
“Maybe if someone spent a little more time in the library,” Kanna teased. “And Emma, there is always some truth to legends.”
Emma smiled. “Then if they could survive and fight the dragons so can I.”
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Sara had not been outside the outer wall in a very long time. The land outside the capital was thriving with farms, houses, inns, and other small shops. Sara could even smell the scent of a nearby bakery that had begun to prepare itself for the day ahead.
Sara looked behind her and saw the massive towering walls and statues looking down on her. The walls looked much bigger from the other side.
“Where are we going?” Sara asked Boris who had taken the lead.
“Not too far,” Boris replied. “I have a house up here where I keep the item hidden.”
“And what is this item exactly?” Ashly pressed. “And how is it going to help us against the Necromancer?”
“Because it will destroy it,” Boris smirked. “And don’t worry. You’ll see soon enough.”
Boris had proven himself more than helpful from a number of different occasions so Sara knew not to question him any further. If Boris thought this would work then there was a very good chance that it would. The sooner she could destroy this Necromancer the better. All she wanted was for things to go back to normal again.
Little did she know at the time this would be impossible and things could never be the same again.
“News from beyond!” Sara heard one of the town’s folk yell from her side. “Troja declares war on Andros! The Great War is upon us!”
Sara was surprised to learn that the ordinary citizens of Olympia had already learned of this news as she had just learned herself the other day. Things were getting harder to control and hide from the common folk and Sara knew Ashly despised this. It would not bee long until the Druids would come breathing down on all the Hunters’ necks.
It was not long later that Boris had brought them to their destination. It was a small wooden house on the very edge of the town. It looked abandoned and Sara noticed spider webs forming in the corners and outside windows. The perfect place though for whatever items Boris had been hiding all these years. 
“This is it?” Ashly looked over to Boris with unease. “It looks like no one has lived here in at least one-hundred years.”
“Two-hundred actually,” Boris joked. “The house has been in the family for many generations. I’m the only one left in the line so I use it now only as a safe house when I want to get away from the city.”
Sara thought it was brilliant it wouldn’t mind getting a break from the city life as well. Sometimes it proves to be too much and you find yourself wishing to have a spot where it was quiet and no one could bother you. She had never been able to afford that luxury though.
Boris carefully lead the two girls and Rayla, who had chosen to come with them that morning, into the house. The eagle moaned fearfully from Sara’s shoulder but stayed at her side.
Sara carefully chose her steps as each step forward produced a loud creak from the floorboards beneath. Seeing the condition of the house she was afraid the wooden floor would snap at any moment. 
“I think your calculations were off,” Ashly protested. “This house is more like three-hundred years old.”
Boris laughed, “definitely a possibility.”
Boris lead the girls into the center of the living space and had them take a few steps back. Sara watched as he pulled out his sword and plunged it straight into the floor causing the panel to break. Boris continued to do this a couple more times until there was a big enough hole where he could reach his hand down beneath the floor.
Sara was stunned when she saw Boris pull out the object that was wrapped in a very old brown cloth. He ever so carefully brought it over and set the item at Sara’s feet.
“What is it?” she asked.
“For you,” he smiled. “Open it.”
Sara knelt down and moved the cloth to reveal a bow like she had never seen before. It took a wooden form but had various symbols all over it in black. The draw string was just as unique as it matched the bow’s dark brown color.
“Is that what I think it is?” Ashly stumbled.
“Of course it is,” Boris smirked. “Pick it up, Sara. Tell me how it feels.”
Sara cautiously did as she was told and picked up the bow. To her surprise, she found that the bow was incredibly light like she preferred. She drew back on the string and was amazed how flexible and far back it could go. The wooden texture felt comfortable and surprisingly familiar to her for some strange reason.
“What is it?” Sara asked. “This isn’t just any ordinary bow but there’s something about it that I can’t put my tongue on.”
“It’s a bow made of magic,” Boris explained.
“And not just any magic bow,” Ashly began. “This is the Bow of Artemis.”
“What?” Sara looked at both of them confused. “You’re telling me that this bow belonged to-”
“Artemis herself,” Boris finished. “Or at least that’s what most people believe.”
“That bow had always been passed down from leader to leader in our guild,” Ashly informed. “But for some reason it went missing several centuries ago.”
“So, this belongs to you then,” Sara quickly offered to Ashly as she held out the bow towards her.
“No,” the leader quickly dismissed as she pushed Sara’s hands away. “That was old tradition. Plus, this bow has clearly come to be in your possession for a reason. That is why you feel such a strong connection with the object.”
Sara looked at Ashly unconvinced, “I’m not buying it.”
“Legends say that only those who have proven themselves worthy can possess the true power within,” Ashly continued.
“What power?” Sara asked intrigued.
“The power to create and produce its own magic arrows. It is the only way to destroy the Necromancer. If you can’t then it’s just another normal bow like all the rest.”
“How do I do it then?” Sara questioned.
Now that she had learned that the only way to defeat the Necromancer was to draw the magic from the bow Sara was more determined than ever. She never knew much about magic or thought she would ever be using it but desperate times call for desperate measures and she was prepared to do whatever it took to save her father.
“Pull back on the draw string,” Ashly instructed. “Close your eyes and feel the connection between the bow and yourself. Feel the magic run through your hands and throughout your body.”
Sara closed her eyes like instructed and began to focus. She began to feel the connection with the bow as she had felt when she first picked up the weapon mere minutes ago. It was exhilarating as she began to feel the energy in her body grow and become more powerful.
She continued by opening her eyes and slowly began to pull on the bow’s string. Sara was discomforted when she saw there was nothing but soon later a white light flickered and and arrow appeared in the bow.
“My gods,” Ashly muttered. “You did it.”
“I never doubted you for a second,” Boris smiled.
Sara was not done yet though as she eagerly wanted to know what kind of power these arrows held. She moved the bow and aimed at the front door they came in and released the arrow. The arrow hit its mark easily but to everyone’s surprise it went straight through the door and left a hole as evidence of its mark.
“Damn,” Ashly muttered. “I wish I had one of those now.”
Sara quickly rushed outside to recover the arrow but noticed there was no trace of it. It had simply vanished.
“Well, at least you don’t have to worry about recovering arrows anymore,” Boris appeared at her side.
“I guess not,” Sara smiled brightly.
“How do you even come into possession of this bow?” Ashly asked Boris as she appeared at Sara’s opposite side.
“Many years ago,” Boris retold. “A old man in a strange black cloak approached me when I was on guard duty and gave me the bow. He informed me to hide it and I would know when the time was right.”
“And you didn’t think anything strange of it?” Sara questioned.
“Of course I did,” Boris protested. “But by the time I looked up from examining the item he had vanished.”
“You lost him?”
“It shouldn’t have,” Boris went on. “I had only looked down for a few seconds. I searched the crowd but he was nowhere to be seen.”
“I wonder who he was,” Sara turned over towards Ashly.
“Only one person I can think of,” she offered. “It fits the perfect description of a Greybeard.”
“Could be,” Boris acknowledged.
“The Druids hate the Greybeards I thought,” Sara commented.
“Oh, they do,” Ashly reassured her. “Must have snuck into the city somehow.”
“I wonder why they would have snuck into the city then,” Sara said.
“There could be hundreds of reasons,” Ashly ranted. “But I wouldn’t worry too much about them. They are known to be a peaceful people for the most part. Only have loyalty to the Phoenix King.”
Then the thought hit Sara almost immediately. The Greybeard did not just sneak into the city to give Boris the bow. He had come searching for the phoenix egg and found it.
“He was here for the egg,” Sara shared her thoughts. “And he found it.”
Sara knew she was not supposed to say anything in front of Boris about it but he had proven to be more than trustworthy. He had been incredibly helpful so far so might as well let him in on the city’s biggest secret.”
“Impossible,” Ashly dismissed the thought. “You’ve seen how secretive and protective that place is.”
“And you’ve heard the recent news,” Sara countered. “He’s been vouched for by the Queen of Andros. People think he’s the real deal. So we all know what that means.”
Ashly sighed.
“What does it mean?” Boris looked over as everyone’s eyes fell now on Ashly.
“It means the Phoenix King is on his way to Olympia as we speak. He will be here soon to claim his birthright.”
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Jadyn went to her room once they arrived back at their house and let her body fall to her bed. She had just been blown off the top of a roof by an ancient dark sorcerer that has not roamed Terran for centuries. Sounded like something that would happen to her.
As she laid down, all she could feel was her head throbbing and her back aching. She was able to escape with a few bruises along her elbows and arms that did not hurt as much but still created a burning sensation.
Just then she had closed her eyes and was about to drift away there was a knock on her door.
“Not now!” she yelled at whoever was at the other side of her door.
“It’s me,” Grace’s familiar voice echoed.
Jadyn allowed her friend to come in as she took at seat at the edge of her bed. “Some day, huh?”
“You have no idea,” Jadyn agreed as she kept her eyes closed. “Of course June would be the one to complain about it.”
“Don’t mid her,” Grace shrugged. “She’s just power hungry that’s all. And did you see her face when Anubis silenced her.”
“Not really,” Jadyn said. “My vision was still a bit blurry from being blown off a roof.”
“You would have liked it,” Grace laughed as Jadyn soon did so at well even though it caused her joints to ache.
“Too bad Raj wasn’t there,” Jadyn continued. “He would have been able to catch that Necromancer.”
The tiger roared at the sound of his name as Grace went over to scratch his ears. “I bet he could. Next time we’ll get them.”
“You can count on it,” Jadyn mumbled to herself. “So, now what?”
Grace’s face fell as Jadyn realized now the true reason that her friend had come into her room. There was something on her mind that troubled her and if it troubled Grace it was more than likely going to trouble her as well.
“We go to war,” Grace sighed.
“What do you mean?” Jadyn struggled to sit herself up. “Anuba?”
Grace nodded, “Anubis has received word from his forces. They’re going to meet us outside the walls of the city. Anubis is ready to march and reclaim his throne.”
Jadyn did not respond for some time as she found herself caught off guard. She had always knew the end goal since the beginning. Take back their home. A home she had never known. None of them had. But for some reason everyone felt like they had to. Everyone except Jadyn.
“But what about the Necromancer!” she protested. “We can’t just let them roam around Wilbro wreaking havoc whenever they like!”
“I feel the same way,” Grace agreed. “But it does not concern Anubis at all. His eyes are only set on Anuba and that’s all he’ll care about until it’s his again.”
“I don’t care, though,” Jadyn spoke too soon. “Who cares about Anuba. People will die if we leave and do nothing.”
Grace smiled down upon her friend to Jadyn’s surprise. She thought she would had taken offense to her words but she hadn’t. Instead she saw her friend looking at her more proud than ever. This was the first time Grace looked down at Jadyn not as her friend but as her leader.
“You really are the best of us,” Grace said. “But unfortunately it’s out of our hands. For now.”
Jadyn did not want to admit it but she knew Grace was right. Anubis or June would never allow it. There was too much at stake for them and the entire group. She decided she would play along for now, but not for them, but for her sisters. They were the only family she had never known and they deserved a place they could finally call home.
“Fine,” she retreated back to laying down on her bed. “For now.”
“That’s the spirit,” Grace cheered. “Now get some rest. We leave at first light tomorrow.”
First light had came a lot sooner than Jadyn had liked. She had gotten little to no rest that night and was dreading the fact that the majority of the day she would be horse ridding through the desert regions of the East. 
When she walked into the living area, she noticed everyone was frantically gathering their things and loading the horses with weapons, bags, and various other supplies.
“Only bring what you need!” June barked about to the different girls. “Leave everything else behind!”
As Jadyn limped around and gathered her things, Raj came to her side and groaned as he pleaded her to pet him.
“Not to worry,” she petted him. “We’re going to our new home now. You’ll have a lot more room there than here. You’ll love it.”
“It truly is magnificent,” Anubis looked down at the two of them.
“What is it like, My Lord?” she asked the Olympian.
“Beautiful,” he illustrated. “The city is surrounded by an open desert field that reflects from the sun. Temples more numerous than you have ever seen before. And then there is the throne room. The place I belong. Upon the Golden Throne.”
“Wow, sounds amazing,” Jadyn commented.
“You’ll see soon enough,” Anubis grinned. “No words can describe it the way it deserves to be.”
“Are you confident we have enough troops to take the city?” Jadyn asked. “I heard the walls will make it difficult.”
“Not to worry,” the Olympian placed his hand on Jadyn’s shoulder. “We have the best troops in all of Terran. They don’t stand a chance.”
She smiled back at him, “Okay then. Let’s do this.”
It did not take long after until the Daughters and Anubis were on their horses and making their way out of Wilbro and into the desert with Raj by their side. As Jadyn rode out the city’s main entrance she looked behind one last time and bid the only home she had ever known one last farewell.
“Weird isn’t it,” Grace said as she noticed Jadyn was thinking the same thoughts she was having as well. “Never thought I would actually leave this place. It has always been our home.”
“This isn’t the end,” Jadyn reassured her. “I will return and make things right one day and destroy that Necromancer. Revenge will be fine.”
Jadyn rarely let her emotions get the better of her but this she did not care about. She was angry and wanted that sorcerer to pay for what they did to all those people. Especially the old lady who had shown her nothing but kindness. They deserved to pay and only when she stood over their dead body would she be satisfied.
It was a day’s ride to get to the outskirts of Anuba where Anubis’s forces had already started to set up camp. Jadyn dreaded the trip since she found out about it and it did not disappoint her in any ways.
The sun was out in full force that day across the desert with not a cloud to be seen. Jadyn was constantly wiping the sweat from her forehead and being conservative with her water supply because once she was out there was no more until they reached the camp.
Jadyn looked up towards Anubis as he lead the group from the front. He was more focused and determined than she had ever seen him. His face was stern. His muscles tense. His eyes looking nowhere except forward. His throne was almost within his grasp.
