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 Chapter One: A World Close Together 
 
    We look down on a far-off war camp in the north, a raging blizzard blowing through the tacked-down post with merciless vigor. 
 
    A soldier bursts into a warm tent, and our story begins: 
 
    "Ma’am, the Eastern Force is making an advance!" He shouts to the lady in the tent as he works his gauntlets over his cold, numb hands. 
 
    One of the leaders of the Northern front assault, Lord Knight General Order, rises up from her chair to a lean. 
 
    "You mean to say they're coming… *hic* here?" she says, massaging her temples as she takes one last glance at her glass of blackwater forty. 
 
    "Yes, ma’am! Please do something!" 
 
    The rather short, young-looking lady rubs the wear from her eyes. "What about the other mages?" 
 
    "They're either drained or reassigned to the counter-espionage op. Besides, we'd need fifty of them to do what you could alone!" 
 
    She takes in a deep breath to push out a disgusted sigh. "It has to be me, then?" 
 
    "Yes, ma’am. Don't you remember when you gave your instructions?" 
 
    Order looks to the side, immersed in thought for a moment. "Can't say I remember," she says. The officer pauses in front of his official and looks over her reddened face and short figure, carelessly slouched at her feet. 
 
    "...You're drunk, General?" 
 
    "I wouldn't say 'drunk' so much as 'under the effects of a’…” She sighs.  “Yeah, whatever,” she says with a shrug. 
 
    "Ma’am, this is serious, they'll be here in minutes. They've already crossed the valley and they're on their way up!" 
 
    Order's quiet a moment and then nods in solemn acceptance. Someone has to do it, she’s sure—such is the weight of being simultaneously the front’s commander and most valued archmage. She lifts herself up with shocking ease for someone that’s downed most of a fifth in an hour. 
 
    "Alright. I'll take care of this," she says before passing the guard and exiting the tent. Immediately she’s bitten by the star-white winds of the North, chilling her, but ineffective in causing her to shiver. The white-haired witch knight with millennia of age under her belt strides across the camp, sparing quick glances to the masses of terrified soldiers and magicians rushing about and forming ranks as they prepare for a hail of gunfire to come tearing into the camp. She moves past all of them to the rim of the front and looks down the steep, snow-clad hill towards the enemy camp about three kilometers down. 
 
    Away about a hundred meters and climbing up with steady determination are about four hundred Easterners, cozy in their long wool uniforms and Kevlar helmets, and ever-so confident with those strange, metallic "fire-arms" ready at their hips. The front rank of men spots Order, clothed in but a simple set of winter wear, and they call for the others to prepare the rifles in that peculiar military code of theirs. The Lord Knight General stares at the battalion of men struggling up the mountain for only a moment more, and then moves in to thwart them.  
 
    With the fluttering grace of a butterfly, she raises her hand, speaks a few sacred words, and then moves her finger across her vision of the men. 
 
    Suddenly, a squadron of innocent-looking snowballs forms on the edge of the hill and begins rolling down towards the enemy force. The orbs of white fluff gain size and weight as they tumble towards their targets, becoming formidable boulders of compacted drift in seconds. Order watches with an amused look as the small dots of brown down the hill scatter and retreat as the massive snow-boulders smash through their ranks. She then begins moving her hands as if shaping clay, all while speaking in a second arcane language. Just as the exhausted group of riflemen restart their assault, the boulders of snow form arms and legs and begin ramming into and toppling the soldiers as if they were blades of grass. The soldiers open fire on the titans of snow, each bullet hitting their mark, but not one slowing their targets. A single soldier aims high and shoots for her. To the soldier’s horror, the bullet stops mid-flight just a meter from her and drops innocently on the ground; but such would be expected of The White Witch Queen of the West: Lord Knight General Order, slayer of the ancient dragons and High Protector of the Realm, also a functional drunk. 
 
    She smacks her lips tiredly as she watches the men below, blasted away from the strength of the golems she had created. She really wishes she’d brought her blackwater with her, but duty comes first to everything else. 
 
    Only a minute passes of the Easterners battling the golems, and then the tide turns for good. The soldiers, some with broken limbs and concussions, run, limp, or are carried away back to their camp. Order nods, playing a victorious tune in her head as she severs the magical link between herself and the golems, reducing them to innocent piles of snow once more. Behind her, roughly three dozen soldiers and camp-folk cheer at the might of the second-in-command of the Royal Knights, an archmage hero known by all in the realm and revered by nearly as many. 
 
    She rises to her feet and starts back to camp to finish her beloved libation when her path is intercepted by a frazzled looking messenger. She takes some humor seeing that it’s the exact same man from just five minutes ago. 
 
    "Ma’am! The Lord Knight Captain wants you over on chat-stone!" the boy says, presenting Order with the large red crystal. Order nods, says "thanks," and then raises the gem to her lips. 
 
    "Daniel?" Order says into the rock, causing it to glow in response to her voice. 
 
    "Good to hear you," comes a voice from the magic stone, belonging to none other than the great and mighty Lord Knight Captain himself. 
 
    "What do you need?" Order asks. 
 
    "I have an urgent assignment that needs taking care of." 
 
    "…And here I thought I was supposed to keep the Easterners from adva-" 
 
    "Yes, and now you will be letting Generosity handle that." 
 
    She raises a slim, snow-white brow. "Alright… guess this has gotta be pretty damn important, then," Order says, her slurred speech ringing through the stone. Redemption is quiet a moment before responding. 
 
    "... Have you been drinking again?" Redemption asks. 
 
    Order pauses as she thinks of her response. 
 
    "Maybe." 
 
    "Dear, think of your image." His tone is concerned, but firm. 
 
    "What image?" she asks with a laugh. 
 
    "People get weirded out when they see a seven-thousand year old archmage drinking for kicks." 
 
    "And what's the problem with drinking for kicks?" She asks curtly. 
 
    The stone flashes with light as Redemption releases a sharp sigh from his end. "You... nevermind. Get back to HQ for your new assignment. It's something only you can do." 
 
    "If you say so." 
 
    "I do say so. Now get over here." 
 
    "Got it. I’m on my way," she says before the glow of the stone dies out, signifying the person on the other line has severed his mana-link to his shard of the gem. 
 
    Order returns the stone to the messenger and returns to the commander’s tent to find her dog, Parvo, has licked clean her glass of blackwater. She gathers her armor, a shining white mithril plate-suit enchanted to resist anything from a mere eastern bullet to a tower falling on her. She always gets a chuckle when people always ask her how she can see through the helmet visor if it’s just an uninterrupted plate of steel, as The Western Kingdoms weren’t the most magically-advanced civilization in history, or something. 
 
    A few minutes later, she’s suited up and ready for whatever catastrophe Knight Redemption can throw at her. Finally she grasps the dimensional sheath of her legendary sword, known as Monument by most who know it. 
 
    Her mind begins simmering on what possible mission Redemption could have for her as she pats Parvo goodbye, exits her tent, and makes her way to the summoning tent across camp. 
 
    Could it be Chaos? Maybe he's attacking a capital city... or maybe The Trench has burst open to declare war on the above-ground peoples. Have the old dragons returned, or the titans? she wonders, eager to know what cataclysm she'll face this time. Whatever it is, it must be a major threat to the Western Kingdoms if she was asked for personally. 
 
    She gets to the summoning tent, tells the magicians her destination, and waits a few minutes for them to compose the summoning circle leading to the Royal Knights Headquarters. Following is a complex ordeal involving chanting, arcane scripting, and lots and lots of nice-smelling candles. A portal tears right through the fabric of reality and Order steps in to traverse the distance of mountains and rivers in but a matter of seconds. 
 
      
 
      
 
    

 
 
   
  
 


 Chapter Two: From the Front to the Back 
 
    She steps from New Reinen's space gate, a large rune-engraved portal that serves as either a beginning or an end for magic travels like this. She steps down from the gate into the center square, glances over three young recruits, two of which who promptly salute and one that just stumbles in shock and confusion, and then she passes the training grounds into the executive office of the Royal Knights of The Old Kingdom of Reinen.  
 
    Order stands in the entryway a moment, takes a breath, and waves a hand along her cheek as she speaks words from one of the many magic languages she knows. Suddenly, her dilated pupils sharpen in focus. She finds magic that quickly neutralizes alcoholic influences to be among her favorites. Weirdly enough, she was just as pale drinking as she is when sober, but no one’s ever pointed that out to her, not that a few haven’t noticed. 
 
    Order passes through the golden halls, each window ridged with flower planters and trophies of crusades long past. She moves across the regal burgundy carpets up to Redemption's office, where the birdsongs coming from the open windows overtake the busy atmosphere of the center headquarters.  Sitting in one of the chairs to the side is a hulking, broad knight, a Dragon-Kin: the crossbreed of human and dragon that once threatened the entirety of human civilization. To his side is a mace the size of a person and looking as if it were hewn from the solid rock of the southern canyons. 
 
    "Knight Law," Order greets him, bowing her head as she passes. The hulking mass of scales, teeth and muscles nods back. 
 
    "Sir... By the way, Lord Knight Captain Redemption told me to wait for you and some third knight," he says, eying the chair next to him. Order stops at the door to Redemption's office. 
 
    "I prefer ma’am, if you don’t mind… So, you and I and someone else will be going on an assignment?" 
 
    "S'what I've been told, ma’am," he mutters through his bulwark of white teeth. 
 
    She raises her brows as she turns about. “Must be really important," Order says, taking a seat next to Law in the rose-scented hall, laying her gaze on the rays of sun gleaming with subdued majesty from the stained-glass windows. Order’s quiet a moment and looks at nothing in particular as Law inspects his boots.
  