“What’s that up ahead?” Grace pointed out a large pointed structure in the far distance.
Jadyn squinted her eyes to try and get a better look and noticed what her friend had seen. It was a massive structure. The biggest building she had ever seen in her life as it stretched high in the clear blue sky. It was a pyramid.
“A great eye you have there, My Daughter,” Anubis spoke. “That is one of the nine Great Pyramids of the East.”
“It’s beautiful,” Jadyn commented.
“They are all,” Anubis agreed. “That is the Pyramid of Osiris. My brother.”
“What happened to him?” Jadyn asked. “What happened to the other Olympians?”
“They died,” Anubis snarled. “Killed off during the Titan Wars.”
“The Titan Wars?”
“It doesn’t matter,” Anubis quickly dismissed as he refused to talk about that part of his past. “The world is better off anyways as without them and with me being the last Olympian.”
“I agree, My Lord.”
Jadyn looked up just in time to notice June pass a jealous grin towards her. She was jealous. She had always thought she would be Anubis’ favorite as she lead the Daughters of Anubis. Jadyn could not help herself but smile back at her.
Night had now began to cover the vast desert region of the East. Jadyn was surprised how cold it got once the sun had disappeared beyond the horizon.
Even though the sun was gone, Jadyn could not ignore how beautiful the desert was still. It was quiet and calm. She could even hear the slightest faint cry of a nearby bird. 
“We’re here!” Grace interrupted her thoughts.
Jadyn looked beyond as surely enough noticed a field of lights slowly come into view. Then she noticed the tents and was surprised by how many there were. There must have been thousands of them.
As she got closer, she looked down at the camp from the top of the hill and noticed all the people and horses roaming about. There were men dressed of in brown and tan cloth just like she and the Daughters did. There were even women here as well.
“My gods,” she mumbled to herself but loud enough for Grace to hear her.
“I agree,” she commented. “Who would of ever known there were this many people out there  loyal to Anubis. All of these people out there waiting for him to return. Just like us.”
“Yeah,” Jadyn said. “But unlike them we actually did something about it.”
“Come my daughters,” Anubis calmed the group down. “We got a war to win.”
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Carter’s dreams that night were the most violent and horrific ones he had ever experienced. Creatures of nothing but bred of pure evil. Golden light lit up their eyes as if they were made of magma and bodies dark and covered with what appeared to be dried up dirt and ash. All he felt was darkness.
Carter saw these creatures frequently throughout his dreams and as time went on they became too familiar to him. Every dream he had became more and more real to him. He was convinced these creatures were real and someone was trying to warn him about them.
But who?
The dream he had that night conjured a great battle between these forces and those of the living. Men, elves, dwarves, and more all on one side as they faced off against their common enemy. But even with all of their strength combined they continued to be slaughtered upon the dark and dead battlefield.
There was one figure that continued to stand out throughout the entirety of the battle. A young man lead all the forces as he rode on top of a phoenix that was a tall and big as a dragon.
Carter was inspired as he looked upon the man on top of the bird red feathers. He showed no fear or remorse. Only strength and courage.
“Malvis!” Carter heard a man yell towards the leader.
He looked around and saw it that was a man dressed and reflected much of what Gordon looked like. He was a Greybeard but a young man who could not be over the age of twenty.
“He’s coming!” the Greybeard pointed out towards the hill in front of them.
Carter turned towards the hill and saw the creatures he always saw charge down from the hill side and towards the young phoenix rider and all the forces of the living. But this time it was not only these creatures but he saw all the creatures of darkness he had heard from legends. There were giants, minotaur, cyclops, wights, and more.
He examined the battlefield and looked upon the millions of soldiers that had gathered to fight off against these monsters, but in the end, they were still out numbered by these creatures drastically.
“Hold the line,” the phoenix rider ordered. “Fire our siege weapons.”
Carter’s dream changed and now he was in the middle of the battle as he looked up towards the sky filled with fire reigning down from the siege weapons from both sides of the battle. The young rider reigned fire down upon the monsters from atop on his phoenix but their forces was still too many.
Then the earth began to violently shake as Carter tried to keep his balance with much difficulty. He looked up towards the mountains and saw something he wish he could of unseen instantly.
A giant fiery figure emerged from the top of the mountain as it had escaped from within the mountain itself. The figure looked much like that of the creatures he had always dreamt of but had to be at least ten times bigger. It was bigger than any giant on the battle as it invoked fear in all those who laid its eyes upon him.
The last thing Carter noticed was the young man on his phoenix flying towards the monster with sword in hand. There was no way for him to survive but he kept flying anyways and then the next thing he saw was the monster screaming violently as his cried echoed throughout the battlefield. 
Carter looked more closely and noticed the rider had stabbed the monster directly in the chest as his sword held in the monster’s body. The monster swung violently as it struggled to keep itself standing.
Carter frantically began to search the sky and battlefield for the young rider but he was nowhere to be seen. Him, nor his phoenix, could be spotted. He was gone. Devoured by the great beast that now struggled to keep itself on top the mountain.
The monster continued to screech and without warning the entire scene was blinded but a bright white light and next thing Carter knew was his dream had now vanished.
This was something he had never experienced before. Usually his dreams were only brief glimpses or visions of places or the dark creatures, but none had produced a full scene and account.
What did this mean? What were they trying to tell him?
He had so many questions already. Now this dream only created more questions and still had no answers.
When was this battle?
All Carter knew is he had never had a dream that had felt to real before. But now he was more scared and afraid as ever. 
“Carter,” a voice called out in the far distance.
His vision slowly changed and now noticed Gordon was above him as he slightly shook him as he tried to wake him up.
“Carter.”
“I’m up,” he groaned to the Greybeard.
“Is everything okay? You were moaning during your sleep.”
“It’s nothing,” Carter quickly dismissed as he assured to Greybeard it was nothing to worry about. “Just a dream. That’s all.”
“Good,” he smiled down upon the boy. “It’s best we get going. First light is almost here.”
Carter struggled to get up, but once he did, he noticed everyone was already up and about getting their belongings together as they prepared for their final day’s journey.
“Exciting day, boy,” Gibson approached him. “We’ll get to Olympia today. Shouldn’t even have to be a full day worth of travel either.”
“That’s good news,” Carter replied. “I’m getting pretty sick of traveling on horse.”
“You could ride on one of the griffins,” Gordon suggested. “I bet they’ll even fly for you.”
“I don’t think I’m ready for that quite yet,” he objected. “Plus, I prefer having my two feet here on the ground.”
Gordon laughed, “if you say so.”
The group proceeded to leave Gobber’s Bar and Inn as quietly as they could as they did not wish to run into anyone on their way out.
Gobber was already up cleaning his bar from the previous night’s festivities.
“Good luck, boy,” the dwarf reached out and grabbed his hand. “You have a tough road ahead of you. But you got the right people with you to do some good.”
“Thanks,” Carter said as he reached out his hand. “And thanks for the room.”
“You bet ya,” Gobber smirked. “If you ever run into some trouble up North reach out to my people in Thorne. They’ll help you.”
Carter nodded and the group left Gobber’s Bar and Inn behind. Once they had gathered their horses, and met up with the griffins outside the city, they were on the road again. This time they were being accompanied by three large beasts instead.
During the trip, Carter had caught up with Gordon and asked him about Thorne. The place Gobber had mentioned earlier.
Gordon went on to explain how Thorne was the birthplace and Kingdom of the Dwarves of Terran. There were a few dwarves scattered about Terran, but the majority of them lived together in their city built within the valleys of the snowy mountain up north.
“Do you thing they would fight for me?” Carter asked.
“Hard to say,” Gordon answered reluctantly.
Ever since Carter had left Andros all he could thing about is how he was going to go back and help Emma was the Troja invasion that was bound to happen if it had not already. He was no warrior or leader but he wanted to help her especially after everything she had done for him. She was fighting a war to defend his name and show the world that she believed in him and was at his side.
But how was he going to help? He had no army to help and fight against Luther and his forces. And the longer he took the more likely Andros would fall.
“Who will then fight for me?” Carter continued on. “Who will follow me because the longer I take the more people that are going to die in Andros.”  
“Emma may be young but she is stronger than you give her credit for,” Gordon advised. “The people of Andros are bred to fight. They can hold their ground. Something Luther has underestimated them for.”
“But I have to do something,” Carter continued protesting.
“And we will,” the Greybeard reminded him. “There are many people who will join you. For example, the Greybeards. But we are no army. The people will present themselves to you and when the time is right you’ll know. For now it is important to focus on why we are here.”
“The phoenix egg?”
“Exactly,” Gordon answered sternly.
“How do you know it’s here?” Carter asked. “Are you even sure?”
“I am,” he answered straightly. “Last time I was here I had my suspicions so I went out to investigate before I left the city. I found it.”
“Why didn’t you take it then?”
“I have no right,” Gordon explained. “You are the only one that has sole right to that egg and only with you will that egg hatch.”
Carter then went on to remember his dream from that night. The young man he saw who flew upon his fully grown phoenix across the battlefield and at the fiery monster that lead to his death.
He must have been a previous Phoenix King, Carter began to think. But when was all this?
Carter decided it was probably best that he told Gordon about his night’s dream. There was a chance that he might be able to make sense out of it unlike him. But before he could he was interrupted.
“We’re here,” Gordon announced to the group.
The group slowly came over the hill and the city elegantly came into view.
Carter was stunned and was speechless for words. The city was massive but beautiful at the same time. The outer walls were enormous as they reached high into the sky. Carter was curious if anyone had tried to scale those walls.
From the top of the hill, Carter noticed immediately the hill and massive palace on top in the very center of the city. It was one of the most beautiful structures he had ever seen.
“The Olympian Keep,” Gordon pointed out as he saw Carter’s eyes looking upon the hill. “Home to the Phoenix King and the royal line. At least it used to be.”
“This city must hold hundreds of thousands of people,” Magnus commented.
“A couple million actually,” the Greybeard corrected.
“Damn,” Anna mumbled loud enough for everyone to hear.
“It never gets old,” Gordon smiled at the city. “Come on. We best get going.”
Everyone followed Gordon’s lead as they rushed their horses to the front gate of the city. The griffins followed this time as Gordon assured them that the city was so big and busy that no one would notice or pay attention to them.
As he rode closer to the city, Carter began to notice that massive statues that stood across the wall. Most of them were men but noticed some women. He later realized that all the women statues actually pictured the same woman.
Some of them held swords pointed down while others held their hands out with welcome arms. He had never seen any of these figures before but there was something familiar about all of them. A strange connection Carter had with all of them but could not explain.
“The Kings and Queen of Old,” Gordon explained he he lead on the group. “The Phoenix Kings and Queen.”
Carter couldn’t help himself but smile at them. For one of the few times in his life he felt proud and honored. That was his family and they were able to accomplish all of this and make a change in the world. Now it was his turn.
Carter looked over and saw Anna looking up at the statues with just as much enthusiasm as amazement as he was. He smiled again because of this.
Upon reaching the entrance to the city, the group was met with a group of guards in dark red armor. Not the most welcoming type, however.
The guards looked and examined the group fiercely. When they looked upon the griffins they were a bit confused as they all exchanged looks at each other but decided to ignore it nonetheless.
“State your business,” one the guards demanded. “What business brings you here to Olympia?”
“Visiting family that lives in the city,” Gordon lied to the guard.
Carter was surprised how easily Gordon was able to lie and keep a straight face, but if it is what needed to be done to get them into the city he could care less about it.
He looked upon the massive metal gates that protected the city and was intrigued by the artwork on the gate. It was a golden illustration of a phoenix that spread across the entire gate. The artwork had slowly began to depreciate over the many years but it was still just as elegant and beautiful.
“Very well,” the guard answered shortly after. “Enjoy your stay.”
Gordon looked back and smiled at the group to Carter’s delight.
The ground bellow them began to shake as the giant metal doors began to slowly open inward revealing the alive and busy city.
Carter eagerly looked in to see what the city looked like as their horses gracefully walked through the city’s gates with the griffins behind them.
“My gods,” Anna commented. “It’s beautiful. Who knew there was this many people or a city as beautiful and massive as this one.”
“And I thought Andros was big,” Magnus agreed. “This must be at least twenty times as big.”
“Probably even more than that,” Carter added.
“You’re not in Thieves’ Landing anymore,” Gibson joked.
“Welcome to Olympia,” Gordon smiled at Carter this time. “Capital of Terran. City of Kings. Home to the Phoenix King.” 
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When Magnus thought the world couldn’t get any bigger, it seemed like he was always proven wrong.
Andros was a surprise already when coming from his small village but now there was Olympia, and that was on a whole new level. His entire village wouldn’t even take up a town’s square. Millions of people lived here while Yorktown didn’t even hold a hundred.
As he rode through the front gate and into the city, Magnus found himself in awe with the amount of people and buildings that were spread about. The city spread farther than his eyes could see.
Temples and statues could be seen throughout as they slowly made their way into the heart of the city. He loved seeing how much history and art there was. He wanted to learn about it all.
People began exchanging confused and wary looks towards the group as they passed by. Most were probably due to the three griffins that followed them from the rear. No one alive had ever seen these creatures and that they even existed still.
Magnus was afraid that people would start making conclusions about who they really were. He knew that most people in the city probably already heard of the news about someone claiming to be the Phoenix King roaming around Terran and it was only a matter of time until he came to the city.
“Who knew, huh?” Magnus turned over towards his sister. “I didn’t even know cities like this existed.”
“No wonder why no one pays attention to a tiny village like ours,” she said. “They got kingdoms full of people to worry about.”
“And all of them are on the brink of having to choose a side and join the war. Andros and Troja are just the first to choose their sides.”
Anna glared alarmingly at her brother signaling him to be quiet. “Be quiet. We don’t know who’s listening.”
Magnus looked around and sure enough there were more than just the ordinary citizen around. The guards in red, like at the entrance, watched and patrolled the streets in groups. He even noticed some hooded figures look down at them from the top of houses and the city’s walls. There was something about them that made Magnus feel worried and uneasy.
“What’s with the hooded guards?” Magnus quietly asked up front to Gordon.
“The Hunters of Artemis,” Gordon replied scornfully. “The elite protection force to the Phoenix King and the royal family. At least they used to be.”
“What happened?”
“The Phoenix King disappeared,” Gordon sighed. “Alongside the entire royal line. The Druids came and claimed the throne for themselves. The Hunters are loyal not to the city but the throne. So, now they serve the Druids instead.”
“Sound more like traitors to me,” Anna scorned.
“Don’t have them hearing you say that,” Gordon teased. “But I agree.”
The two exchanged smiles with each other.
“And the city just let the Druids walk in?” Magnus asked.
“Of course they did,” Gordon retold. “They showed up with their armies and surrounded the city. There was no leader for the city. Instead, they opened the gates and welcomed the Druids and their forces with open arms. Now the world is in chaos and unbalanced. Terran has erupted into a civil war and it only gets worst from here.”
“I can’t believe they would just let them into the city,” Magnus vented.
“I think more people were in shock and looked for answers. The Druids had one. A new world order under their rule.”
“Everything about this is wrong,” Carter shook his head. “What happened to the last Phoenix King?”
“No one knows,” Gordon looked down as he revisited the painful memory. “He still to this day has not been found or his family. Until you.”
“So, I must be related to him somehow then,” Carter pondered the thought.
“That’s the only explanation,” Gordon smiled. “But how? I do not know.”
As they continued throughout the the city, Magnus was horrified to see how the people lived once they reached the beginning of the lower ring. Buildings and houses were falling apart. The streets were covered in mud and animal manure. Trash covered the many alleyways.
No one should have to live like this.
“This is wrong,” Carter commented as he too was having the same thoughts of Carter. “People should live equally and united. Not separated.”
“And they did for hundreds of years under the Phoenix King and his line,” Gordon explained. “There was to separation. There was no upper ring and lower ring. There was only Olympia.”
“The Druids I’m guessing,” Anna clenched her fist.
Gordon nodded. “The wealthy and warriors live in luxury, while all the others struggle to get by on a daily basis.”
“Unfortunately, Olympia is not the only kingdom like this,” Gibson reminded the group.
The group later arrived at what looked to be a blacksmith shop in the lower ring as Gordon got off his horse and ushered for the rest of them to follow him. The shop was unopened by the looks of it. This put a trouble look on Gordon’s face.
“What is it?” Magnus asked. “What is this place?”
“An old friend,” he replied. “This is his shop. I thought he could be a help to us.”
“It looks abandoned,” Anna pointed out.
Magnus examined the shop and and saw the door was not opened or none of the outside stalls had been set up for the day, but it did not look abandoned to him. There was no signs of abandonment such plants or roots growing along the house. The house was still maintained and had been recently.
“I don’t think so,” Magnus countered. “There is no signs of abandonment. The only thing I see is shop was not open today or possibly the last couple weeks at most.”
“He’s right,” the Greybeard agreed. “Maybe he’s inside. Let’s pay him a little visit.”
Gordon reached for the door handle but was soon later interrupted by a voice of a girl behind them.
“Stop right there!”
Magnus quickly turned around and saw a young girl who with red hair holding a bow and white arrow aimed right at them. She looked as if she couldn’t be older than him by only a couple years. 
Anna quickly responded too as she pulled out her own bow and loaded an arrow at the ready to fire. Magnus held out his arm to ease her, but she still pulled back on her bow string ready to fire.
The griffins quickly jumped in front of the group and growled and spread their wings at the girl. Magnus noticed she was caught off guard at the sight of the magical beasts but that didn’t stop her from lowering her weapon.
“What the hell are those!” the girl yelled.
Magnus quickly noticed that the girl was dressed in the robes and attire of the guards the hid in the alleys he noticed when coming into the city. Gordon later pointed them out as the Hunters of Artemis.
“Griffins,” Carter guardedly answered as he held out his hands to stop his beasts from attacking.
“Never heard of them,” the girl spat.
“Not many have,” Carter grinned back.
“What brings you all to my house?” the Hunter demanded.
“I’m looking for an old friend,” Gordon responded. “I was to believe that Aemon lived here. Does he not?”
“That’s my father,” the girl said shocked as she slowly lowered her weapon.
Gordon ushered for the rest of them to lower their weapons as well. Much to Anna’s despite though.
“It’s been a very long time,” Gordon continued. “Way before you were born.”
Magnus noticed the girl carefully was studying them before she choose her next words.
“You’re him,” she spoke and looked directly at Carter. “Aren’t you?”
Gordon went to speak but Carter quickly cut him off. “How did you know?”
“You’re with a Greybeard,” the girl nodded towards Gordon. “It’s not that hard to figure it out.”
“I guess I am,” Carter smirked. “Is that going to be a problem?”
“Shouldn’t be,” she teased as she approached the group.
Magnus saw that Carter smiled brightly back at the girl. Something was going on there he thought.
“I’m afraid we got off on the wrong foot,” the girl walked past the griffins and reached out her hand towards Carter.
Carter grinned, “I believe we did,” he answered as he took her hand. “The name is Carter.”
“Sara,” the girl smiled back.
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Sara had to admit that when she arrived back into the city, and went separate ways from Ashly and Gordon, the last thing she expected was for the Phoenix King to be waiting at her front door. How did he even get into the city? But the more she thought about it she realized it actually wasn’t that hard to sneak in unnoticed.
Sara did not know how to react at first. But after talking to him briefly she realized there was more to him than she was giving him credit for. She thought she would find some power hungry child, but she realized he was not like that compared to most royalty. He was subtle and timid but underneath all that he was smart and wished the world was better than it really was. Like her.
She even thought he was a bit attractive compared to what she was expecting. He was not skinny but not big and muscular either. What Sara would describe as more on the average side.
Sara quickly snapped out of it before she became too lost. What was she thinking? She didn’t have time to think about boys or even a future for herself. This was her life and that would never change. 
“I’m afraid my father isn’t well,” she informed the group as she unlocked the front door and lead the group in while the griffins remained outside. “He never mentioned befriending a Greybeard.”
“Like I said,” Gordon smiled. “It’s been a long time. Plus, if you go around here saying that type of name it will only get you into trouble.”
“Agreed,” Sara acknowledged. “He’s been sick for weeks. Can’t walk and barely moves. He hasn’t been able to leave his bed.”
“That’s not normal,” Carter commented. “No sickness I know of has ever lasted that long that still leaves the victim alive.”
“Because it’s not the normal type of sickness people usually get,” she elaborated. “It’s dark magic.”
Gordon’s eyes widened suddenly, “how can you be so sure?”
“No medicine has helped him,” Sara explained. “And similar cases have been reported as well outside the city. My friend and I have concluded it could be none other than that of a Necromancer.”
“That should be impossible,” the Greybeard protested. “They haven’t been seen or heard of since centuries ago.”
“I don’t like the thought any more than you do old man,” Sara countered. “But it’s the only explanation I got.”
Gordon stood there in silence as he began stroking his beard and pondered the thought. Sara looked towards the others as she looked for an explanation but was only answered with blank and confused expressions like herself.
“Take me to him,” Gordon broke the silence. “Maybe there’s something I can do.”
Sara lead Gordon alone back to where her father’s room was. When she arrived at the door she closed her eyes and prayed like she did every she went to see him. Prayed that he was not dead and somehow by a miracle still clinging on to life. Before she opened the door, however, she was caught by surprise the gentle touch of Gordon’s arm reaching her shoulder.
“I can go in alone if you would like,” he offered.
“No, it's okay,” Sara said. “It’s just hard to see him like this.”
Gordon looked down at the young girl and smiled. “In my over three hundred years of existence you may be one of the most strongest and courageous girls that I have ever met.”
“Thanks,” Sara smiled as she rubbed the tear that had escaped from her right eye. “Wait, did you say three hundred years?”
Gordon laughed, “I’ve been here since the first Phoenix King and gods darn I’ll be here for this one as well.”
“So, you really think he’s the one?” Sara asked.
“Without a doubt.”
Sara nodded and turned towards the door. She took a deep breath and slowly opened the door and walked in with Gordon right beside her.
She was relieved to find that her father was still alive. His labored breathing continued as his eyes remained shut like they had been for the past weeks. His skin remained pale and his brown beard had begun to grow out more than he ever kept it. He hated growing his beard and always kept his face clean and cut.
“Oh, Aemon,” Gordon sighed as he made his way over to the bed and knelt besides him. “My old friend. The years have not been kind on you have they my friend.”
“How do you know my father?” Sara asked.
“Your father was a young knight when I met him,” Gordon recounted. “Proud that he had just become an official knight of the Olympian Guard.”
Sara couldn’t help herself from smiling of the tale. She had always wondered about his time of being a knight as he did not like to talk about it much.
“What happened?”
“I was sent on a diplomatic mission,” Gordon continued. “When I finally arrived back home after months away the flag of the Phoenix King had been replaced to the burning tree of the Druids. So, I left and returned to my home in Northgard and never looked back.”
“He was ripped of his title,” Sara said. “He is no knight anymore.”
“I know,” Gordon sighed. “We kept in touch through letters throughout the years but never talked much. He told me about the Great Purge against the Sages and insisted that the Greybeards intervene.”
“Why didn’t you?”
“Our culture forbids it,” he explained. “We are to take no action as we are bound to serve only the Phoenix King.”
“Would you intervene then if Carter asked?” Sara questioned.
“Of course,” he answered. “And I know he will here soon. The queen back in Andros took him in and they developed quite a strong friendship. He will go back to help her.”
Sara then pondered a thought that came across her. She wanted to save her father but help Carter as well. If there was anything Sara admired more it was loyalty. Especially to friends.
She knew he was probably feeling nothing but guilt as his friend had stood up to defend not only him but his name as well. Now Andros was at war. He had no army but neither did she. But she knew someone who might know people who might help him. And she knew the reason he came here in the first place.
Sara looked over and noticed Gordon’s hand had began to glow blue as he waved his hand around her father’s body. Soon later, a blue aura surrounded her father’s body as if a shield has been casted around him.
“That should help him hold on a little longer,” Gordon explained as he finished casting the spell. “But it won’t hold forever.”
“Thank you,” Sara smiled. “I don’t know how I can ever repay you.”
“No need,” Gordon said. “He may be your father but he’s also my friend that I should have never left. You were right. He was infused with dark magic. I could sense it when I casted my spell.”
“So, there is a Necromancer?”
“I’m afraid so.”
The two of them left Sara’s father to rest as they went out to the living area to rejoin the group. When they arrived Sara was surprised to see that her eagle, Rayla, had decided to start attacking Carter by pecking at his hair.
“What did you do?” Anna yelled as she stood cautiously away at a distance to avoid being attacked as well.
“Nothing!” Carter yelled back.
“Well, you must have done something,” Magnus said as he tried to help Carter but with little success.
Sara let out a loud whistle and Rayla immediately ceded her attacks as she flew and sat atop Sara’s right shoulder.
“Sorry about that,” Sara apologized. “She just gets a bit defensive sometimes.”
“No worries,” Carter straightened himself up. “The griffins out there attacked me too. But now look at them.”
“Interesting,” Sara thought. She would have to remind herself later to ask about that.
Sara went on and explained to everyone what Gordon had done to her father and that he would be stable but not for much longer. She explained everything that she had found out so far and even retold the account of how Boris gave her the Bow of Artemis and showed it off too them.
“Boris said he got the bow from a Greybeard,” Sara informed Gordon.
“Hmm,” the Greybeard muttered. “The Greybeards never have had this bow in our possession that I’m aware of.”
“Well, we’ve got to help,” Carter quickly interrupted and dismissed the question. “We got to find this Necromancer.”
Sara’s cheeks brightened. A total stranger that she barely knew was ready to help her against a dangerous foe without a doubt in mind. She had lived a life where no one was this kind to her except Boris and Ashly. She had grown up thinking the only people out there in the world only cared for themselves.
“I agree,” Gordon said. “With Sara’s bow it should be enough magic to destroy the Necromancer. Plus I have my magic too.”
“Are you sure you don’t want to just give that bow to me,” Anna teased. “I’m a pretty good shot.”
Sara enjoyed the young girl’s enthusiasm but grinned back, “not a chance.”
“Plus, we have Magnus’ magic as well,” Carter added.
The boy glared back at Carter. “Not really. I’ve been able to cast one spell.”
“You’re a Greybeard too?” Sara asked confused as he was not in the traditional Greybeard attire like Gordon currently was in.
“No,” Magnus replied. “I made a fireball once. That’s it.”
“You’re a Sage!” Sara exclaimed.
“Hey!” Magnus protested. “You probably want to keep that quiet as well. And I’m new to all this. I only found out a couple days ago.”
“I’ve read that Sages were known to be the most powerful sorcerers against magical creatures,” Sara told. “You might be just what I need.”
Sara saw Magnus glare over towards Gordon questioning her claim.
“It’s true,” he smirked.
“I don’t know any magic,” Carter said. “But I can handle a sword.”
“No,” Sara interrupted as she had her perfect plan already though of. “You’re going to be our bait.”
“Bait!” Carter protested. “That doesn’t sound good.”
“The Necromancers are enemies to the Phoenix King,” Sara explained her plan. “They’ll be drawn to your power.”
This time Carter glanced over towards Gordon questioning her claim.
“It’s true,” the Greybeard grinned once again.
“I’m going to take you to a place where your powers will more than likely peak so he’ll sense them without a doubt.”
“And where would that be?” Carter asked annoyed as he did not like how this plan was going anymore.