 
    "S'what have you been up to during the war?"  Law asks, breaking the silence. 
 
    "I've been with the Blue Company up north," Order responds. 
 
    "Leading, sir?" 
 
    "Yes." 
 
    "Ahh- I hear it's been fairly easy for you." 
 
    "It has. No matter how advanced the East's technology becomes, magic is realms above it." 
 
    "Agreed." 
 
    "And yourself?" 
 
    "I've been in the Yellow Company," Law says, his words skewed with a sigh. Order raises a brow. 
 
    "How is it up front nowadays?" 
 
    Law shakes his head. "I have no idea why the D.R.’s office didn't put you there. This war would be over. Your magic can resist any of their cowardly monstrosities of science—you could just walk into camp and kill them all, I reckon." 
 
    "I think you overestimate my ability," Order says, staring straight ahead and smirking on the side of her facing away from Law. 
 
    "I'm certain you're just being humble, sir." 
 
    "Perhaps... but a Dragon-Kin like you wouldn't have a problem with being on the front lines, would you?" 
 
    "Not really, my armor s'thick it deflects bullets; only thing I need to look for are the cannon shots." 
 
    "Cannon?" Order asks, turning her head to the word. Law shakes his head, his long mail clinking with each change of direction. 
 
    "Really big firearms- saw one shoot a Ragnivanian boy's head right off." 
 
    "Like magic bolts?" 
 
    "Yes." 
 
    Order draws back into her seat and raises a brow in intrigue. "Interesting... but to be honest I don't think I would be of as much help there with you." 
 
    "Why's that?" 
 
    She raises her brows frankly. "I don't kill people if I can prevent it." 
 
    He squints an eye. "What do you mean?" 
 
    “Personal policy, don’t worry about it.” 
 
    “If you’d grant me the leave, I’d be curious to know.” 
 
    She smiles, takes a breath, and nods. "I've been around way too long, Law. I lost my taste for killing people quite a while ago- especially innocents who are forced to fight by their rulers. It’s easy to look at them like the enemy, but I’ve seen so many sides of so many wars, I know it’s never just as simple as killing bad guys," Order says calmly. Law snorts out a breath of hot air, staring at the wall alongside her. 
 
    "You m-… defeated many dragons in the Extermination Wars. They feel as much pain as a human would; what makes them so different? Are you so averse to killing humans simply because they’re your own kind?" Law asks, turning his gaze to her, though not moving his head to do so. Order pauses in thought. For a moment she considers answering honestly, but thinks better of it. 
 
    "I didn't hate the dragons, Rayull," Order says, calling Law by his true name, "but they threatened humanity, the fairies, the orcs, and everyone else," she adds. Law scrapes his boot against the marble floor with an easy motion as he lets out a quick, gentle scoff. 
 
    "Call me Law. And then after you removed the dragons, you removed the orcs. After the orcs came anything else you didn’t like the looks of. Only the fairies still have their own land outside of humanity's grasp, and that’s only thanks to their considerations with the W.K.D.R.." 
 
    Order raises her brows, still not looking over to Law. "That's not my responsibility, and it's not my fault. They waged war, and you need to remember I'm a soldier, not a ruler. I don’t make the decisions." 
 
    "S'why do you suddenly turn away from killing humans? 
 
    "I follow my orders. If I'm placed on the front line, I'll do it and I'll take care of it- that's it. I won’t enjoy it, but I’ll do it if I have to. I’d rather send them back home with a warning and a story, rather than on shields," Order says, joining her hands together pensively. Law stares at Order for a few seconds and then turns back to inspect his weapon. 
 
    "I suppose that's sensible, ma’am. I just think you could be of more help elsewhere. If you cared s'much about human lives, why don't you just march into the Eastern Capital and threaten to kill him if he doesn't stop the war?" 
 
    "You know my real job, Law." 
 
    "The ‘Chaos Slayer?’" 
 
    "It's the popular title, but I hate it personally." 
 
    "Why's that?" 
 
    Finally, she glances his way as she lets out a scoff. "It implies that I ever killed him." 
 
    There’s a short pause as Law mulls it over. After a few seconds, he nods. "You're right, ma’am; I'm sorry. It must be hard, not being able to leave the Western Kingdoms in the case he should attack," Law says, stealthily eying the lady next to him; it’s hard to blame him, after all. Few knights ever get to talk to Order personally, let alone go on a mission with her. 
 
    "It's been a long life to live in one place,” she says. “I've seen much of the world, almost every corner and nook, but sometimes I wonder how much more I would have seen if I weren't waiting for Chaos." 
 
    "I suppose it's a job someone needs t'do. Thank you for your service," Law says with a slow, methodical nod. 
 
    "And yours," She says with a nod back. 
 
    "But unlike you, I'm allowed to go on leave. You sacrifice much more than any of us." 
 
    "You're wrong there, I'm still here after almost seven thousand years, in this waiting room we call life. There are people who have given much more than I and have moved on." 
 
    Law squints at Order. “Do you seek death?" 
 
    "No, I’m happy, I suppose, but I think anyone would get a little bitter about millennia passing once you start forgetting people. You meet someone, shake their hand, fall in love with them, and then the next thing you recall is headstone. It was so strange, being young; it's like a dream now." 
 
    "I… I'm sorry if I came off as disrespectful, I didn’t mean to make you sound less than you are." Law says.  
 
    Order shakes her head. “Think nothing of it,” she says. 
 
    Not a word is spoken for half a minute, as both struggle to find something to talk about that the other would appreciate. 
 
    "You're in your eighties now, right?" Order asks turning again to Law. 
 
    "Yes. The challenges of being a Dragon-Kin in a society of humans is... unique." 
 
    "I'd imagine. How's Meeo been?" 
 
    "We haven't talked," Law says. Order hums. 
 
    "For how long?" 
 
    "A few months. I have no idea what she's doing; probably something petty and childish as usual." 
 
    Order crosses her arms with a surprising modicum of sass. "I understand you find her a bit flippant, but that's no reason to say such things about the person who raised you." 
 
    "Don't remind me. Her love was smothering. I'm not a human, I can take care of myself." 
 
    "I don't doubt you can, but I'd say she did a fairly good job raising you those fifty years." 
 
    "Thank you, ma’am." 
 
    "My pleasure, Law." 
 
    "Yes, I suppose it's just irritating being around her. Still treats me like I'm a hatchling, and a Dragon-Kin finishes adolescence at around sixty. I just hate it that she still gets on my case about things like finding a girlfriend or studying for my knight exams. We've sort of… drifted apart, I suppose." 
 
    Order nods in thought just before she feels a very unique presence approaching them. Being magically attuned to a level that most archmagi can only dream of, Order can easily pick out specific people within a kilometer radius based solely on their personal magic signatures. She smirks. 
 
    "So, what would you say to her if she were here now?" Order asks, looking down the hall intently. 
 
    "I'd tell her to grow up. Adults, let alone adults thousands of years old, should act as if they grew out of being a child. I'd tell her that coloring books are for children, that people grow out of lullabies and bedtime stories, and that people who refuse to become adults refuse to improve themse-" 
 
    "Oh, Hosy, Ran! Hello!" coos a friendly, almost motherly voice from behind Law, who cringes and slowly turns his head about. 
 
    The two spot the pixie-like hair and dreamy, cloud-set eyes of an old acquaintance. As usual she has a whimsical, aloof smile across her face and carries the overpowering smell of incense. Along her practical side-slit tunic are her usual several satchels, each filled with tricks and magics confounding to all but the most sincere of magicians, and her bow, Worldloss, sitting snuggly without a quiver at her back. 
 
    Order smiles and Law promptly scowls. 
 
    “You’re kiddi-” Order cuts off Law by shoving him lightly. Law sighs. 
 
    “Meeo, hello!” Order greets Love with a nod that is almost long enough to be a bow. 
 
    “Good afternoon, Knight Love,” Law grumbles, looking away slowly in disgust. 
 
    Meeo Letlind, titled “Love” by The Royal Knights of The Old Kingdom of Reinen Titles Committee, steps up to them, looks about a moment as if there is a ghost flying around in the room, and then focuses in on her two fellow Knights. 
 
    “Hiyo! Are you both good this peculiar day?” Love asks. 
 
    Law pushes out a breath of hot air as if he were getting ready to cook Love alive. “Have some respect, Knight Love. Call us by our titles unless you intend to discredit yourself,” Law warns with a scowl, showing off his sharp teeth. Love looks at Law with her usual, unchanging smile. 
 
    “Oh?” she coos, as she places a hand on her hip, “Okay then, Mister Lord Sergeant Knight Commander of the Royal Knights of the Old Kingdom of Reinen, I.D. number 3,982, Fourth-in-Command in the Yellow Company of the Eastern wars held upon the Gaingr-” 
 
    “Funny, just my title,” Law interrupts. 
 
    Meeo places her fingers against her lips in mock surprise. “Ohhh~,you must mean Mister Lord Ser-” 
 
    “Nice to see you too, Meeo,” Order cuts in with a smirk, hearing another distressed huff from Law. Knight Love hums, moves her head about in thought, and nods. 
 
    “Very well,” Love says as she takes a seat next to Law, who groans. She snuggles up to him embarrassingly with a giddy smile. 
 
    “So, you didn’t answer my question,” she reminds while delivering a kindly poke. 
 
    “Yeah? What’s that?” 
 
    “How are you, Law?” she says. 
 
    “I’m fine.”   
 
    Love grins and hugs Law. The dragon-kin shudders on contact. 
 