“I’m taking you to the Temple of Malvis,” Sara answered. “There’s an object there that calls out to your power. An object that belongs to you.”
Sara noticed Gordon stood up now intrigued at what she was about to say next.
“Are you saying-” Carter started before Sara interrupted him.
“I’m taking you to the Phoenix Egg.”
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The night across Andros was quiet. Everyone stayed indoors and waited so cautiously for the moment they knew was coming.
Knights sharpened their swords and archers fletched their arrows. The pegasus were fed and the night’s guard  was put on high alert.
Emma looked down at the town and field bellow from the balcony of her room. She offered to allow people to move into the city but most were not delighted to accept her offer. Those were their homes and some had been in their families for generations. They would never leave and would fight to their final breath if they had to.
“My Queen,” Bri’s silent voice came behind her.
“Any news?” Emma asked as she continued facing forwards and taking in the view.
“Not of Troja,” Bri continued. “But we have news from Olympia.”
Emma quickly turned around to face her friend this time. “They made it?”
“Sure did,” her friend smiled back at her. “And have found the location of the phoenix egg.”
“That’s great!”
Emma deep down wish her new friends were with her here and now. She knew how important their mission was and that is why she insisted they go. She wished she would have been able to go with them herself. It had always been her dream to travel beyond the mountain but she had a duty now. She had to protect her people.
“Where is he?” Emma said frustrated. “It’s been weeks since are little confrontation. Luther and his forces should be here by now.”
“Maybe dragons ate him,” Bri joked.
“I wish,” she laughed. “I don’t think we’re that lucky though.”
“Your Highness,” Loris abruptly entered the room, scaring Emma and Bri in the process. “I think it’s time.”
Loris ushered Emma and Bri back out to the balcony and pointed to the horizon where a blaze of fire had erupted. This was no natural fire and the more Emma looked at the scene the bigger the fire seemed to grow.
“Coward!” Emma stormed off towards the door with Bri and Loris close by. “Attacking innocent farmers. Ready the Valkyrie and have all other soldiers standing by.”
“Right away,” Bri ran off to gather her fellow warriors.
“I’ll have the soldiers standing by,” Loris said as he ran off in a different direction. “We’ll get through this Emma!”
Emma rushed along to the stables to gather Layla and her weapon. She did not have much experience fighting but when it came to weapons she preferred the traditional sword and shield. Bri was the expert when it came to fighting and would leave that to her and the Valkyrie.
“Unfortunately, the time has come,” Emma spoke to her companion and she hopped up on her back. “Come on girl!”
Layla took Emma quickly up and into the sky as she flew towards the the source of the fire. It was not long later until Bri and a group of several Valkyrie joined her in the air on their own pegasus.
“I gathered about twenty of us!” Bri called out over the wind. “The rest will soon be ready!”
“Very good!” Emma yelled back. “Take us down!”
“With pleasure,” Bri grinned as she had her pegasus turn into a deep dive towards the ground with Emma and the other Valkyrie following close behind. “Be on alert! Anything can happen!”
“Yes, Commander!”
When Emma reached the ground, she was in disgust to see that Luther and his forces were waiting for her. The building had been burnt to nothing while the field surrounding them continued to burn.
Emma carefully looked at Luther and his forces as she slowly descended towards the burning field. There were several hundred troops that had come with him. The majority of them were foot soldiers with the exception of a hundred on horses. She had expected a much bigger force but his force still posed a credible threat. Especially to the kingdom’s farms and other villages down here on the ground.
There were to siege weapons that could harm the city above to Emma’s relief, but the burning and pillaging of the fields and villages bellow would still harm Andros just as much. 
Luther opened up his arms and laughed sinisterly as Emma got off Layla and began to approach her enemy.
“Your Highness,” he welcomed. “How nice of you to join us.”
“Leave now,” Emma decided to skip the pleasantries. “This is your last warning.”
Luther continued to laugh as he got close to the young queen. Emma saw Bri reach to pull out her sword but held out her hand and signaled her to hold off. For now.
“This is your last chance,” Luther offered. “I won’t be accepting surrenders after today.”
“The neither will I,” Emma glared back.
Emma walked back towards Layla and jumped on her back once again as the creature flapped its wings and showed off its strength.
“The gods will look down on you today!” Luther spat. “Why do you defend that usurper?”
“Because he is the one true king!” Emma argued. “You are just too blind to see it! He will take the throne one day and he will be graceful towards you! If you’re around to see it.”
“Why you little-” Luther began as he started charging towards Emma.
“And neither will I,” Emma quickly pulled out her sword and aimed it at Luther’s neck but held back.
The Valkyrie quickly pulled out their weapons in response and Luther’s forces soon followed.
“Please , let me end his miserable life right now,” Emma heard Bri mumble under her breath and smiled.
“Goodnight, Luther,” Emma scowled one last time as she turned her back towards him and began riding off. “You mind what to find camp soon. Dragons are known to roam these areas.”
Emma continued riding without looking back but knew that at the moment Luther stood there with a blank look across his face.
“Nice job,” Bri said as the two of them soared through the sky once again. “You did good.”
Emma smiled as she relived the encounter that happened just moments ago. “I can’t wait to see his face once he actually looses.”
“Me too, My Lady,” Bri laughed. “Me too.”
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Jadyn was amazed to find how many people had gathered just outside the borders of Anuba. There had to be at least a couple hundred. All here to serve their long lost master.
“My Lord,” a young dark skinned boy welcomed the incoming group. “Everything is here. Just like you requested.”
“Well done,” Anubis grinned. “Everything is going as I have foreseen.
The boy must have been around the same age as Jadyn, or at least older by only a few years. He was muscular and tall. She immediately noticed the two daggers he had sheathed away on either side of his belt.
“Wow,” the boy exclaimed as he caught sight of Raj.
“He’s mine,” Jadyn said. “The name is Jadyn.”
“Admir,” the boy smiled back. “Let me show you where you guys will be staying.”
Admir led Anubis and the group into the heart of the camp. Everyone was keeping busy whether it was tending to the horses or sharpening swords and spears. Flags were raised throughout the camp with the symbol of the jackal head. The insignia of Anubis and his followers.
Campfires were lit as people sat around them exchanging stories of where they come from throughout the world. Lots of people were from the East like Jadyn, but she heard some came all the way from the snowy mountains in the north. This must have been a drastic change for them.
As they walked throughout the camp, people bowed and gave their praises towards Anubis. It seemed most were surprised that he even existed and you could see the fear in their eyes. If he was real then the power within him was real as well and Jadyn had the privilege to see that up close multiple times. 
“So, you’re the one that freed Anubis, huh?” Admir glanced back at Jadyn as he continued leading the group through the camp. “I’ve heard a lot about you.”
Jadyn blushed, “how so?”
“Word gets around here,” Admir grinned. “Especially if it was your arrow that freed Anubis.”
“Just a lucky shot I guess,” she muttered.
“What are you talking about!” Grace protested. “You’re one of the best shots I know! If not the best.”
Jadyn didn’t mind using a bow but she still preferred her weapon of choice. The long handle of a spear.
“Don’t be shy my daughter,” Anubis coldly spoke. “You did well. Take credit and be proud. You served me well. You have brought honor to you and your sisters.”
“Thank you, My Lord,” Jadyn nodded.
It was not longer after that the group arrived at their tent. It was one massive structure and as they went in it was filled with several bunks and tables throughout. More than enough to house the Daughters of Anubis.
Anubis left the group be as Admir would take him to his own quarters he would be staying at. Jadyn later found out his own tent would be located at the very center of the entire army. Filled with servants and luxury goods for the Olympian.
Jadyn that night was able to enjoy one luxury herself and that was the feeling of a refreshing hot bath. She had not been able to properly clean herself since being knocked off a roof by the Necromancer.
“What do you think tomorrow will be like?” Grace asked as Jadyn continued to soak her body in the metal tub.
“I’m sure chaotic,” she groaned. “Who knows if we even have enough forces to take the city. I didn’t even see any siege weapons we could use to scale those walls. Those are going to be a problem.”
“There’s no siege weapons so we don’t damage the city,” June interrupted.
The peaceful moment was now ruined and Jadyn was back to being annoyed.
“Well, sorry,” Jadyn mocked. “But I’m just trying to get through all this without being killed.”
“Dying on the battlefield is an honor,” June annoyingly protested. “Especially in the feat of recapturing our homeland.”
“A home I’ve never known,” Jadyn countered. “The only home I’ve known was Wilbro and that didn’t even feel like a home.”
“Well, maybe this one will,” Grace offered. “You never know.”
Jadyn knew that her comments had did nothing more but offended June. She had always been the most loyal to the cause out of all of them. But Anubis was here now and could care less for them. They were nothing but his glorified servants. Jadyn saw right through it and so did many of the others but June decided to remain and follow blinded even if it would mean her death.
“Hopefully,” Jadyn mumbled to herself as she retreated further into the water. “Hopefully.”
The next morning Jadyn was awoken by the sound of an echoing war horn that spread throughout the entire camp. The morning sun had barely begun to rise and the desert air was still cool.
Most of the Daughters had already equipped their leather armor and weapons for the battle ahead of them. Today they would march against Anuba and take the city by force. Soon Anubis would be King of the East once again.
Raj came over to her bedside and began licking her face in an effort to get her up. He was known to do this many times and even though it annoyed her she never got tired of it.
“I’m getting up buddy,” she waved him off. “Don’t worry.”
The tiger growled at her unconvincing response.
“I see Raj is ready today’s battle,” Grace came over to her friend’s bedside and held out a helping hand.
“Fine,” Jadyn reluctantly took her hand.
“You better hurry,” Grace teased. “Anubis won’t think twice about leaving you behind.”
“And would that be such a bad thing?” Jadyn joked.
“You make a good point,” Grace laughed. “But enough of that.”
After getting dressed and rearranging her hair for the day, Grace, Jadyn, and Raj walked out of the tent and was welcomed with the familiar face of Admir waiting for them.
“Thought we were going to have to leave you behind,” he greeted the two girls and tiger.
“I’ll be there,” Jadyn replied. “If I get to fight alongside you.”
“That can be arranged,” Admir smiled. “As long as we got Raj alongside us as well.”
Jadyn’s cheeks flushed red and Grace noticed as she teasingly glared at Jadyn. She alarmingly glared back and silently told her friend to shut up.
“I guess we better get going then,” Jadyn subtly suggested as she began leading the group to the outskirts of the camp where all the forces were to meet.
“After you then,” Admir gestured as he held out his hand.
When they arrived to the outskirts of the camp, Anubis had already begun addressing his small army of loyal warriors. Jadyn noticed that June had seen her arriving late and gave her a pathetic glare. She ignored her anyways.
Anubis explained that his scouts had reported back from the city the previous night and that the city was only being held by a few hundred. They were nothing more than scavengers and barbarians, he insisted, and would have very little to no experience in actual war.
“And they will come to regret their decision on taking Anuba!” Anubis roared as the crowd in front of him cheered. “Our home!”
Jadyn tightened her grip on her horse’s leash as she knew she had a long and difficult day ahead of her.
The battle for Anuba and control for the East was about to begin.
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Carter found himself in shock when he saw how accustomed and familiar Sara had already become with the group. He couldn’t argue though. She was funny, smart, and had already proven herself more than enough times how useful and helpful she was to the group. There was something about her that made Carter smile every time he started thinking about her. Even if he did not notice it himself.
Sara had gathered her friends, Ashly and Boris, to her place and introduced them to Carter and the rest of the group. She thought it was essential for them to know what was going on and that they might even possibly help. Carter trusted Sara and if she trusted them that was good enough for him.
Ashly was the head of the Hunters of Artemis. The elite secretive force that roamed around Olympia. Carter was hesitant at first bringing Ashly in to the plan, but Sara ensured him that she could be trusted. She had proven to Sara more than enough times that she was on their side and Sara even explained how they did not start on the best of terms either. Ashly had begun to see how the Druids have gone against everything Olympia stood for and wanted to return to their roots. Serving the Phoenix King.
Boris, on the other hand, Carter like immediately from the start. He could tell he was only here for Sara. Whatever she did he would be supporting her the entire way.
Boris immediately made an effort to introduce himself to Carter. He told the many stories and legends he had heard growing up about the Phoenix King. Carter found out that Boris had just found out the other day too that Olympia was holding a phoenix egg within its walls.
“After all these years,” he said in disbelief. “I would have never known.”
“It belongs to him,” Ashly stated. “It it could even help us when we face the Necromancer.”
By the fact that everyone was making this Necromancer a big deal scared Carter greatly. How powerful could one person really be? Surely there were enough of them to take them on without too much difficulties.
“I’ve alerted the Hunters of our plan,” Ashly informed the group when she came back hours later as they prepared to set out that night for Malvis Temple to collect the phoenix egg. “They’re loyal to you. The Olympian Guard and the Druids are the ones we will have to watch out for.”
“Thank you,” Carter exchanged towards Ashly.
They decided to wait to launch their plan until the sun had fully set beyond the horizon. Sara told them that they could hide and sneak around the city a whole lot easier under the darkness and there would not be as many patrols on duty as well.
“Wait here,” Sara whispered when the group finally embarked on their journey that night. “I’m going to scout ahead.”
“You know the Druids will have our heads for this if they find out we’re involved,” Carter heard Boris mutter across to Ashly.
“That’s why I don’t plan on sticking around here,” the leader grinned back to the soldier.
“Will you come with us then?” Carter asked in the spur of the moment without thinking much about his proposition. “We could use your help.”
“I just might have to take you up on that offer,” she smiled back. “Thanks.”
“No, it would be my honor,” Carter said. “You’ve already helped us so much. I don’t know I could ever repay you.”
“Fight on,” Ashly answered. “Win the war. Take the throne. Restore Olympia to its greatness that I have heard so much about before. Let me see that day.”
“You got it,” Carter humbly nodded back.
“The path is clear,” Sara informed the group as she rushed back to their. position. “We best get going. Remember to keep your heads down and don’t get spotted.”
The group carefully followed Sara’s lead as they sneaked their way through the empty and quiet streets that were busy not too long ago. Carter noticed that the vendor stalls had all been packed up from the market square and the only buildings that were still lit were either taverns or inns.
When they made it to the gates of the upper ring is when the first problems would occur. There was no possible way Boris could sneak or talk his way into this one. They could try to scale the walls but that would take time and one misstep would result in death for sure.
“What do we do now?” Gibson spat. “There’s no way we can get through those gates.”
As the group continued debating amongst themselves, Carter began to feel a strange, but familiar, presence as he looked upon the gate. When his eyes fell on the statues of the Big Three it was as if the entire world disappeared around him and only the statues of the Olympians remained. The familiar force he felt was coming from the statues. He was sure of it. But how was that even possible? It was like nothing he had ever felt before but had as if he had felt it in another lifetime.
“Your destiny awaits,” a mysterious man’s voice echoed around him.
“Zeus,” he muttered back but how he knew it was the Olympian’s voice he was unsure. He just knew. Like if it was an instinct.
“The egg calls out to you,” a different mysterious voice called out again to Carter.
“Ra,” he called out as he looked frantically around but could see nothing but an empty void.
“Find the egg,” a different voice echoed throughout the void. “The phoenix rises with the Phoenix King.”
“Odin.”
“Carter!” a familiar female voice called out in the far distance.
The empty void vanished and was replaced with the familiar surroundings of Olympia. As his vision slowly began to focus once again, he saw the familiar red hair of Sara towering over him with the rest of the group looking down at him concerned.
Carter felt like he was on fire as his clothes had become soaked in sweat like he had never experienced before. Even the dragon fire did not make him feel this warm.
Sara held out her hand as Carter struggled to get back up on his feet with her help.
“What happened?” she asked with the frightened face everyone was giving him at the moment.
“I don't know,” he answered still in shock. “I was looking at the statues and next thing I noticed all my surroundings had disappeared as I stood in an empty void. Then I heard these voices talking to me that were so familiar to me but have never heard in my life.”  
“Who?” Sara pressed.
“The Big Three,” Carter stared over towards Gordon. “Zeus, Odin, and Ra.”
“That’s not strange at all,” Anna sarcastically pointed out the detail.
“I Phoenix King and his line have always had a strong connection with the Olympians,” Gordon explained. “But never did I know you could actually talk to them. Especially those who have passed on so long ago.”
“Did they by chance tell you how to get passed these guards?” Ashly asked. “Because we got to move right now before we get discovered.”
“No,” Carter responded. “But I have a strange feeling about something that may just work.”
“Well, we don’t really have another choice do we?” Sara said.
“Follow me.”
Carter lead the group around several buildings that would eventually bring them to the far side of the wall that separated them from the upper ring of the city. There was no entrance but it was far enough away where none of the guards could see them.
He slowly began to approach the wall alone as he held out his hand. Like before it was a familiar feeling he felt but more like an instinct to him. One of the stone slabs in the wall began to glow red as the symbol of a phoenix appeared on the stone. The sign of the Phoenix King.
The ground bellow began to violently shake as he quickly stepped back to see the ground collapse revealing a secret passage that lead directly underneath the wall.
“How did you know that was there?” Sara asked in amazement.
“I’ve come across several hidden passages,” Ashly commented. “But nothing like this before.”
Carter frighteningly looked around at the group. “I have no idea. I’m still new to all of this.”
“Better ask questions later then,” Sara ushered the group forward as she took the first steps into the secret entrance.
Everyone followed her lead and as Gordon passed him the Greybeard gave him a touch on his shoulder.
“Don’t be afraid,” he reassured Carter. “You will learn in due time.”
As Carter walked through the narrow tunnel, he noticed there were torch lights mounted upon the walls that were extinguished, but as he walked by them they would mysteriously light with fire once again to show the way.
“This day can’t get any weirder,” Anna muttered to herself as she walked before Carter.
The travel inside the secret tunnel dragged on for quite a while. Sara would soon later call out behind her that she could see the exit ahead of her.
Carter was shocked to find that the tunnel lead directly to the temple they were going to. What were the chances of that?
The temple was massive as it reached high enough to fit several dragons in the open area. It was dark but lit well enough by the sparse torches placed throughout.
Upon setting foot in the temple, Carter heart began to beat faster and grow heavier. He could feel the magic running through the entire temple and even the presence of something more powerful than ordinary magic. He could feel life. Something was alive in that temple.
“Boris, go to the main entrance over there and watch out for anyone coming our way,” Sara ordered and the guardsman quickly ran to his post and walked out of the temple.
“I can feel it,” Carter called out.
Everyone fell silent as they looked at Carter and glanced over towards the raised platform in the center of the hall. On that raised platform held a dark red egg. It was real.
The phoenix egg.
Carter cautiously approached the egg and held out his hand that began to shake nervously. His fingers slowly touched the rough surface of the, and when the egg came into contact with the palm of his hand, he felt the energy rush throughout his entire body. The he smiled as he felt the feeling of comfort and belonging. He was not alone anymore.
“And?” Gordon asked.
“I’ve never felt anything like it before,” Carter exclaimed. “Like a beating heart.” 
The egg began to glow as it came into contact with the touch of Carter’s hand. Like it had been dormant for all these years and now had been reborn.
“Have you ever seen it glow like that?” Sara looked over towards Ashly.
“Never,” she replied. “It’s beautiful though.”
“No doubt he’s the Phoenix King now,” Magnus added.
Carter glanced over towards Gordon and saw nothing but a bright smile appear across the old man’s face. He had seen a moment like this before but it had been so long for him. Carter could even see the slightest tear escape from the man’s eye.
Without warning, the entire hall grew cold and dark. Carter quickly took the egg into his arms from the raised platform. The feeling of warmth was gone and now only replaced by that of darkness.
A sinister laugh echoed around the room and made everyone quickly draw their weapons.
“What’s going on?” Anna asked scared as she readied an arrow into her bow.
“He’s here,” Gordon spoke.
The light in the room slowly began to light up the hall once again as it revealed the figure of man in dark black robes with his hood up. But there was no face to be seen. Only darkness.
A servant of darkness.
The Necromancer was here.
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Magnus had never felt so scared or unease compared to how he was feeling at this moment. He felt it all. The rage. The sadness. And the darkness.
He looked over towards his sister and found that she looked just as frightened as he did as she held out her arrow pointed towards the hooded figure.
“I couldn’t believe my luck when I felt your presence,” the Necromancer spoke at Carter. “What were the chances. The long lost Phoenix King coming to Olympia. But here you are. Alive and breathing.”
“You’re going to pay for what you did,” Carter spat as he pointed his sword towards the dark sorcerer.
“And what would that be?” the Necromancer taunted.
“You poisoned my father!” Sara yelled. “WITH DARK MAGIC!”
“Alongside countless others!” Ashly added.
“It’s time you met your end!” Carter cried out enraged.
The Necromancer laughed as his echoes filled the hall once again.
“My time had just begun. A new world order rises in the shadows. And Olympia will fall. Just like the rest of the kingdoms across Terran.”
“ENOUGH!” Gordon yelled. “Begone servant of darkness.”
“You’re telling me you haven’t sensed his power rising,” the Necromancer turned to Gordon. “Old wise one.”
Magnus looked nervous over towards Gordon and saw his face turn white. He was afraid of whoever the Necromancer was talking about. Someone even more powerful than a Necromancer by the sounds of it.
Before the Necromancer could continue, Gordon had begun to enchant a spell and shot a purple energy blast towards the Necromancer.
The Necromancer jumped higher than any average human could and avoided the blast.
“So,” the sorcerer muttered as he landed with one hand touching the ground. “Looks like we’re done talking.”
Sara was the next to attack as she conjured a white arrow from her magic bow and fired it towards the Necromancer. He quickly glided out of the way to dodge her attack as well.
Magnus glanced over towards Carter and saw how eagerly he wanted to charge at the dark sorcerer but restrained himself. He had a sword in one hand and the phoenix egg in the other. He could not risk the chance of harming the egg.
The Necromancer was not as honorable though as he decided to return the favor a conjure his own spell and shot a black energy force straight towards Carter.
“Carter!” Magnus warned his friend.
There was no time to dodge the incoming attack as Magnus rushed over and stood ahead of him. He then held out his hands and prayed for something to happen. Instead of finding themselves dead, he found a blue shield had appeared before them and had blocked the incoming attack.
How was that even possible? Sages were only capable to using the elements around them. Not conjure wards or other magic spells.
“Way to go, Magnus!” Anna called out as she slid in front of them and released her arrow towards the target.
Anna’s arrow, however, had no effect on the Necromancer and went straight through his body as if he was a cloud.
“I have no idea how I did that!” he laughed.
“Protect the egg!” Gordon ordered as he shot another spell towards the Necromancer who deflected it this time with a shield.
The battle raged on as attacks from the group were continually deflected or dodged with ease by the evil sorcerer.
“What do we do?” Magnus looked over at Carter. “Nothing is working.”
“I don’t know,” he looked down at the egg. “This isn’t my area of expertise.”
“Maybe the egg can tell you,” Magnus suggested desperately. “There’s got to be someway that thing can help us.”
Carter took his hand and placed it on the egg like he had done before. The egg began to glow again like before as Carter shut his eyes and focused to find an answer.
“Magnus, look out!” Ashly warned him this time as he looked up just in time to see another spell casted towards him.
This time Magnus said the words to the only spell he actually knew and sent a molten fireball into the air to meet the dark spell. The fireball hit the dark spell causing an explosion in midair as a dust of smoke appeared where the two spells had met.
“Come on, Carter,” he muttered over towards his friend. “Any day now.”
Carter was still in a deep trance as the egg continued to grow and pulsate like a beating heart. Then his eyes opened once again as he looked more stern and serious than ever before.
“Hold the egg,” he held the glowing object out towards Magnus.
“But I’ll burn,” Magnus countered.
“Trust me,” Carter smiled.
Magnus held out his hands and took the egg. He did not feel the burning sensation he was so sure he was going to feel. Instead the egg was just warm and had even stopped glowing.
“Distract him,” Carter called out to the group as he rushed in to join the others.
“What do you think we’re doing!” Sara yelled back.
Magnus watched as Carter ran towards the Necromancer and dodged the spells being casted at him as he jumped or rolled just in time for each one.
Sara was finally able to hit her target with one of her white arrows as the Necromancer screeched in pain as it ripped her arrow out of its shoulder. She had provided just the distraction Carter needed to finish the job.
Carter was now feet away from the dark mage. He lifted up his hand and closed his fists pointed towards his target. A jet of fire erupted from the fist and shot straight towards the Necromancer. It was like seeing dragon breath but appearing from the knuckles of a person’s fist.
The Necromancer erupted into flames and gave out an unbearable scream as everyone covered their ears. The cloaked figure flailed around the room as everyone was weary to keep their distance.
“Finish it!” Carter yelled over to Sara.
She conjured one last arrow and shot straight towards the Necromancer’s chest. The arrow hit its target and the next thing Magnus saw was the Necromancer exploding and leaving only the remnants of his black cloak floating around in the space he stood just seconds ago.
The Necromancer had finally been destroyed.
“We actually survived,” Anna mumbled.
Magnus looked around the room and saw how beat everyone had become from the battle but were all smiling brightly at each other from the task they had finally completed.
“Good job, sis,” Magnus said as he made his way over to Anna and rubbed her shoulder as she slouched down to the ground from exhaustion.
“Not so bad yourself,” she grinned back.
“Thanks.”
“I was wrong about you,” Gordon approached him. “You’re more than just a Sage.”
“What do you mean?” He asked.
“Only a very few individuals have been known to possess and practice all the branches of magic,” Gordon explained. “After seeing how you were able to cast that shield today I can say with certainty that you are one of them.”
“That’s-” Magnus stuttered.
“Not impossible,” the Greybeard smiled.
Magnus had already been filled with questions when he learned that he was a Sage, but now the amount of questions inside his head had tripled. He was supposed to be just a simple villager who farmed and took care of the animals all day. Not some mage who could cast spells from all the different types of magic.
“How?” He asked yet again. ‘This doesn’t make any sense.”
“Very few things in the world do, Magnus,” Gordon looked down on him. “But all you can do is accept who you are and face your destiny. Just like Carter is learning to do.”
“How many of me have existed?” Magnus searched for answers.
“Nine,” Gordon answered. “Known as The Guardians.”
At least the name was pretty cool Magnus thought to himself.
“And he was not the only one full of trick today,” Gordon added as he turned towards Carter.
“That’s for sure,” Sara agreed. “How did you do that?”
“The phoenix egg,” Carter explained. “The phoenix inside gave me some of his power to create a phoenix flame.”
“Well, you saved the day,” Sara hugged him. “And my father. Thank you.”
“My pleasure,” he replied as he wrapped his arms around the girl. 
“We got to get out of the city,” Anna said as she got back up on her feet. “It’s only a matter of time until the Druids find out what’s going on.”
“We need to get back to Andros,” Carter added. “We’ve already spent too much time here.”
“But how?” Magnus asked. “We still have no army to help Emma.”
“Maybe you don’t need an army,” Ashly suggested. “And maybe I can help.”
Sara looked over towards the leader of the Hunters and smiled brightly.
“And me,” she joined.
“What are you saying?” Carter asked.
“The Hunters of Artemis would be honored to serve you once again,” Ashly knelt. “There’s a hundred of us. I have also sent out word a several of the Olympian Guard who are ready to join you as well. With our combined forces with those of Andros that will be more than enough to repel off the invaders.”
“I don’t know what to say,” Carter uttered in complete shock.