    “Ohhh! I’m so happy to hear that! You know I’ve been worried about you, all of the other Knights seem so happy to talk, but you never seem to have the time!” Love says as she rubs her soft cheek on Law’s shoulder pauldron. Order grins crassly. 
 
    “Let me be, Knight Love. I don’t have time for your childish shenanigans.” 
 
    “Oh, what? You were always so playful when you were just a little hatchli-” 
 
    “I see you haven’t changed in the past year at all, Knight Love,” Law says, doing his best to defend his image in front of Order before Meeo tarnishes it with an embarrassing story about his childhood, like the time he locked himself in his room for two days and did nothing but play guitar like the moody hatchling bitch he was. Law pushes Love from him and crosses his arms as he turns away. 
 
    “Mmm? Fine, if you insist, Hosy-Po-“ 
 
    “Order, please make her stop! She’s disrespecting the honor of her fellow Knight, yet again,” Law pleads, interrupting Love the moment before she could utter his childhood nickname. 
 
     Order leans back as she gets comfortable in her seat, “Love,” Order begins. Love hums and nods to Order, well aware of what she is going to say. 
 
    “Alright, Ran’, I’m done. I just miss him so much,” she says with a long, knowing smile as she sits properly with her feet to the ground. 
 
    “Thank you, Meeo,” Order says. Love giggles lightly. 
 
    “Of course- of course. So how have you been, Order?” 
 
    “I’ve been very well, thank you. And yourself?” 
 
    “Oh, oh I guess I’m okay, just been reading, various things about various things,” Love says, shuffling about one of her many pockets and in armor compartments to locate a piece of paper, crumpled up and stained with a liquid smelling of chamomile. 
 
    “Reading what, might I ask?” Love restores the note to readability by unfolding it and holds it up to Order with both hands. 
 
    “This, along with a novel series I’ve been checking out recently using temporal-anomaly object collection. I was only able to find two books in the series, but I’m sure if there’s others I’ll find them soon enough. Really do want to find out what happens to those poor folks,” Love says with a glint in her eye. 
 
    “Just like you to use realmancy to find books that haven’t been written yet,” Order says with a smirk as she looks at the piece of paper. 
 
    Law squints. “Realmancy is the craft of the insane.” 
 
    “And a lot of fun!” Love rebuts with a wink. 
 
    Law shakes his head as he just crosses his arms and turns away. 
 
    Order takes this moment to read Love’s note. She only needs to glance to recognize the formatting and handwriting. 
 
    “A summons, same as mine,” Order says, returning the letter. Love raises a brow in interest. 
 
    “Oh? I wonder why…. Might he have something for the three of us?” Love guesses, tilting her head just a bit to the side. 
 
    “That’s what Law heard. We were both called from the war too. What were you doing?” Order asks, leaning forward to look across Law to Love. Love hums and lightly pokes her cheek in thought. 
 
    “I was spending time with the nice people in black company, actually,” Love says, receiving looks of surprise from Order and Law, sitting at her left. 
 
    “No way,” Law says, looking aside. 
 
    “Really now? Didn’t think you would be... you know...” Order pauses, trying to come up with the correct words for someone who’s been placed in the most brutal, murderous company, tasked with high-class assassination and espionage missions. 
 
    Love nods with a broad smile. “I’ve been getting that a lot, actually. I don’t find much of a problem with it,” she says as she scratches the side of her cheek. 
 
    “Yeah, sure. What did they have you do, read the operators bedtime stories?”  Law asks with a wry scowl. 
 
    “Hmm, I did a thing or two. Nothing very special,” Love says with a smile, “I presume you were read to in your company? Was anyone there to tuck you i-” Love halts her question the moment the doors open to the office. Knight Sensitivity steps out, his raven black hair, smooth Spirakandrin skin, and armor looking as well-groomed as usual. Order’s certain that’s never seen him unkempt, not even during Operation: Void Arm a few centuries back. She’d swear she’s never seen someone run frantically for his life with more grace. 
 
    “Order, Law, Love,” he greets with a smile and a nod as he passes them. 
 
    The other three greet him back. Sensitivity disappears into his own office with his new assignment. The three pause expectantly. They can hear the sound of papers rustling. 
 
    “Alright; get in here,” a kind though controlling voice instructs from inside the office. The three knights rise from their seats and enter the office of their leader, Lord Knight Captain Redemption, the man most responsible for the safety of the millions who live in the Western Kingdoms. 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter Three: New and Old 
 
     The three knights step into the clean office laden with shelves of neatly organized books and ledgers. Sitting behind the desk is Redemption, dressed not in armor but in clothing of nobility. 
 
    “Afternoon,” Redemption says, his brow arching enthusiastically which causes one of his scars to bend at the side of his eye. Order and Law promptly salute, while Love just sort of pleasantly bows her head. 
 
    “Everything going well, Daniel?” Love asks out of turn, quickly receiving a death gaze from Law. Redemption, a muscular, elegantly-built Ragnivanian smiles back with the utmost courtesy as he returns the salute with a quick flick of the hand. His shoulder-length black hair is tied up into a ponytail as usual, Order sees, but Law thought he would look different. This is the first time he’s seen Redemption in person, but amidst all of his nervousness, the first thing he notices is how much Redemption’s office smells like cinnamon. He peeks over to the corner of the office to find a long stack of teas of identical flavors, one brewed and ready in the pot. 
 
    “Well enough to keep the countries from exploding, sure,” he says with a grin. Love nods as if she understands. “So I understand you’re the newly titled Law, yes? Hos’Rayull?” Redemption asks while looking the scaled titan up and down. 
 
    “Yes, sir!” Law says, still holding his salute to ensure he doesn’t come off as disrespectful. 
 
    “Very good, nice to have you with us. I’ve heard quite a bit about you from Meeo... you can stop saluting now.” Law’s arm causes a slight breeze in the room with the speed at which he lowers it to his side. 
 
    “Y-yes, sir.” 
 
    Redemption reaches up to his desk and knocks upon the wood top casually as he spins to the side. “Now then, business. I’ve been incredibly busy, Ranalie, with the war to the East, the unrest in the Fairy Kingdom, and the pos- yes, Knight Order,” he says, noting Order’s raised hand. 
 
    “Beg your pardon, sir, but what unrest? I haven’t heard anything about this at all,” Order asks with a direct gaze. Redemption is about to answer when Love nods her head to the side. 
 
    “Apparently the Fairy Kingdom thinks we’ve sent some nasty agents to kill their royal family,” she says gently, winning a shocked look from everyone. 
 
    “No one was supposed to know outside of the messenger corps; how did you know?” Redemption asks. Love’s smile stretches warmly as she clicks her tongue in thought. 
 
    “Oh, well I found a history book that hasn’t been written yet and flipped through it a little. Couldn’t get too far into it before it disintegrated due to inconsistency, though,” Love says with a hint of humor.  The other knights look at Love with a mix of fascination, confusion, and just a hint of terror. Law had always thought Love just lied about reading books before they are written, but how else would she know? 
 
    “Interesting. So, tell me, what happens with the war? Do we win?” Redemption asks, leaning into his desk. Love shrugs. 
 
    “I didn’t get that far ahead; I just read we had a conflict with the Fairy Kingdom around this time,” Love says with a smile, as calm as ever- she considers herself a fantastic liar. 
 
    Redemption nods. “You’ve always been a... specialized Knight, Meeo. Let me know if you find out anything we could use.” 
 
    She nods slowly. “Gladly.” 
 
    “That aside, I’ve brought you three in here for a specialized assignment of a highly political nature. It turns out that there have been several deaths in Liefland as of late, and they’re pointing fingers at the Western Kingdoms. There were two incidents: one with a Knight dressed in Ragnivanian arms claiming the lives of twelve fairy-folk, and another with an unknown assailant claiming seven victims. The wounds were said to be caused by assault magic- which would suggest Kanvane. Lord Pitch, the fairy king, has contacted us to investigate the matter and prove the innocence of Ragnivan and Kanvane. I’m certain the three of you can understand how serious this is, considering a conflict for either of those kingdoms is a conflict for all of the W.K.D.R.. I feel it goes without saying a war for the Western Kingdoms is a war for us knights as well.” 
 
    “If I could speak, just for a moment, sir,” Law interrupts.  
 
    “Sure,” Redemption says with a nod. 
 
    “Thank you, sir. I would like to know why you have chosen us in particular for this mission. It seems apparent, if not obvious to me that some of us you have selected might not be very competent in-” 
 
    “Knight Law,” Redemption interrupts. 
 
    “Sir!” 
 
    “I selected each of you three specifically for this task, and I know you six will do fine together.” 
 
    “Sir! If I m-… six?” Law grunts. 
 
    Redemption nods. “That’s right, you three will be accompanied by three other Knights. They will present a writ from me identifying them to you once you find them. You six will take the space gate to Kanvane and enter Fairy Kingdom territory through the sunken forest, and there you will meet the envoy sent for you. You will give him this writ to identify yourselves. He will then lead you into their kingdom without conflict. You will meet with Pitch, inspect the crimes, resolve the situation, and return. Do you understand?” he says with a glare as he pushes forward a letter that Order promptly takes. Law, the tallest in the room by far, straightens his stature and salutes, yet again. 
 
    “Sir, yes sir,” the half-dragon says with a slight grumble. 
 
    “Very good. The three of lower knights have already been briefed and will meet you at our space gate once you’re ready. Lord Knight General Order will be considered the leader of this mission, so if there are any more questions, you both are to defer to her. You will be cut off from contacting us as the Liefland border-control does not allow the use of external chat-stones, so you will have to leave them here or it’ll cause trouble. Just give them to me and I’ll make sure they’re well taken care of.” After the explanation he takes a quick breath. “Are you all ready to depart? The sooner, the better, I’d say.” 
 
    “Of course, sir.” 
 
    “Oh, I think so.” 
 
    “Yes, sir!” Order, Love, and Law reply as they relinquish their glimmering gems, most of them connected to small chains or bands for safe keeping. 
 
    “Very good. Then you will depart immediately. May Rayda’s Ghost guide thee,” Redemption says with a bow of the head. 
 
    “And you,” Order says with a smile as she starts off. 
 
    The three step out of the office, and walk back down the hall to the space gate. 
 
    “Unbelievable,” the dragon-knight grunts with a scowl the moment they are out of ear-shot from the office. Love gently pats him on the arm but is promptly shoved off. 
 
    “Oh, Law, it’ll be okay. I’m sure the people we’ve been matched with are perfectly phantasmal,” Love says with a smile, well aware of what Law’s displeased about, but doing her best to be a good, positive example. Law sighs, says “right,” and follows Order down the hall. 
 
    Outside by the space gate, a very excitable, white-haired young lady has almost recovered from the sight of her lifelong idol and object of fascination walking right past her. 
 
    “I... I can’t believe Order just walked out of the space gate, that gate right here next to us, and totally looking in this direction!” the fit, rather tall girl says, slightly out of breath. The youngest-looking of the three, a black and wavy-haired lad, sighs as he massages his temples- his diminutive stature leaning over himself. 
 
    “Yes, Aoline. You can stop saying that. We know!” 
 
    “And to think, just imagine; the three of us will be talking to her any minute now!” Aoline exclaims again, waving her hands about in frantic annunciation. 
 
    “Please, Aoline, relax. You’re going to make a bad impression if you act like some rabid fangirl.” 
 
    “What’s the problem with being a rabid fan? The ‘Royal Knight’s Quest’ series is the best novels a person can read!” 
 
    The boy scoffs. “Eh, no. They’re kinda dumb. They weren’t even written by a real knight.” 
 
    “Have you read them?” 
 
    “Well, no, but-” 
 
    “Then how would you know?” 
 
    “Becau-” 
 
    “Game faces, you two,” the third young knight, a cloaked Spirakandrin, says as he pushes up his pair of spectacles. 
 
    Order, Love, and Law step down from the headquarter’s entryway and are heading their way. The Masterful Knightess Order raises a brow in interest, spotting a writ in the cloaked boy’s hand; this is the same group of kids she passed earlier. 
 
    Having approached, Order waits for the young lady to stop hyperventilating to hear what she has to say because she is obviously very excited about something. 
 
    “Hello! Eh, Hello! Order! Hi!” the girl greets with a childlike giddiness. Order smiles the best she can; she quickly guesses this is one of those kids raised on those horrible “Royal Knight’s Quest” adventure novels. 
 
    “Well, hello. Who mi-” 
 
    “I can’t... I don’t... It’s you!” the girl erupts with excitement and adoration, interrupting Order. The other two youths come forward. The cloaked one salutes and holds while the pale boy just smiles with his hands in his pockets. Law immediately looks over the cloaked one, somehow he looks familiar. 
 
    “That’s right, it’s me,” Order says, “I assume y-” The girl quickly steps back and salutes with a smile only paling in greatness to the grin of Overlord Chaos himself. 
 
    “Aoline Rayworth, ma’am! Low Knight from the Knight academy in Ragnivan! I’ve heard so much about you! Thank you so much for this opportunity! Thank you for having us here!” Aoline presents with eager stars in her eyes.  
 
    Order just nods blandly. “Alright, and you other two?” 
 
    “Lain Gainswold, top-of-class-” he coughs a moment, skewing his speech. “Knight from the Knight Academy of Kanvane, a specialist in many magics. It’s a pleasure to make your acquaintance,” Lain greets, coughing to remove emphasis on the fact that he too is the lowest ranking of Knight alongside Aoline. The cloaked one, still in his salute, looks to Law. 
 
    “Knight Vanguard Dresmond Ulveroth, Yellow Company. At your service,” the cloaked one introduces. Law nods in recognition to the only of the three young Knights that properly introduced himself. What’s more, this kid is from Law’s company in the war, so he’s undoubtedly seen a few fights. 
 
    “At ease, Vanguard. While it is fine to make your acquaintance, we are actually looking for a group of three office-” Law stops speaking as he finally notices the letter in the left hand of Dresmond. 
 
    “About that, sir,” Dresmond says with an uncertain tone. Law stares at the cloaked boy, and sighs. 
 
    “Give it here,” the tall dragon-kin tells the boy, no older than twenty. Dresmond hands him the letter and Law begins reading. 
 
    Order and Love watch closely as Law’s relaxed, bored expression suddenly turns to anguish yet again. He lets out a sigh and hands the letter to Order. Love shares a quick, humored glance with Order, who can both guess the news. 
 
    “These are the knights we’re going with. Two of them just finished their training and this one here’s been at the front for about three weeks,” Law explains with a scowl. Order nods and places the letter in one of her in-armor compartments. 
 
    “A pleasure to have you three aboard. I’m Lord Knight General Order, this is Lord Knight Officer Love, and this is Knight Captain Law. Have you been briefed on the situation?” 
 
    ‘Oh ye-’ 
 
    ‘We have, sir,” Lain says with a bow of the head, cutting off Aoline so as not to embarrass himself by proxy. Aoline puffs her cheeks peevishly and waits her turn. 
 
    “Very good. So are you all ready to depart?” Order asks again as she steps up to the space gate to input the coordinates to Kanvane’s own gate; sort of like dialing a telephone number to transport to a location. 
 
    “We are, sir,” Lain again answers, placing himself as the official speaker for the other two, slightly older knights. He finds it only natural that it should be him, as Aoline seems to have trouble finishing a sentence normally around Order, and Dresmond is clearly the quiet type. 
 
    “Then we’ll leave immediately,” Order says as she inputs the code for Kanvane’s gate. 
 
    Order finishes dialing the sequence and suddenly the empty doorway of the gate flashes with a brilliant array of colors, many of which are not visible to human eyes without the aid of some magic. The other side is revealed, Kanvane’s center square market. 
 
    “Double file, Knights,” Law commands with a stern growl. Dresmond quickly enters rank with Love, who is obeying her inferior officer’s command just for fun, while Lain and Aoline take a moment to remember exactly what they’re supposed to do. With a sigh, Law motions the Knights in and places his helmet on before he enters. Order is the last one standing there to make sure they’re all inside. She takes a deep breath, says a quiet prayer, places her own helmet on and walks in with the rest of them.  
 
    

 
 
   
  
 


 Chapter Four: Into the Woods 
 
    The six Knights exit the space gate into Kanvane’s center square market, a bustling community of magicians, wizards, witches, and magically-inclined public at large. The dark, spiraling towers and buildings, tightly woven together to create a lurid maze of mystery and magic shimmer dreamily after a recent rain. 
 
    Upon stepping out, the current space gate control officer approaches the group of six. He halts his approach, however, after realizing that all of them are Royal Knights, and thus held outside of their jurisdiction. If it’s business, a Royal Knight could bring in or take out most anything. The officer just bows. 
 
    “Thank you for your service,” he says to the side. 
 
    “And yours,” Order responds as they descend the steps leading up to the space gate and enter the commons. With Order taking the front and Law right behind her, the six move through the crowds, who instinctively make way for the knights, the most honored vocation of the Western Kingdoms- those who commit one’s life to servicing the masses without pay. It is thanks to them that the Western Kingdoms have held together for all of these years after the reign of their first and only king, rather than dissolving into war. 
 
    The knights move through the crowd without a problem, given the occasional bow or wave from civilians and shop-owners as they travel to the Western gate of the city. Every moment she gets, Aoline takes one extra step closer to Order to the point that she’s hanging right behind her shoulder. 
 
    “Eh, Lord Knight General?” she begins with a peep as they exit the gate out into Kanvane’s rural western road. 
 
    “Yes?” Order answers. 
 
    “It’s a gigantic pleasu- um, honor to help you on this mission! Thank you again so much for letting me come along!” 
 
    “Well, it wasn’t actually up to me, but I’m glad to have you,” Order says, scanning over some of the window-wares in some of the alchemical shops they pass. She can’t remember the last time she went shopping for the life of her. 
 
    “Th- thank you, and you!” 
 
    Order just nods. Aoline takes a moment to regain herself. Law calmly looks over to Lain, who shrugs. Aoline takes a deep breath and continues. 
 
    “Okay, phew okay. I-I’ve thought so long about what I would say to you when I’d meet you, but I can’t remember! I’m so sorry!” 
 
    “It’s fine,” Order answers with a smile, finding Aoline an acceptable diversion for the moment. 
 
    “Oh, good! I was worried you’d think I was, hehe, crazy or something. To be honest, I think you’re the coolest person ever! I want to be just like you when I grow up!” Aoline says with a wide smile. Order raises a white brow in interest. 
 
    “Yeah? Why’s that?” she asks, just for the fun of it. 
 
    Aoline scoffs in the friendliest way she can. “Isn’t it obvious?! You’re Chaos’ nemesis! The wielder of Monument, The Legendary Masteress of Light, She Who Looks Down at Evil and Laughs. Who wouldn’t want to be you? You’re perfect!” Aoline says with a volume the rest of the group finds less than comforting. 
 
    “I can think of a few folks I’d rather be, to be honest. I’m not really all that impressive,” Order responds. 
 