“And I’m coming too,” Sara knelt besides Ashly.
“But your father.”
“He’ll understand,” she said.
“The Greybeards will be there too,” Gordon was the next to kneel with the two girls.
“Thank you,” Carter cried as he ushered for them to all stand. “I won’t let you down.”
“We know,” Sara smiled towards the boy. “But now we best get going. Let’s go grab Boris and get the hell out of here.”
Magnus handed Carter back the egg and the group made their way towards the front entrance doors. They left the battle’s destruction behind them without looking back. Magnus felt bad for whoever had to clean and fix their mess but it wouldn’t be the end of the world.
When they opened those front doors they found themselves face to face with one of the most unpleasant sights there was.
There was no Boris standing guard but instead they found themselves face to face with a row of men and women dressed in black and green cloaks with a battalion of soldiers covered in shinning green armor behind them with their swords and arrows at the ready. The Druids and their personal army from Lumbar. And in the middle was Boris on his knees with a bloody face.
“How nice of you to join us,” the leader of the Druids stepped forward with an evil grin across his face. “Phoenix King.”
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Sara had never seen a Druid or their personal army ever throughout the city. They usually only stayed in the palace of deep into the upper ring of the city. Their little mission would change this, however.
The Druids looked just like any normal human being. Their posture and elegant clothing would say otherwise though.
Boris was on the ground all bruised with blood dripping from his injuries. Sara clenched her fists together and was immediately filled with rage seeing her friend like this. They would pay for what they did.
There was no leader for the Druids and it was supposedly ran by a high council, but the old man who stepped forward clearly held most of the power and influenced the group greatly. He looked similar in appearance and age when compared to that of Gordon. He had a white stubble instead of a grown out beard. Wrinkles across his face and bags underneath his eyes. When he lifted down his hood he revealed short white hair on top of his almost bald head as well.
“Klaus!” Gordon called out from the back as he made himself seen from the Druid leader.
“Gordon,” the Druid rolled his eyes showing that he was quite familiar with the old Greybeard. “Why am I not surprised.”
“Let us go!” Gordon demanded. “The egg belongs to him.”
“So he can drive us from Olympia one day,” Klaus spat back. “I’ve seen what those birds grow up to be. I will not allow it!”
“He is the rightful heir!” Ashly protested. “You can’t deny the throne to him.”
“Actually…I can.”
Ashly made the effort to charge forwards towards the Druid but Sara was able to hold her back. There was nothing they could do. They were vastly outnumbered and would never make it out of Olympia alive.
“And you and the Hunters will be labeled as traitors to the throne and be dealt with accordingly.”
The Hunters of Artemis were now finished. Nothing but outlaws according to Olympia. Others around the land would not see it that way though.
“You have done nothing but bring shame to Olympia,” Ashly continued to retaliate. “Power hungry thieves!”
Klaus ignored her comment and looked away from her. “And you,” he turned to face Carter. “Have meddled in things you do not understand. Because of you a civil war will now plague Terran and all the blood lost will be on your hands.”  
Sara stood ready to interject and defend Carter’s name but found she was beaten to it by him.
“It looks like you have already done a great job doing that for yourself,” he stated. “The civil war has long been going on. Even before I came about. Kingdoms are divided more than ever. There is no loyalty to Olympia. Those who submit to you do so out of fear or for seeking power within your favors.”
“Fear is the only way to rule,” Klaus attacked. “And an even better motivator.”
“The Phoenix King and his family line never did,” Carter protested. “And the kingdom flourished under their rule.”
Klaus eyes widened as the Druids hated to be compared to their predecessor. “You don’t know what it was like! How could you know.”
“I’ve seen it!” Carter stood strong. “And I know the truth!”
“How dare you-” Klaus hissed.
“The Druids killed the last Phoenix King!” He claimed. “Orellius and his phoenix. I have seen it!”
There were several uproars as people looked at each other at what Carter had just said. Could it really be true? Is this why there was no trace of the Phoenix King or his family? Destroyed by magic.
Klaus glared at Carter more enraged than before. He looked like he would pounce on the boy at any moment. Sara was cautious as she had her bow at the ready. No one was to touch Carter.
“Coincidence that the Druids of Lumbar walk in and claim Olympia just days after his disappearance?” Carter challenged. “I don’t think so.”
“I will destroy you for that,” Klaus stepped forward ready to strike. “Olympia is better off without them. It’s the right to the Druids to maintain order throughout the world.”
“That was not your call to make,” Gordon injected as he readied his stance to start casting spells.
“I’ve had enough of this,” Klaus waved off and returned to his side. “Destroy them.”
The army shifted stance as they prepared for their attack against the small group compared to their numbers.
Sara turned towards Ashly for some type of guidance or reassuring looked but there was none. Instead, she was calm but still boiled in ager. She had spent her entire life serving the wrong people. Now she was about to change all that.
“Not so fast,” she grinned as she gave out a loud whistle that echoed throughout the street.
On her signal, several Hunters emerged from the shadows from where they had been hiding. Some appeared from the dark alleyways while others emerged on top of the surrounding buildings with their arrows pulled and aiming straight towards the Druid battalion.
Now they had almost as many on their side than those the Druids had brought with them.
“Unless you want to turn the city into a battlefield I suggest you let us leave,” Ashly commanded and stepped forward in front of Carter. “All of us.” She nodded towards Boris.
“So be it,” Klaus said.
He turned away and began walking away from the scene, but just when the group thought the threat has passed he quickly turned back and let out a stream of green magic straight towards Carter.
Gordon, however, had expected the attack and jumped in front as he blocked the spell with his conjured shield saving Carter and Ashly.
“RUN!” Sara shouted as the battle began.
The Hunters immediately released their arrows after Klaus’ attack as they knocked several of the soldiers to the ground in an instant.
“Magnus!” Gordon called him over. “The arrows!”
The two mages lifted their hands in the air as they created a magic shield above everyone’s heads to block the incoming volley of arrows.
Sara desperately looked around for some escape route but found none. There were still too many soldiers blocking their path with arrows firing in every direction.
“We can’t hold this forever,” Magnus cried out as he and Gordon used what effort they had left to keep the shield above them in place.
We all hope had seemed lost, there was a loud bird’s cry from the sky above. Sara looked up and smiled as she saw three giant magical beasts with wings flying right at them. It was the griffins.
Sara glanced over towards Carter and saw that he was having the same reaction as her. The bond between him and his creatures was stronger than he had ever suspected. They had sensed that he and the group was in trouble. Now they were here to save them all.
The griffins flew down and shifted towards the direction of the Druids and their battalion. When they got close enough they dragged their large clawed feet on the ground causing the majority of their forces to be flown in all different types of directions. Even the Druids themselves had been caught by surprise and had to dodge out of the way from being hit.
“There’s our opening!” Sara pointed out. “Let’s go!”
The group ran and passed the Druids and their army that were spiraled across the ground. Some were dead and others were slowly recovering from the attack.
Ashly let out another loud whistle as some of the Hunters followed them alongside the top of the nearby rooftops while others scattered in different directions and disappeared.
Boris ran beside Sara, who were just behind Carter and Ashly’s lead.
“Thanks for the save,” he looked at her as the two continued running as fast as they could throughout the city streets.
“Don’t thank me yet,” she replied.
They had now reached the gates that lead out of the upper ring and Sara was relieved to see that a group of Hunters were already there as they left it ajar with a few unconscious guards on the ground.
As she passed through the gate, she noticed the Hunters that had opened the gate for them had noticed something and began to fire arrows in the direction behind them. Sara quickly turned around and noticed a group of Druid soldiers had caught up to them and were too close for comfort. As they continued throughout the city more soldiers were join in their chase.
Sara looked beyond and could slowly see the front entrance of the city coming into view. As she looked up she saw the sun slowing rising above the city’s walls as well. The start of a new day was here.
She looked above on both sides and saw that Hunters continued to run across the top of buildings following the group while firing arrows on the pursuing group behind them. Her heart dropped when she saw one of the girls on top of the buildings get hit by an arrow in her chest and fell to the street bellow.
“We’re almost there!” Ashly pointed out.
The front gate had also been reached to ahead of time by the Hunters as it was already open for them to run through. That would not stop the Druids’ army as they would continue to chase them well beyond the city’s outer wall and Sara did not know how long they could keep outrunning them.
Sara looked by as she took the scene in of the lower ring of the city as this was the last time she would ever see it. There was no more coming back, nor did she ever want to. She felt sad to leave her father behind but she would write to him and explain everything one day. He was alive now and that’s all that mattered.
The group finally made it to the front gate and ran through but when they came out to the other side they stopped abruptly at the site that was now in front of them. The soldiers behind them had the same reaction as well as they were cautious and kept their distance between the group and themselves.
In front of Sara’s eyes laid an army like no other. Lined perfectly in several straight lines all across the fields ahead. There must have been several hundreds of them. All in dark red armor while the crest of the phoenix flew on their flags above of them.
“What the hell?” Carter stumbled as a small group from the army came rushing towards them on horses while the army stayed behind and continued to show off their force.
“My Lord,” the commanding officer dismounted his horse and knelt at Carter’s feet. “General Baefor at your service.”
“What is the meaning of this!” Klaus appeared from the background. “You dare attack our city!”
The general got up from his feet and confronted the Druid. “You dare attack the Phoenix King!”
Baefor unsheathed his sword as the entire army echoed behind him as they readied their weapons as well.
“You do not have the force to take this city,” Klaus spat at the general.
“No, I do not,” Baefor strictly answered. “But I do have the forces to cause some great damage until your reinforcing armies arrive from Lumbar and that could take quite some time.”
“What do you want?” Klaus asked annoyed as he knew the general was right and he did not wish to get involved in a battle with himself so exposed as he currently was.
“Allow the young Phoenix King and his friends go,” Baefor demanded. “Then his army shall leave.”
“His?” Carter quietly questioned but no one heard him except Sara.
“Very well then,” Klaus agreed as he turned and glared at Carter. “Until next time… Phoenix King.”
The Druid and his forces retreated back into the city as the front gates closed behind them with a large thud.
“The Hunters will be safe,” Ashly reassured Sara as she had alarmingly glared over towards the leader. “They will meet us at the rendezvous point.”
“I don’t understand,” Carter stared in shock as he took in the site of the army laid before him. “What is all this? Why are you helping me.”
“It’s obvious, isn’t it?” Baefor laughed. “This is your army.”
“My army?”
“Yes,” the general smiled. “Loyal only to you. When I received word from an old friend awhile ago that he found the new Phoenix King and was bringing him to Olympia I knew it was just a matter of time until you ran into trouble. I assembled the army and we marched here as soon as we could.”
The group looked over towards Gordon and he smiled in response. “It’s been too long old friend.”
“This is actually the first anyone’s seen of it,” Baefor informed the group. “Created by the last Phoenix King, Orellius. He feared his time would be cut short so he created an army for you.”
“I don’t know what to say,” Carter admitted.
That was how Sara and everyone else was feeling at the moment as well.
“You don’t have to,” Baefor smiled. “Let’s get out of here though so I can introduce you to your army. The Phoenix Guard.”
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Anuba. Jadyn had never seen anything quite like it. She had heard several stories and tales but seeing it in person was a whole new experience. It was beautiful.
Three large pyramids laid behind the city making it just as more elegant than it already was. The walls ran long around the city but not uniquely large or tall like most city’s built them. Jadyn thought she could easily climb them if she had to.
The city was located alone with nothing surrounding it except the vast desert. Inside was where the real beauty and treasure was she was constantly told.
Raj let out a slight moan next to her.
“It is beautiful isn’t it, buddy?” She commented.
The wind was calm while the sun was out in full strength without a cloud to be seen in the sky. Perfect weather conditions many generals would say for a day full of fighting.
Anubis calmly made his way to the front of his army with two hyenas on either side of him while holding a large golden staff in his right hand. She had never seen the staff before but it sure made him look powerful. On top the staff was a large open circle with various symbols carved into the outline. It reminded Jadyn of the sun that was currently shinning down on them with all its energy and might.
“Sons and Daughters,” Anubis turned around and began to address his followers. “Today is the day we take back our home!”
Several large cheers erupted throughout the army. Many who would end up dead by the end of the day.
Jadyn looked closer at the city and noticed archers within the city had begun to line atop the walls. No forces though had come outside the gates from the city. There was no calvary or foot soldiers. Maybe there were not as many forces holding the city as they once thought.
“Jadyn!” Anubis unexpectedly called out as she stepped forward through the crowd to be seen.
“Yes, My Lord?”
“Out of everyone here, you have done me a great service,” he went on. “It was your arrow that freed me from my prison back at the Labyrinth.”
Jadyn had now expected what to come next but was not as excited as many of the others would have been if they were in her position.
“You will lead the charge,” Anubis said. “And it shall be you that enters through the gates first and reclaim our home.”
Anubis did speak the truth. Leading the charge was a great honor for anyone but that didn’t mean she liked it any more. Being on the front lines was more like a ticket to being the most likely to die on the battlefield. But if anyone could survive it, she could. Plus, it would infuriate June even more. That made it worth it.
“It would be my honor, Father,” she knelt on one knee. “I will be honor to our family.”
“I know you will,” the Olympian grinned. “I have foreseen it.”
Jadyn disappeared back into the crowd as she went to fetch her horse and weapons. Raj followed her wherever she went and would even follow her throughout the entire battle.
“Front lines, huh?” Grace said as she approached behind Jadyn with Admir and Abby by her side.
Abby had always been quiet throughout the years but Jadyn had considered her one of closest friends next to Grace. The two had always gotten along and were even assigned a few missions together. They particularly bonded on their hatred towards June but many of the Daughters felt the same way.
“I guess so,” Jadyn rolled her eyes. “My luck.”
“Well, if you’ll have me, I would like to be there by your side,” Grace offered.
“As will I,” Admir joined.