    “Really? Because I think you’re the greatest. I’m training in alteration magic just like you, so I, too can wield a sword as heavy as Monument! I’m practicing with this one, here. It’s only forty kilos, but I’m sure before long I’ll be lifting one hundred, then two hundred kilo weapons! I also paid a cosmetic mage to change my hair color to white; th-thought it would help get me into the zone, you know?” 
 
    Law barely keeps himself from groaning in disgust. 
 
    “That would explain the white hair,” Order says. 
 
    “Yeah. It’s super cool! Yours was genetic though, right? You’re from one of those ancient villages?” 
 
    “That’s right. I’ve had white hair for as long as I could remember. Everyone in my village did… At least, I think so. I don’t really remember.” 
 
    Aoline jolts in animated shock. “You don’t remember?! Like, you might have amnesia or something? That’s so coooool! Can I... eh, do you think I could touch you?... Your hair, I mean?!” Aoline exclaims with a gasp, pressing her hands into her cheeks like an embarrassed schoolgirl. At this point, Aoline’s obsession with Order has crossed the “enjoyably eccentric” threshold straight into “Get It off Me!” threshold, which is where most obsessive fandom rests. Order is quite prepared to handle this; she’s met a few others this excitable. 
 
    “No,” Order says.  
 
    Aoline has trouble recognizing the words. “…Yes?” she says, her eyes widening with fanatic glee. 
 
    “No. I don’t mind us being friendly as long as you don’t overstep your boundaries. I’m a regular person, like you, and regular people usually don’t enjoy letting just anyone touch their face, or hair, or whatever. I won’t take off my helmet, and you may not touch my hair,” Order says with a straight tone, the typical one she uses when correcting subordinates. Aoline takes a breath, raises a finger, and lowers it back to her side. 
 
    “R-right! Okay! Sorry! I- I really don’t know what I was thinking! Right, right! Sorry! Damn, I am stupid! Haha. I just… yeah sorry!” Aoline apologizes with profuse thoroughness. She pauses for a moment with her eyes to the ground and turns back to Order. “But, I mean, if you’d ever like to touch my hair I wouldn’t mind that at all! Just thought I wou-” Aoline continues her peculiar hair-related invitation, of which Order tries her best to listen and care about, but no one wants to hear about that. 
 
    Law for one finds it absolutely unacceptable that a low knight dregling would dare talk to Order on such a strange and casual basis, but he figures that Order, as the second in command in the Royal Knights, would have no problem handling weirdos if she needs to. He just shakes his head as he mulls over his new situation. Besides, it’s been awhile since he’s just been a normal mission knight; perhaps this will be a nice change of pace. 
 
    Law stretches his neck about, freeing himself up from his straightened gait, and allows his eyes to wander. He stretches his gaze to the one just behind him, the cloaked Dresmond. 
 
    His cloak is of the standard issue for anyone involved in night operations and is concealing most of his body. Law’s dragon-like eye can, however, spot the glints of what looks like knives across a network of straps inside his cloak, along with a pair of dismal, glassed eyes peering out the hood. Law spends the rest of the walk up wondering what sorts of nightmares the boy’s seen in the war, and why Redemption decided to pull this kid and the other two recruits along with them.  
 
    The group travels for about thirty minutes across the far west planes, into the wide, often-cloudy fields of the Kanvanian countryside. By this point there is not a sign of civilization to be found, with the exception of the road, lazily waving between small groups of trees as it gradually leads into the looming forest of the fairies, like a wall of leaves and vines protecting a kingdom of its own. 
 
    Order spots, at the edge of the forest, a man well-dressed in white, lacy, clothing of forest nobility, sitting and drinking tea in an equally effeminate chair, facing straight in their direction.  
 
    “That must be the envoy,” Order says to the others. 
 
    “Ahh, excellent!” Lain states, quickly pulling his bored, tired expression into a collected and charismatic smile. 
 
    “Heh, looks about like how a fairy would dress,” Law says with a tone of humor in his voice. Lain scoffs quietly, and then quickly averts his gaze from Law. The Dragon-kin chuckles under his breath, and shrugs. He feels it’s a well-known fact that most if not all fairies are weak, pompous sissies who are too busy drinking tea and writing poetry to do anything practical. 
 
    “Hmm, oh, I suppose so. They are quite the whimsical bunch, after all. I think it’s simply lovely,” Love answers with a light smile. Order turns to the others. 
 
    “Knights, I’m certain most of you know, but it still needs stating. You must be on your best behavior. This is an investigation, but it’s also a diplomatic mission,” Order says, her helmet glinting in the light escaping the clouded sky above. She is met with nods, a casual thumbs up from Lain, and an ‘absolutely’ from Aoline. They step forward and meet with the man with a cup of tea. 
 
    He is a fairly tall gentleman with light blue hair, orange-gold eyes, and pale skin. His short hair makes it easy to spot his strangely shaped ears, signifying that he is a fairy-type of some sort; though of which kind remains to be revealed-as very many fairyfolk are born with what some particularly bigoted humans (Ragnivanians mostly) humorously refer to as “knife ears”.   
 
    With a concerned, rather uncomfortable expression he gets up from his chair and bows, keeping a close eye on Law in particular. 
 
    “Good day and good morrow, good Knights. Pray thee, relinquish my woes: be you the destined knights-errant of the ghastly accord between our two lands?” The handsome fairy says with a smile. It’s clear he’s a bit nervous, glancing back and forth between Order and Law. Order nods and speaks while Aoline holds down a snicker; she had no idea fairies talked like that. 
 
    “Yes. We’re the Knights sent to resolve the situation. You’re the Liefland envoy, I presume?” Order asks as she hands the writ to the fairy. He gazes over the letter a moment and relaxes as he looks up. 
 
    “Verily, I am he. I was sent to thee by his Good High Majesty to retrieve thee to the fair gardens of Liefland. The way is slim, but know it well I do, for guiding persons from place to place is my office of sort. What names were you given if we may be of such sweet acquaintance?” The fairy asks as he takes Order’s gauntleted hand and kisses it, a common practice to do for someone attempting to help another in fairy culture. 
 
    Aoline’s eyes spark with shock. 
 
    “Order, though you’re free to call me Ranalie,” Order begins, quickly placing a look of surprise and admiration in the fairy’s eyes- he knows her well, but he never had a face to put to the title. 
 
    “Knight-Captain Law,” Hos’Rayull introduces next with a short puff of smoke between his jaws. 
 
    “Meeo, or Love, either one, really. It’s so nice to meet you.” 
 
     “Aoline Rayworth,” she says with a mutter. 
 
    “Lain Gainswold; nice to meet a fellow of the finer things.” 
 
    “Knight Vanguard Dresmond Ulveroth,” the others among them say. The fairy nods and gestures them along as they step off the road onto the wild grass and pass through the gate of bark into the forest of the fairies. 
 
    “So then… Dearest Order herself? Lest my ears play tricks, this is quite the honor! Are you the same that is the prime defiant to the High Overlord?” the fairy asks. 
 
    “The one and the same,” Order says without expression. 
 
    “Hark, such sweetness fills me to know you will be placing your watchful eye over our affairs, my lady. You are in tales most flattering though I expect them to be true by most accounts. It is with honor I say, my identity be humble Matimay. At your service I be, to please you in any good thing you do desire.” 
 
    “Thank you. I’m honored.” 
 
    “And, truly I must ask of me, the savior of the Extermination Wars was thee?” Order glances over to Law, who huffs and looks away. 
 
    “Yes,” Order answers with only a spec pride. 
 
    “Oh, great murderer of dragons and slayer of their children! I knew well that the stories were of accord most true. This way, this way!” the fairy says, happy that most of the knights have come to help; he could have spared Law the trouble. 
 
    Matimay leads the six knights through grounds increasingly moist, into the sunken forest that surrounds and defends the hidden kingdom of the fairies. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter Five: Unexpected inhabitants of the Golden Swamp 
 
    With Matimay at the front, the party travels about an hour through the lush green boughlands of West Kanvane’s Fairy Wood. Lain, incredibly uncomfortable and tired for half this time from too much walking, is now seriously considering complaining to Law and asking for a piggyback ride or something. He is met with the ultimatum of preserving his image to the others, or resting his poor magician feet, which are not prepared in the slightest for the wiles of the old roads of the domain. The group presses on into a large clearing appears to be small golden shrubs, stretching for what seems to be well over two kilometers. Matimay takes one more step and turns about, saving Lain’s image and feet in one fell swoop of grace. 
 
    “I ask for thine ears and minds if you will permit,” the high-voiced Matimay requests,  placeing his hands together. All eyes focus on him. 
 
    “By all means,” Order says. 
 
    Matimay curtsies in response and takes a breath. “Verily. I beseech thee to inspect the scape of nature beyond. This gold land, crowned with leaves, is none other than the sunken forest by the name you know well.” 
 
    “This is the sunken forest? I expected something more. I dunno, underwatery,” Aoline states, crossing her arms in thought. Law scoffs lightly at her statement. 
 
    “Hmm, to thine eyes, it may verily appear just a plain, but would one traverse this abyssal forest, this metaphorical traveler might find the ground to let way most easy, as not soil this be, but water,” Matimay says, submerging his foot through the leaves, and into the water. Aoline lets loose a quick “Oh!”. 
 
    “That’s dangerous!” Aoline says in surprise. 
 
    “Indeed, dear Knightess. Should one lack the proper knowledge, this forest’s traversal would be a dangerous submersion, risking one’s life under the gaze of the family of belfarrows that lurk below. Take heart, however, as our fairyful folk of old have made a safe way of wooden walk, to pass through these golden ruins of aquatic nature. Be you ready to cross, I shall acquaint you with the way,” the fairy instructs, using the Fairish word for a common breed of great water serpent. Order looks over the Knights, the only one looking particularly tired being Lain, though he doesn’t look it to most. She’s sensitive enough that she can tell how any blood-bearing creature is feeling nearby, sleeping, running, hiding or otherwise. 
 
    “Let’s keep going,” Order commands. She then speaks under her breath and then snaps her fingers as she makes a very light gesture in the boy’s direction. Suddenly Lain feels perfectly fine, ready to walk thirty more miles. He was just about to fall to his knees and beg, but all of his pain has subsided in the same instant Order snapped her fingers. He realizes that Order’s as capable a magician as he’s heard: a master of over a thousand magics unknown to the common libraries.  
 
    A chipper Lain follows in the group as Matimay leads them along the side of the golden, tree-filled lake and finally to a group of large planks marked and held together by a swarm of vines. The gentleman fairy leads the six onto the overgrown boardwalk, submerged just an inch under the water. The group sets onto the bridge and begins their crossing. 
 
    During the crossing, Law in particular is surprised the bridge can hold their weight to allow them all crossing at once, especially considering the weight of some of their equipment. Even with the strength of the walkway, he’s certain that should Aoline fall in, she would sink like a rock, and if Order were to pull her legendary weapon, Monument, out of its dimensional sheath, the bridge would collapse in a moment’s notice due to the weight manifesting on their own plane when it’s drawn. The dragon-kin nods, still impressed with the probably-enchanted fairy infrastructure, and continues along with the others. He admires the forest lake a good while more as the leaves rise in the deep center of the sunken forest, where the tallest trees are. He notes the water has a warm, clear, almost spring-like quality to it, figuring it’d be quite good for a swim so long as one were willing to brave the considerable presence of aquatic predators. 
 
    They continue the crossing without words, just now hitting the halfway point, when Law’s ears pick something up. It sounds like singing—very horrible singing. 
 
    “Halt,” Law says, shifting his eyes over to the right. “It sounds like it’s coming from behind that group of trees over there.” 
 
    “What is it?” Lain asks, stopping with the rest. Order offhandedly grasps the hilt of Monument, its blade securely pressed into its dimensional sheath; she can already feel the nature of what’s behind the tree. Law and Love look over to Order, who nods. 
 
    Law quickly draws his towering mace out and enters a guarding stance. Love laxly pulls from her shoulder the mighty Worldloss and caresses the string with a sleepy, smiling expression. Order just stands there, holding her grip securely on Monument’s handle as she prepares for what could be a lightning-speed draw. 
 
    “What is it?!” Lain says again, quickly getting behind an equally afraid Matimay. Aoline gets to Order’s side and grasps the hilt of her sword the same way Order is with her own. Dresmond reaches into his cloak, turning into himself with a brutal style; the clear mark of a man who’s seen enough fights for a lifetime regardless of age. 
 
    Lain quivers behind the others, all listening to the singing, getting closer and closer. By this point, everyone can hear the source of the music bending around the group of trees separating them. It’s a banjo accompanied by a singer, and it’s not half-bad: 
 
    “-as we please. It’s a fine day, anyway! Chaos can go, and stroll in the, the... I dunno, as we, his lovely minions free, travel to his tower as a fine party of threeee. Take it away, Combat Minion!” the voice rings with a peppy, childish humor. 
 
    “No,” another, much deeper voice says with a tone of absolute loathing. 
 
    “Oh, come on! Any time is good for singing time!” 
 
    “Hell no. Cooking Minion, your songs are stupid. You should let the Choir Minions have the job of singing during trips and, really, you should have just shut up an hour ago, who knows what sort of unoverlordly creatures you’ll attract- they'll think it’s a mating call or something. Do you want to be assaulted by Royal Knights?  I hear stupidity is something they find pretty damn hot.” 
 
    The group of Royal Knights stays quiet, certain their unknown passerbys will be visible in just moments more. 
 
    “Aww, come on, Combat Minion! You’re sort of a butthole when I sing, you know that? You’re always like ‘Ooga booga, you sing like weakling’. It’s rude!” 
 
    “Rude? Ha! Coming from the one who baked bananas into my bread!” The knights hear a sharp, obliterated gasp come from the squeakier voice. 
 
    “FOR. THE. LAST. TIME. BANANA BREAD IS REAL! PEOPLE EAT IT IN OTHER DIMENSIONS ALL THE TIME! WE’VE BEEN OVER THI-” 
 
    “You’re being loud again!” 
 
    “YES I AM, COMBAT MINION. I REFUSE TO BE PUSHED AROUND BY YOUR NERD-ASS UNFAIRNESS ANY MORE! I’M GOING TO TAKE A STAND FOR MYSELF AND... AND... I’LL TELL CHAOS THAT YOU’VE BEEN UNPLEASANT!” 
 
     The deeper voice scoffs. “Big deal, as if he’d even ca-” 
 
    “AND I’LL TELL HIM YOU CALLED HIM A BLACK BUNNY!” 
 
    The knights can hear a giggle from a third voice. 
 
    “...You wouldn’t,” the deep voice says. 
 
    “Try me!” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “YEAH, YOU DORK, YEAH!” 
 
    “You piece of... well what if... what if I told him first?” the deep voice threatens as they come out from behind the tree. 
 
    It’s a group of three of Overlord Chaos’ minions, clearly identifiable having been infested with The Overlord’s black and white, hyper-magical essence. Their blacker-than-pitch light-absorbing bodies, glowing round eyes and large, practically-cartoonish jaws come into view. The three of them are riding a raft, the large, gruff one oaring them along. 
 
    “Well, eh, that-” 
 
    “Guys,” the third Minion, a tall slender one that’s been unspoken until now, interrupts between the banter.  
 
    “Little busy right now, Magic Minion,” the scrawny dog-sized one says, probably the one referred to as Cooking Minion. The third one, originally relaxing to the side of the raft, stands up with her staff. 
 
    “We’re about to be busy being dead if you don’t look right now,” Magic Minion calmly states as she analyses the situation. The knights watch the other two minions look their way, both groups not even 10 meters from one another. The two, locking their gazes right onto Order, instantly break into commotion. 
 
    “OH, Shhhiiiiiiiiiiii-” 
 
    “Aw hell no, Magic, do you have anything for this?” Combat Minion says as he starts rowing faster, talking over Cooking Minion’s screech of fear. 
 
    “If by that you mean piss them off, yeah. I think so,” Magic Minion says the moment she notices the entire enemy group is partially submerged. Magic Minion pulls from her person a magic slip the overlord himself had prepared for her use in case she should run into trouble. She attaches the slip to her staff and begins casting a spell under her breath while she dips the tip of her staff into the water. There is a sharp humming noise coming from the staff. 
 
    Order lowers her head and looks forward in thought, pulling in a blink’s time from her vast memory of war and magic. 
 
    “Love, fire,” Order says as she watches the minion’s actions closely. Love promptly does as she’s told and draws back her bowstring, quickly manifesting an arrow out of loosely-integrated, external mana. Love fires bolt after bolt of magic into the air, not at the minions, but straight into the air. Lain and Aoline quickly exchange confused glances, same as the minions. 
 
    “I see,” Love says with a smile, quickly getting a hold of the Minion’s strategy and Order’s countermeasure. Order quickly steps over and picks up Law, weighing at least 200 kilos with all of his equipment. 
 
    “Wh- Uh, m’lady?” the large Law spouts in confusion. 
 
    “Everyone, on top of Law!” Order commands as she kneels down for the team to jump up. In the span of five seconds, everyone in the group climbs on top of Law, held by Order, who stands up the moment Magic Minion finishes her spell. The fit is tight, but the crew can just barely make it on top of Law’s wide torso so long as they hold onto each other for support. 
 
    “Drotmayhain!” Magic Minion casts, the root word quickly identifying it to Order and Love as a lightning spell. The magic slip’s purpose revealed, it pushes the spell's power to multitudes over what Magic Minion could normally do; Order was right in guessing that Chaos had sealed a spell of his own into the slip so his traveling minions could use an incantation near his level. This immense discharge instantly exhausts Magic Minion, sending her to the floor of the raft. 
 
    In a flash, electricity arcs from the staff, into the water, and then all about the Minion’s raft in a two hundred meter radius, almost reaching to the edge of the lake on one end. In the same instant, the knights are surrounded by the vile voltage, easily enough to shock an unprepared warrior right to death. The electricity surges through Order but reaches no higher than her waist, effectively saving those without a suit of armor bearing as many enchantments as hers. 
 
    The shock subsides, and on Love’s cue, the group hops off Law’s bulwark-like chest back into the water. Order places an embarrassed Law back on his own two feet. 
 
    “Eh, good job, ma’am,” Law says to Order, who only flinched as the lethal shock traveled through her. 
 
    “Yeah, now draw your weapons, the fight hasn’t even started yet,” Order says as she replaces her grip upon Monument’s hilt. Law pauses a moment and then draws out his mace. 
 
    The tall, well-built Combat Minion peers at the knights with disgust. 
 
    “The hell, Magic Minion? You that useless? You didn’t even get one of them!” Combat Minion yells over Cooking Minion, who has again resorted to mindless, terrified screeching because he doesn’t have his frying pan with him. Magic Minion turns upside to speak. 
 
    “Watch,” she says with the phantom of a smile as Combat Minion rows them off. 
 
    Order looks over to Love.  
 