“And me,” Abby smiled.
Raj groaned saying he was going to be there as well.
“I know buddy,” she laughed. “It’s going to be dangerous.”
“Never has stopped us before,” Grace joked.
“And if we die, at least we don’t have to see June’s ridiculous face ever agin,” Abby added.
“Agreed,” Jadyn giggled.
She reached out her hand as everyone joined in with their own. She slowly looked around at all of her friends wondering if this would be the last time she would ever see them.
“Don't worry, child,” a mysterious voice echoed as she looked around and saw no one else had heard the voice like her. “Your story will not end here.”
Whoever, or wherever, the voice came from it did not bother her but instead made her smile with a new sense of confidence rushing throughout her entire body. She would survive this and so would her friends. And maybe she would come to love Anuba one day enough where she could call it home.
The desert was calm and quiet as it awaited for the battle to begin. A slight calm wind had picked up as it carried the sand particles throughout the desert. If one focused enough you could even hear the whistling wind echo.
Jadyn studied the landscape carefully with Raj and her friends by her side. Behind her, the entire army awaiting for her signal.
“This is it,” she gulped.
“That front gate is reinforced with some heavy steel,” Admir cautioned. “I’m guessing you have a plan?”
“I do,” she grinned. “But make sure our forces target their archers. The sooner we take them out the better.”
“Will do.”
Jadyn gripped her spear harder than she ever has before as her palms had already begun to sweat. She gave a simple nod towards one of the soldiers to her side. He pulled out an eastern horn and blowed into it. The other horns scattered throughout the army would soon join in unison.
“CHARGE!” Jadyn yelled out as her horse began to run on her command with the rest of the forces howling right behind her.
Jadyn’s heart quickly accelerated as she charged towards the city as the desert field began to rumble with all the other horses and soldiers trailing behind her. She quickly looked behind her and the saw the dust trailing behind their horses as if they had created their own minor sandstorm.
She looked to her side as saw Raj running alongside her horse while her friends looked forward with determination and strength in their eyes.
They had now come in range to the archers positioned on the walls and they opened fire. A volley of arrows headed straight for Jadyn and all she could do we keep her head down and hope for the best.
“BRACE YOURSELVES!” She yelled back to the army behind her.
She had miraculously escaped the volley of arrows but heard several violent thuds as horses and men trampled to the desert floor. Raj roared as he continued to jog besides Jadyn and her horse unhurt.
“You’re doing great, buddy!” She encouraged the tiger. “Keep it up!”
They were not closer to the city than ever before, but were met with another volley of arrows heading their way.
“GRACE!” Jadyn screamed as she saw an arrow heading straight towards Grace’s horse.
Grace saw it too as she stood up on her horse and jumped over and landed behind Jadyn just in time. She looked back as saw her horse disappear into the crowd behind as it fell to the ground when the arrow hit its side.
“Thanks for the ride,” she said as she pulled out her bow and loaded an arrow as she waited to get in range of the archers above.
“Just keep those archers off me and Raj,” Jadyn replied.
“You got it,” she acknowledged.
They were now close enough to the city’s walls when Grace released her arrow and hit one of the archers square in the chest as he fell forwards off the wall with a violent scream.
Raj roared again.
“It was a good shot,” Jadyn agreed.
Every arrow Grace released would find its target as the forces on top of the wall quickly began to dwindle.
“We still got that front gate to worry about!” Admir pointed out as he threw a dagger and hit one of the archers above. “Last time I checked we didn’t bring a battering ram of any kind!”
“He’s coming,” Jadyn smiled. “Don’t you worry.”
On her words, Anubis appeared at Jadyn’s side on his horse and lifted his golden staff. A small dark orb began to form above his head and once it reached the peak of its power the Olympian unleashed the spell as it hurled towards the front gate. Once the orb had hit its mark, the gate exploded and sent out a large gust of wind. When the dust finally cleared there was no more gate and only a large hole where it had stood seconds ago.
“You could of told us that was the plan!” Grace yelled.
“But I wanted to see the look on everyone’s faces,” she laughed back. “Come on. We got a city to take.”
Raj roared in agreement.
Jadyn rushed into the city and saw at least a hundred armed men with swords waiting for them. She charged right at them with her forces behind them as they trampled anyone who got in the way.
Grace jumped off the horse and began firing arrows in every direction throughout the large courtyard.
Jadyn was too busy to take in the horrified scene as screams from their victims filled the city with their blood spreading across the walls. All of the opposing forces were easily diminished and within minutes they were in full retreat as they tried to escape the city.
Several loud cheers roared throughout the entrance as the forces continued to chase the soldiers out of the city. Anubis would not allow it though. He and a large group of forces blocked the entrance and slaughtered anyone who tried to escape.
Grace and Jadyn looked at each other horrified. They had taken the city and won the battle. Was it really necessary to kill those who were just trying to escape?
For Anubis it was.
The fighting had stopped and the courtyard was now littered with dead bodies from both sides. The structure of Anuba, however, had mainly remained intact like planned. The only major damage was the hole that existed from where the front gate used to be. The statues and architecture remained like they were found.
“Well, we survived,” Jadyn looked around astonished as she dropped her spear to the ground from exhaustion. “I can’t believe we actually survived.”
Jadyn took her hand and wiped of the dirt and dust from her face but realized it was more than just that. It was a mixture of dirt and blood. And it was not her blood.
“And that’s disgusting,” she commented at her realization.
Her tiger moaned in agreement.
“Home sweet home they say,” Grace came up to her. “The city is pretty nice if I do say so myself.”
It was hard to argue with Grace. Seeing the beauty of the city from the outside was one thing, but once you enter the city is a completely different story.
The city was aligned with beautiful buildings and temples throughout with symbols and images inscribed on their doors and walls. Obelisks and statues lined perfectly across the street as they lead a clear path straight up the royal palace.
The palace was even more beautiful and majestic Jadyn noticed as she walked in through the golden gates behind Anubis. The hallways were long and tall with more than a hundred rooms spread across.
More statues and artwork filled the palace along the glossy black marble floor. Pillars were painted with illustrations from top to bottom. Even the the ceiling above had paintings of different Olympians by the look of it. Jadyn squinted her eyes and could see a drawing of Anubis himself high above her.
The group that continued to follow Anubis and came across another set of golden doors but this time they were twice as large and had illustrations of people and battles carved into the gold itself.
Anubis took a moment as he stood at the doors and stared at them in silence. He then proceeded to wave his hand and the two doors slowly began to slide open revealing the magnificent throne room.
Jadyn’s mouth dropped at the site that was now before her. The floor was glossy like before but there was more gold and silver placed across the room than she had ever seen in her life. And at the very end of the room on a raised platform was the Golden Throne itself. A throne made entirely of gold with a red jewel atop the very center of it.
Anubis slowly began to climb the steps to the throne as everyone eagerly watched him from behind. He took his large hand and ran his palm across the throne’s arm. He let out a sigh of relief . He turned around and took his seat on the throne.
The audience before him quickly knelt down to one knee and bowed their heads towards their king. Jadyn followed just like everyone else.
“All hail Anubis!” A voice called out from the crowd. “King of Anuba. King of the East!”
Jadyn caught glimpse of a sinister grin come across Anubis’ face at that moment.
The crowd echoed in unison. “LONG MAY HE REIGN!”
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The last week had been restless for Emma. Attacks raged on throughout the fields and kingdom that Emma had to attend to on a daily basis. Some of these attacks were minor while others not so much.
The forces on both sides of this war had begun to slowly dwindle. Emma had lost great warriors against the army of Troja. Some she knew well and others not. But there was one thing she did know. They deserved at better ending. All of them.
Emma had received word that Carter and the others were in Olympia and they were receiving help from someone on the inside, but that was the last she had heard from them. And that was a week ago. She needed their help more than ever.
“Troja has decimated the majority of our fields,” Loris explained in one of their meetings.
“It won’t be long until they turn their eyes to the city next,” Bri added.
“They have no siege weapons or methods to attack us on the mountain,” Emma joined. “But they can starve us. That is how Luther plans to win.”
“Then we keep fighting!” Bri slammed her fist on the table making several of the objects jump. “We cannot stop fighting now!”
Loris stroked his chin, “we do have enough in reserves to last us quite a while, but not enough to survive us through the coming winter.”
“We could look for help,” one of her other advisors suggested. “Send out a call for aid.”
“That could work,” Loris agreed. “Many kingdoms in the past have been friendly to Andros. What about Elvenvale?”
“The Twins will not get involved nor do I want them to,” Emma denied the proposition. “They have enough on their plate as it is and it would take weeks for their forces to arrive. I’m afraid time is now on our side my friends.”
The room went silent as they thought of possible ideas to on how to win this war but the truth was there wasn’t any. She could launch a full assault against Luther’s forces and would more than likely end in a stalemate. It would only be a matter of time until they returned with a bigger army. One that would be backed and supported by Olympia itself.
Emma stood up and firmly began to address the room. “We have two options before us.” Neither of them she liked. “We can fight with was forces we have left and hope its enough to draw them back to Troja and give us enough time to recruit potential allies, or we can surrender and put an ending to this suffering.”
The room went silent once more as everyone examined and thought about the two difficult choices their queen had put in front of them. Neither of them resulted in the outcome they had hoped for. If they fought, the majority of their forces would be depleted. Troja would return with Olympia’s forces and no kingdom would dare to declare war on them like she currently had. They were all deciding what side to join in this ongoing war and they all wanted to choose whichever side would win. She didn’t blame them. Right now she was on the loosing side by the looks of it.
“I say we fight!” Bri abruptly stood from her chair.
There were several murmurs amongst the crowd in agreement. Emma smiled at her friend’s integrity and enthusiasm.
“We can win!” The Valkyrie continued. “Carter will return. And he will come back with a force strong enough to help us, but we have to buy him time. I have faith in the Phoenix King. All we need to do is make sure we’re still alive when he arrives.”
The members around the table pounded their fists on the table in unison to show their agreement.
“We’re fighters,” Emma encouraged and agreed with Bri’s choice. “Our ancestors were fighters and so are we. If this is the end of us then let history see us of what we are! Fighters!”
The room roared this time in agreement. Emma even saw a bright smile from Loris as he nodded towards her. In the little time she had been queen, she sure had turned into one of the best.
“If people see Troja defeated they will rally to our side,” Loris spoke. “They will join the Phoenix King. We were just the first.”
“Let us lead the way!” Bri added. “The Terran Civil War has officially begun!”
“It’s time we look the evil that has plagued Terran the last several decades!” Emma shouted. “And say NO MORE!”
“Hear, hear!” The room chanted and pounded their fists.
“What say you!” Emma unsheathed her sword. “Soldiers of The Mountain!”
The room roared louder than ever as everyone stood and joined as they pulled out their swords.
It was settled. Andros was going to fight. Even if it meant the end of them all.
Emma had spent the entirety of the night making preparations for the final battle ahead. This would be larger than anything she had ever fought in. Luther had been launching small bands of attacks across the kingdom, but now they would be marching each other’s full armies against each other.
Bri helped her put on her armor that morning. It was blue with hints of silver. The official colors that represented Andros since its beginning. It was much heavier than she thought it would be, but would do the job and maybe even save her life.
“The Valkyrie will be by your side the entire time,” Bri spoke into her ear.
“I appreciate that,” Emma acknowledged. “But I’ll be fine.”
“You know, it’s okay to be scared,” Bri attempted to comfort. “It’s nothing to be afraid of.”
“I’m not scared. I’m terrified. Not for me but for my people. This could be the end of Andros as we know it.”
“Our kingdom has survived for hundreds of years,” Bri encouraged. “And has had to endure much worse than this. We will survive and grow even stronger because of it. Trust me.”
Emma turned around to face her friend and laid both her hands across her shoulders. “Then I’m glad you’re here with me.”
“Nowhere else I would rather be,” the Valkyrie smiled back. “Come on. We got a battle to win.”
The Queen of Andros looked down the mountainside from the city’s walls. The soldiers bellow had been put in place. The citizens of surrounding villages had been ordered to evacuate to the mountain. The beginning of the end was about to begin.
It did not take long for Luther and his forces to arrive at the base of the mountain. Several hundreds lined straight as they were face to face with the forces bellow.
Emma quickly flew Layla down to join the forces bellow with the Valkyrie and other pegasus riders close behind. She looked upon Luther and saw his evil smile had not been cleansed from his face yet. Hopefully she would be able to change that here soon.
“My Queen,” he gave an teasing and exaggerated bow. “How nice of you to join us here on this beautiful day.”
Emma glared at him and choose to remain silent to his comments.
“Have you come to surrender to me then?” Luther continued.
“I have not,” Emma firmly stood her ground. “This is your last chance. Leave now or suffer the wrath of the Phoenix King.”
His army laughed alongside their ruler. Emma clenched her fist even tighter. They would pay for that. If not today then someday.
“Very well then,” Luther spoke. “Then you have chosen death. Not to worry, I will take great care of your kingdom after you’re gone.”
“You wish,” she spat as she turned away to join the Andros forces behind her.
The Andros forces unsheathed their swords and readied their arrows to fire at her command. The pegasus groaned in anticipation of the battle ahead.
Moments later Luther gave the order and his forces began charging towards her own with his horses leading. She thought this was strange for him to sacrifice his calvary forces so soon, but Luther was not the brightest and had grown impatient on wanting to destroy the young queen as quickly as possible. His mistake.
“FIRE!” Emma gave the command as the archers released their arrows towards the charging horses.
Many of the arrows hit their targets, making the horses and their riders violently crash to the ground.
Emma gave the order for another volley of arrows to be fire that produced the same results, but their forces continued to draw closer and closer every passing moment. They were now close enough to her where she had no other option. She then gave the order to charge.
The swordsmen and spearmen began to run towards Luther’s few remaining calvary and the rest of his foot soldiers that trailed behind. The two opposing sides violently clashed with one another. The battle had officially begun.