    “Do you have enough out?” Order asks as she crouches down and begins making magical hand-gestures. 
 
    “Oh, I’m pretty sure, I’d say it’s safe for you to go ahead,” Love says with a relaxed smile, looking up to the arrows, still suspended in the air awaiting her directions. Next, Order casts a spell, propelling her far above into the air, soaring right to the minion’s raft. 
 
    “Shit! Shit shit shit! Shiiii-” 
 
    “I’M NOT READY TO DIII-” 
 
    “Well, fuck,” the Combat, Cooking, and Magic Minions say in unison as Order draws Monument out with a flash of light and smashes down into them with catastrophic force. The raft is instantly destroyed and the minions, now quite unconscious from being in the mere proximity of the Solar Swords’ immense power, are sent flying. Order quickly casts another using alteration magic, to stand on the surface of the water. 
 
    ‘Gravholn!’ she casts, being a skilled enough magician to skip the majority of the incantation and go right to the finishing phrase. The water below begin to unsettle as the soaring minions are caught by an unseen force and brought back to Order, who easily recovers their unconscious bodies with her magically-augmented strength. Minions in tow, Order turns to the others as the trees below sway with the shadows of unknown beasts.  
 
    “P-perhaps the good, kindly dragoneer would take harmony with my near proximity!” Matimay says, forgoing his hatred of dragons and their kind to pile behind Law with an equally-terrified Lain. Law sighs and focuses himself. 
 
    Order casts a similar spell to her first and launches herself back to the way of the group, just as the first of the angry belfarrows rise from the deep, riled up by the shock of electricity. The large water beast, an amphibious, wide-gaped serpent with teeth as large as a person’s arm, emerges from the sunken forest and swims straight for the group. It rears its fearsome, white head and opens its mouth, displaying the armies of teeth for all to see. 
 
    Love gestures at the belfarrow’s current location and activates her spell. Suddenly one of the arrows she had previously shot into the air embeds itself directly in the belfarrow’s neck, sending it squirming back into the depths. It was only the first of the swarm, and its swelling in the water is accompanied now by dozens more. Order, landing next to the others, drops the minions and redraws Monument, still using her alteration magic to use the water as solid ground. 
 
    The belfarrows are upon the group with only a moment before their conjoined strike. 
 
    “Love, left. Law, right. Recruits, the back,” Order directs the knights, who quickly follow her command and enter a circular formation. 
 
    The belfarrows ram into the group and are quickly met with the ethereal edge of Monument, a barrage of the pre-shot arrows from Love, the immense, crushing weight of Law’s mace, and the conjoined strike of Aoline and Dresmond — Lain is still quite paralyzed. Out of the mania a belfarrow comes from beneath and smashes through the walkway, separating the recruits, Matimay and Law from Love and Order. 
 
    “Hold on!” Law shouts as he grasps the young knights and fairy, and grips the walkway as it rattles from the released pressure. Since the walkway was connected via vines, the resistance is now cut and the two pathways are separated. A single belfarrow perceives their vulnerability and smashes into the walkway again. Aoline, the one at the edge of Law’s grip, is shaken off the platform and loses balance. Lain stares while the white-haired girl topples into the water with an unshaken expression of elation on her features. 
 
    “Ancestors!” Law shouts as Aoline sinks into the clear depths. Some of the belfarrows take notice and dive down alongside her. With as much speed as he can, Law orders Dresmond to keep the other two safe, strips off as much of his armor as he can, and then leaps into the steaming abyss. 
 
    Love and Order continue shooting and cutting through wave after wave of the beasts until they slip beneath the surface and disappear from sight. A loud ruckus can be heard throughout the sunken forest when the serpents brush against the trees below. 
 
    There is a short, calm pause; Lain can hear the sound of a bird chirping above as he looks down to see a violent, sporadic shape thrashing about in the depths. It’s getting closer. Lain focuses his gaze and realizes it’s coming right for them. Smashing out of the water is Law, gripping a belfarrow by the neck with Aoline held in its jaws. Dresmond carefully throws a few knives into the animal as it crashes into the walkway. Law yells a very rude word in a draconic dialect the second the creature’s neck is finally snapped from his grip. Aoline, her shockingly dense armor only dented by belfarrow’s jaws, is released and stands up as fast as she can. Law dons his armor with a humorless expression—all part of the job. 
 
    “Thanks! D-did we get them all?” an un-phased Aoline asks over the horrified whimpers of Matimay and Lain. Order gives Love another signal, gesturing toward the very large swell of water approaching them. 
 
    “Not quite, what a bother,” Love says with as relaxed an expression as ever as she raises her hand. 
 
    Forcing itself out of the waves and glistening in the sunlight is the mother of the swarm, ten times bigger than the rest. The great queen of the lake looms over the group with a fire of rage in its gaze. Order, were her helmet off, would have gladly returned the creature’s iron stare, but decides instead to cut this short – it’s too bright out, anyway, and the sun hurts her eyes. 
 
    “Now,” Order says launching herself with the spell she used previously, this time at the ruler of the sunken forest. In the blink of an eye, Love orchestrates a complex gesture, sending her two final arrows in the sky right into the queen dragon’s eyes. Quickly, Order redraws Monument in flight and smashes her blade into the face of the queen, letting forth a torrent of serpentine blood spiraling through the air. 
 
    Law cringes from the sight and finishes working on his armor. 
 
    The queen gives a great roar, blinded and with an epic gash splitting her face, begins snapping wildly and helplessly into the air to catch the Masteress Knight of Light. Order redirects her path mid-flight with another spell and hurdles down to the belfarrow’s neck. She thrusts her sword into the queen’s side and falls back to the water, cutting more than half the creature’s length. The belfarrow queen gives one last great howl and then submerges into the depths as her blood wells up and mixes with the water. 
 
    Law watches for a moment, subconsciously reaching to his own neck in grim disgust. Once Order lands back on the water and she turns back to meet up, he’s broken from his trance. “Is…is everyone alright?” Law asks the four less-capable members of the party. Everyone signals they’re fine with a nod, a “yeah,” and for Matimay, a “verily.” Order sheathes her sword and regroups with the others, just a short water’s walk away. Love hops into the water to meet up with the group at the same time. 
 
    “Hmm, good job, Ranalie!” Love says with a smile, pulling herself out at the other side of the walkway. 
 
    “Got through it thanks to your arrows,” Order says with a stretch. 
 
    “Oh, you do me too much credit! You know I’m terrible at suspension!” Love says while she waves her hand in a shooing motion. Order and Love complement each other back and forth like the two long friends that they are, and then Matimay decides to speak up after clearing his throat. 
 
    “G-good ladies?” he begins, still a little shook up. 
 
    ‘Oh, yes, Matimay?’ Order asks as Love begins casting a spell to hold onto their new captives. 
 
    “I eh... he... eh. We cou-should…” Matimay takes a moment to catch himself after all the trauma. “Indeed! Righto! My good warrior of legend, might we be, how shall I say, be off? It weighs upon my bravery to waste more of our sun’s graces here,” Matimay says with a quivering smile. Order looks over to Love, and Love to Order. 
 
    “Sure,” Order agrees calmly. Law takes a breath. 
 
    “Knights, in rank,’ he says with drastically-less volume than last time. The group gets in rank just as Love finishes her spell. She speaks the final few words and from her hands comes shackles made of mana, the rawest form of magic. Glowing, deep chains of blue and white pulse out from Love’s hand with every crafting motion. Love straps the three larger sets of clamps around the necks of the Minions and secures the last one down around her own wrist. With her magically-augmented strength, she picks up all the unconscious Minions and enters rank. Aoline smiles radiantly, impressed with her superiors, though not especially surprised, and looks over to Lain. 
 
    “I told you they were awesome, Order especially,” Aoline says to the wide-eyed Lain, who has never seen anything so incredible in all of his eighteen years of life. 
 
    “Yeah... um, you were right,” he says blankly as Matimay leads the knights through the rest of the sunken forest and onto much-missed solid ground. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Six: Settling into Liefland 
 
    The group passes through wood after wood, diverse in color, scents and wildlife, for two more hours. They break for lunch, biscuits, tea, and standard issue Royal Knight mystery meat, which is pleasant enough for everyone. Though Aoline prattles on and on to Lain about how cool all of this is and how lucky they are. He’s already in firm agreement with her, but it appears she needs a channel for her continuous, seemingly unending excitement toward the situation. 
 
    At long last and to everyone’s great delight, they reach their destination. 
 
    The wood is sparse and hilly now, covered in a cool mist that wraps around the trees and passes their scents to travelers. As the group overcomes their final hill, Matimay, who’s been of a lively demeanor for a little while now that he recognizes how close they are to their destination, turns to the group again and points to a small object in the mist. 
 
    “Pray thee, knights. See ye yonder statue, fashioned in gleeful array?” Matimay says with a proud smile. Lain’s eyes instantly widen in realization of the statue’s significance. Order removes her helmet, and Love’s smile curves up wryly, as if she knows some great secret. Order and Love exchange quick smirks, and then listen to the clueless Aoline. 
 
    “Hmm, yeah I do,” she says, it being the only thing jutting out of the whiteness in front of them. 
 
    “Come with me, and see, the fair Liefland, revealed to thee,” Matimay invites as he steps down the hill and over to the statue, the others following close behind. 
 
    The statue is situated on a wide pedestal and is shimmering white, which looks to have been fashioned by some radiant, unearthly material. It is of a tall woman with three pairs of wings: those of a butterfly’s, a dragonfly’s, and a dove’s, all spanning out from her back. She is standing over a group of frightened children of various fairy races, who surround her as if to find safety under her shadow. What’s more, the woman’s eyes are locked to the sky, as if she were staring at the very end of the world. While all of the figures in the statue are splendidly realistic, the woman in particular is almost eerily real, like she could look over to the group at any moment. 
 