Emma took Layla up into the air with Bri and the rest of the pegasus following her lead. She hovered over cautiously and proceeded by taking Layla into a deep dive straight towards Luther’s army.
She slashed her sword as forcefully as she was able to at the forces bellow her. One of her unlucky victims found her blade at his head and died instantly. Another’s arm was separated from his body. This continued on for quite some time.
The battlefield was engulfed with painful screams from both sides. Bodies quickly fell and began to cover the rock and grass bellow. Blood splattered and body parts flew. It was the most gruesome scene Emma had ever seen.
“Watch out!” Bri yelled and caught her off guard as an arrow flew directly at her, but before she could react a fellow Valkyrie flew in the path and took the arrow for her as she fell to the ground bellow.
“NO!” Emma screamed as she watched the girl’s body fall.
Emma became infuriated and began to dive and continued slashing as before. She desperately looked around the field for Luther but he was nowhere to be seen. There were too many people to easily spot him from above, or he was hiding behind his army like the coward he was.
She took Layla close to the ground as she glided above the heads of her foes. Another arrow was soon heading towards her but this time she was prepared. She jolted Layla to avoid the arrow but took the turn too fast. She lost grip and fell of Layla’s back as she rolled to the ground bellow.
“EMMA!” She heard Bri scream from above but she was already too far away. 
A group of enemy soldiers had noticed her appearance to the ground and readied themselves launch themselves against her. She prepared to fight but knew the odds were not with her. There were too many of them and only one of her. This was the end she feared.
She closed her eyes and prepared for the worst but when she expected it to come she was surprised to find herself still standing. Then she heard it. A horn being blown from the horizon.
The fighting stopped as everyone turned to see where the horn had been blown from like she had. She smiled and cried as she saw the familiar figure. They had been saved.
It was Carter. And behind him was an entire army.
The horns began to blow once more and the new forces charged down against Luther’s forces on their horses at full speed. Then there was a roar above them as three giant creatures appeared from behind the sun with eagle wings and beaks and lion bodies. Griffins.
Emma took this moment to strike her opponents when they were distracted and the battle continued. She continued to slash and block at every turn. Nothing could stop her from winning now. With Carter and her remaining forces combined, they outnumbered Luther vastly. There was a new determination and spirit on the battlefield now. And it was with Andros.
“Impossible!” Luther suddenly appeared behind her all torn and dirty from the battle.
“I told you,” she smirked as she held her sword at the ready. “Now face the wrath of the Phoenix King.”
“I would rather die than bow to him,” he spat.
“That can be arranged,” she smiled and charged towards Luther as the two began to fight.
Luther had surprised her at how talented he was with a sword, but that didn’t stop her from hold her own ground. The two continued to clash against each other for several long moments as the battle raged and Luther’s forces began to quickly deplete.
Emma began to grow tired but used what strength she had left to defend against Luther’s attacks. She was then caught off guard when he had swiped at her legs and fell to the ground now defenseless. Her sword now feet away with Luther’s sword pointed at her neck.
“Your reign ends here,” he began to swing his sword as Emma embraced for certain death.
Instead, she saw Luther’s body fly feet into the air and far away by the casting of a spell nearby. She turned and saw Magnus looking down at her with his arm extended.
She smiled and eagerly took his arm.
“Was that you?” She enthusiastically asked.  “You can do magic!”
“Yeah,” he answered with red cheeks. “I learned a couple things about myself while we were away.”
She didn’t know what had overcome her in that moment, but in that trance she got close and kissed him. And he kissed back.
She was relieved when she saw him smiling back at her when they finally broke apart.
“I’m sorry-” she began but Magnus stopped her and kissed her this time.
“Don’t be,” he smiled when they broke apart again. “Because I’m not.”
Just when she thought the world was going to end, Emma found that it had actually given her so much more.
“What’s going on here!” Anna appeared.
Emma noticed Magnus’ face quickly turn red and couldn’t help herself my laughing.
“Shouldn’t you be shooting your arrows or something!” Magnus yelled at his sister.
“No need,” Carter rushed in on his horse with a large red egg in hand. “They’re in full retreat.”
The Andros forces cheered as they continued chasing out the remaining Troja forces until they were well beyond their borders. Emma smiled brightly at the sight with her friends by her side once more with an unfamiliar red haired face and others she was yet to be introduced to.
The day was won, but the war has just begun.
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The day was won. The battle was over. The threat had finally passed. For now at least.
Everyone had gathered back in the city that night for a feast of celebrations. There would be food, drinking, games, and much more. Carter was happy and looked forward to the festivities that night.
As he walked around the palace, everyone he passed praised him for his heroics. He was now even a bigger celebrity compared to his last visit to Andros. There was no one in the city who didn’t know his name.
The griffins fit right in with all the pegasus as they were free to fly around the open sky at anytime. Carter had even took them flying later that day for the first time. He was scared at first but slowly begun to enjoy flying as he bonded with the creatures that were now so close with him. It was in the air when he finally knew what to name them.
He learned from Gordon that they were all siblings. Two brothers and a sister. He decided to name them in honor of the family he never knew he came from. The griffin that attacked him he named Malvis and the other brother would be Osmund. The sister would be named after the only Phoenix Queen Olympia has ever seen, Elyana.
Sara had tagged along and rode atop Elyana, despite her better judgement. She was thrilled during the entire ride, unlike Carter. She yelled at the top of her lungs with much joy and excitement as her hair flew behind her as the wind rushed at her face. This made Carter laugh and have more fun than he had ever had before.
“Who would have ever guessed!” She yelled over the loud breeze.
“Guessed what?” Carter yelled back as he flew by her side on Malvis.
“That I would one day be flying a griffin!” She laughed.
“Or taking care of a phoenix egg!” Carer added. “The very last of its kind.”
“No one!” She smiled. “Not a damn soul.”
The two took the griffins down to the platform bellow when they saw their friends wave for them to come down.
“You look a lot more comfortable on the griffins than you did Layla,” Emma commented as the griffins landed by the group.
“I guess so,” Carter agreed. “It was a good test run.”
“It was amazing!” Sara exclaimed. “Being up there in the sky feels so-”
“Free,” Emma finished.
Sara smiled in agreement. “Exactly.”
Carter proceeded to introduce Sara and Ashly to Emma and explained everything they had done for him. He made sure to give credit to Ashly for turning the Hunters of Artemis against Olympia and to join him instead. He also made a note to himself to tell Emma everything that had happened during their travels, but that would have to wait until the evening. It would be a very long story.
“Well, I’m glad you guys are on our side,” the queen said and introduced herself.
“As are we,” Ashly agreed. “But be aware. Olympia will come for us.”
“I am aware,” Emma sighed. “But for now we should celebrate our victory!”
The group roared in agreement.
“We best be going then,” Emma lead the group inside. “They got my favorite ale waiting for me.”
The celebration that night was more wild than any pirate gathering Carter had ever seen before. All kinds of drinks and meats were served. Cakes were made that were almost as tall as him, but his favorite part was the singing and dancing.
The bard and band that night had created a song in his honor that told about the heroics of ‘Carter: The Phoenix King.’ He thought the song was a bit over dramatized but all songs these days were.
Carter and his friends sat at the head table with Emma and the top officials of Andros. He was the center of attention that night. People from all over came to offer gifts to the young savior, while the scene of giggling girls were seen at every corner he looked at. He tried to ignore this as the truth was he already had his eyes on one.
“I haven’t seen a feast like this in many years,” Gordon called across the table and took a sip from his cup. “Truly spectacular.”
“We have our gracious host to thank for that,” he stated and glanced over towards Emma.
“It’s the least I could do,” she smiled. “It was you who saved us.”
“Not me,” Carter shook his head. “All of us.” He pointed across the hall.
“It was Magnus who saved the queen,” Bri added and nodded towards the young mage.
“It was nothing,” his cheeks turned red. “Seriously.”
“It’s true,” Emma vouched and took his hand. “I would be dead if it wasn’t for him.”
“And are you guys going to tell us what going on here,” Anna interrupted and pointed towards the holding hands.
The two both turned bright red but everyone knew and they were happy for them. The two ere perfect for each other and deserved it.
“Seriously, Anna,” Magnus bickered. 
“We’re a thing,” Emma announced. “There. I said it.”
Everyone laughed besides the two who were being picked on.
“It’s about time!” Anna playfully punched her brother. “I never thought he would have the guts!”
“Hey!” He protested as he rubbed his arm where his sister had punched him.
“It just kinda happened,” Emma explained.
“I called it from the beginning!” Bri exclaimed. “I saw how the two of you looked at each other.”
“I saw it too!” Gibson joined in.
“I had no idea,” Carter laughed and scratched his head.
“That’s because your oblivious,” Sara joked.
The setting of the party soon changed as the band began to play a more slow and smooth song compared to the upbeat ones they had been playing all night. Magnus and Emma looked at each other and were soon off to the dance floor while everyone watched from afar.
Carter felt the egg’s heartbeat slow as it matched the beat of the song as if it was feeling the same he was when he watched the two trail off to dance.
“They are cute together, aren’t they buddy,” he mumbled to the egg.
“Did you say something?” Sara asked as she overheard him comment.
He was embarrassed that she had heard his comment and tried to think of something to say. Instead, he used this opportunity and mustered up what courage he still had.
He stood up and reached out his hand. “Could I bother you for a dance?”
Sara was flustered as her cheeks turned bright red but smiled brightly back. “It would be my pleasure.”
She took his hand and the two made their way to the dance floor, leaving behind the phoenix egg with Gordon.
The two held each other as they swayed back and forth with their arms around each other. Carter stared into her emerald green eyes and it was like time had stooped around them. He smiled down at her and she back at him.
“How am I doing,” she jokingly asked. “I’ve never danced before.”
“I was raised by pirates,” he joked back. “Neither did I.”
“I think we’re doing pretty good then,” she smirked.
“Not too bad for first timers.”
Carter looked back at the table as Sara buried her head into his shoulders. Gordon and Gibson smiled down on him and even slipped him a thumbs up.
Suddenly, the throne room’s doors slammed opened and a messenger came running through the hall. Carter and Sara quickly separated to look at the courier running towards them.
“A message for the Phoenix King!” A young boy ran with a group of guards chasing after him.
Emma signaled for the guards to stop and allowed the boy to deliver the message.
“What news to do bring?” Emma demanded.
“News from Lotheria,” the boy answered in between in labored breaths.
The crowd silently muttered amongst each other. It was impossible. Lotheria was a fallen kingdom. Ran by nothing but organized barbarians known as The Exiled.
“That’s impossible,” Emma said.
“I have a letter here,” the courier held out a parchment. “Lotheria has recently been taken over. The leader of that assault claims to be your uncle.”
“What,” Carter exclaimed as his heart began to beat faster than ever. “That can’t be.”
“He’s alive,” the young boy said. “Your father was King of Lotheria.”
How could this be? His parents were royalty to another kingdom. Carter had so many thoughts and questions forming through his head.
“CARTER!” Gordon interrupted before Carter had any chance to respond.
He quickly turned around and saw that the phoenix egg was glowing brighter than ever. The egg continued to grow brighter and and quickly began to blind the entire room. He rushed over and took the egg into his arms. Then the room went dark.
Several long moments passed until Carter’s eyes slowly began to open once again. The hall was still dark but the natural light had crept in. He turned his head and saw the entire room staring at him with horrified faces.
“What?” He quietly spoke as he saw Sara’s widened eyes looking straight at him.
“Carter-” she mumbled but couldn’t finish.
Carter then heard a low groan and turned his head. He now understood why everyone looked at him so surprised. Propped on top of his left shoulder was a small red feathered bird with a golden colored beak.
It was a phoenix.
Carter was speechless like the rest of the crowd before him. The egg that has been dormant for so many decades had finally hatched.
The phoenix gave out a slight burp and a small cloud of fire erupted from his mouth. All Carter could do was smile.
“A phoenix haas been born!” Gordon came to his side and addressed the crowd. “What name does he hold?”
Carter firmly stood up and faced the crowd. “Orellius.”
“All hail Orellius!” Gordon projected.
“Hail!” The room responded.
Carter stared down at the crowd and saw all his friends smiling back at him. His eyes meet Sara’s once again and after seeing her bright smile, he smiled back.
The crowd followed Gordon’s lead as everyone got down on both knees and buried their face into the floor bellow.
Orellius gave out the loudest roar it could muster.
The throne room echoed in unison.
“All hail, The Phoenix King!”
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“My Lord,” a soldier in black cautiously approached the dark sorcerer.
“What is it?” The hooded figure hissed back. Annoyed that his peace had been disturbed.
“News from Olympia, sir,” the scared soldier continued. “Our agent has been defeated.”
The hooded figure remained silent and breathed deeply to show his frustration. He continued to overlook his army from the tall cliff as thunder roared throughout the dark sky.
Monsters roared from bellow by the thousands. Giants, minotaur, cyclops and more. Of all of them, the majority were made up of the fearful dark creatures with glowing magma eyes.
Titans they were called.
“Not to worry,” the sorcerer smiled sinisterly from the corner of his face. “Everything is going according to plan. Anubis has escaped and has regained control of the East. The Phoenix King has revealed himself. The world is divided.”
“What’s next then?”
“We must remain patient,” the sorcerer held out a steady hand. “Our time will come. Tartarus hold a valuable prisoner we must free. That is our next move.”
“Very good, My Lord,” the soldier bowed.
“There’s something else you have to tell me,” the leader suggested. “I can sense it.”
“More news from Olympia,” the boy stuttered. “Our spies spotted the Phoenix King traveling with a Greybeard. It was Gordon.”
The dark mage grinned at the name he thought he would never hear again. “So… the apprentice lives.”














To Be Continued…
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