    “A well kept statue. I assume there’s a civil service committee that goes out into the outskirts?” Dresmond notes as he folds his hand into his hood to push up his glasses. 
 
    Matimay chuckles at the thought as he takes a breath. “Upon the standing stone, if you will. I’m certain you will find it a thrill,” the fairy requests as he himself stands on the pedestal, shadowed by the statue of the great fairy. Aoline has a look of surprise on her face, figuring it’s sort of a strange request, but decides to go along when she sees her idol, Order, doing just as he asked without hesitation. The group stands on the pedestal, and Matimay giggles in a way Law finds all too concerning in regards to the legitimacy of his masculinity, though the bar was already set considerably low in his mind already. 
 
    “Okay, what now?’ Aoline questions, finding an acceptable position to the left of the tall fairy statue. 
 
    “But, by light, we are here, under the watchful gaze of the first-most queen of the fairies, Ywlvare, for wherever she looks, so do her kind tread,” Matimay says as he strokes his light stubble a moment. 
 
    “So, this is it?  This statue is Liefland?” 
 
    Matimay waggles a finger about. “Not just, dear human. The fairest sight made by fair hands is all about us, entangled in realms unseen lest you look with caution most great,’ Matimay says with a spark of wonder in his eyes. Aoline gently looks over to Order, and makes an ‘I have no idea what he’s talking about’ sort of face. There is an awkward silence, and then Aoline decides to ask. 
 
    “Um, could you say that in more ... eh, normal… terms?” she questions, embarrassed for not quite getting all he’s saying. 
 
    Matimay scoffs. “In the, mind me, plebeian words of the human tongue, it would likely go as: ‘We’re here, Liefland is all around us if you look hard enough,’” he says with a curved smirk. Aoline ‘oohs’ in realization, and suddenly, just the moment the thought enters her head, she begins to see lights from the mist and hear jovial, colorful voices.  It’s like, atop the pedestal, the entire landscape around them is changing. Aoline focuses in on the lights and the voices, and gradually, the kingdom of the fairies is revealed to her, simply by expecting it. 
 
    Incoherent mumblings become distinct voices in conversations. 
 
    Lights and vague figures are filled with color and depth. 
 
    The scent of the forest is replaced with foods, spices, and mystic perfumes. 
 
    The mist is no more, only a excited, bustling square market filled with dwarves, elves, gnomes, spirits, fairies, spooks, and plenteous other longaevae creatures of mysterious or unknown regards. 
 
    The group is now in Liefland, the most hidden of all terrestrial kingdoms. 
 
    “Whoa... eh, what?!”  Aoline exclaims as the group steps off the pedestal. “This is awesome!”  
 
    “As you’ve said this entire time, dear lass,” Matimay says with some smarm to his tone as he looks back to the statue. “This figure, our great ancient queen, is the very same who ferried us from the land of the titans to this new stand. Under her gaze may we always thrive. This is the path all fairies are free to take to be with their own kindred,” Matimay says. He gestures the others to follow and then leads off to the white, spiraling towers of Liefland’s capitol castle, Liefholn. Law lowers his head amidst short gasps from onlookers at the sight of a dragon-kin walking on the sacred ground of the fairies, some even going as far as to take hand to their weapons at the sight of him. As they step along through the crowds, Order speaks back to the others. 
 
     “Once we meet with Pitch, we’ll be split up and delegated to different parts of the investigation. I have no real preference on how we should be split up, so I’m willing to take suggestions,” Order asks, referring to the two higher-ranking knights.  
 
    Law grunts. “Knight Dresmond,” he says promptly, disliking the other two teenagers a good deal. Love hums. 
 
    “Well, seeing as Aoline would be thrilled to be with you, I’m sure, I suppose I’ll take Lain along,” Love says with nod. Order smirks, finding Love’s subtle humor as pleasant as always. 
 
    “Alright, that’s how we’ll do it. I’ll give Aoline watch over the captured Minions. Would you two feel confident about looking over the crime scenes for the murders if I’ll be discussing our case with Pitch?” 
 
    “Affirmative, ma’am.” 
 
    “Mhmm,” Law and Love respond in their own ways. 
 
    “Good—on to it, then,” Order says, completing their exchange. 
 
    The envoy of the fairies leads the six knights past the group of unsurprisingly foppish-looking guards and in through the gates of Liefholn. He leads them through the main foyer right into the throne room, passing by magicians, servants, and courtgoers by the dozens, most of which are all too ready to fire a dirty look their way, to the humans of the party and especially to Knight Law. 
 
    The large, glistening white throne room located in the palace center is made of what seems to be wood, with the outgrowths of trees ascending over the room and meeting in the center, creating a sort of half-roof, obscuring in part the swirl of stars above within Liefland’s long twilights. Hovering over his throne is Pitch, the king of the fairies. He is dressed in a flowing white robe, embroidered in many a stanza and soliloquy. Long, graceful dragonfly wings span out at his sides, the light of the room shining through them with many colors. His curly black hair cascades gently over his brow, giving him a look of grace, poise, and intelligence. 
 
    Pitch looks down at the group, with stern eyes alight. Order and Law kneel, quickly followed by the others. Order removes her helmet and rests it at her side. 
 
    "Soft, of what manner be these intruders through the veil of our ancient queen?” Pitch says, his voice ringing like a choir of bells. 
 
    Matimay makes a smooth, long bow as he explains. “Surely, good king, you recognize the very same swordsman who has aided us through the ages with her brilliant blade, Masteress Order? About her company are her two trusted subordinates, of the titles Love and Law. With one trainee knight to match each noble soul, they have come to alleviate our woes and suspicions of late regarding a certain pair of predicaments most foul,’ Matimay explains to Pitch as he makes an eloquent bow. 
 
    Pitch snorts in a laugh, dropping his official demeanor instantly. “I am well ‘ware to that, little Matimay. Tis’ none other than our steadfast and ancient friend; the same that killed the dragons and stayed evil’s hand for generations beyond my great grandfather’s.” He scoffs one more as he shakes his head in disbelief. “Order. Good, dear Order, I beseech thee, come, and let us speak upon better things before you and I make our cases,” Pitch says with a wide, kingly smile, descending to stand on the same level as his old friend.  
 
    Order stands up, leading the others to match her movement. “Sounds good, but I’d like to go ahead and get the others to work, if you don’t mind,” she says, motioning her head over to the others. Pitch steps up to Order, embraces her, kisses her on both cheeks, and nods. Law scoffs under his breath as he rolls his eyes. 
 
    “More than permissible, dear savioress,” he says, turning to the other knights. He motions over a couple of dwarves with excessively silly hats. “There are two cases to be beheld by your talents, good knights. One of a fighter gone mad, wearing the regalia of your martial Ragnivan, slain and in our dead rooms, and another of an unknown assailant, using magics of assault and destruction, who escaped before he could be brought to his new life. You will let the serveling take you to either sight and know for yourself the great depravity waged against our friends. Make haste. I will be clear right off and admit the fair folk of our kind have become restless,” Pitch says.  
 
    “Then we will take our leave,” Law says with a bow, Dresmond copying Law in close unison. 
 
    “I suppose we’ll be on our way as well,” Love coos with a slight nod herself, placing the still-unconscious Minions over by the side of the room, disconnecting herself from the chains, clamping the free set on a nearby piece of the architecture in a connecting hallway, and then gently tugging Lain’s hand to come along with her to follow the nearby dwarf. 
 
    “Fare thee well, my king! May your days ever be long!” Lain says, waiting for a chance to speak but rushed away by Love.  Pitch laughs as the four knights disappear, following the dwarves with really quite wonderful hats. 
 
    Pitch raises a brow at Lain’s peculiar enthusiasm, and then turns to Order. 
 
    “Peculiar lives, you humans.” 
 
    “I suppose so, though I’ve met weitrrder people in the knights.” 
 
    Pitch grins. “Oh ho, you speak of Ju-” 
 
    “Among others, yeah,” Order cuts. Justice is her very dear, close friend, but he is really, really a unique sort. 
 
    “Ahh, aye, verily.” 
 
    “One moment, please,” Order says, gesturing lightly to Aoline. 
 
    Pitch nods. “By all means.” 
 
     “You’re quite certain you’re able to watch the minions, Aoline?” Order asks to the young knightess. Aoline eagerly nods. 
 
    “Yes! I can totally do that for you! Just... eh….” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “When’s dinner?” 
 
    Order arches a brow. “Well, we ate lunch about an hour ago. You’ll have to wait.” 
 
    Aoline nods again, averting her gaze as if to hide her disappointment. “Ahh, okay. You go on ahead. I’ll just be here,” Aoline says pitifully, as if that were supposed to make Order want to plop her down in a chair for a feast in the instant. Order just shrugs. 
 
    “Don’t worry; I’m sure you can ask one of the servants for a book, or a snack, or something to keep you busy. See you soon,” Order says with a nod as she steps off with Pitch. 
 
    “Yeah, definitely! See ya! Good luck!” Aoline says with a half-smile as she waves off Order. 
 
    The moment she’s gone, Aoline curls up with a pouty frown, and mutters, “awesome.” She’s disappointed herself big time today. If she’s going to become Order’s apprentice, she’s going to have to act much more on-task and much less on stomach. Aoline puffs out hot air, determined to overcome her love of food. She’s certain she can do it if she tries hard enough. She’s certain she can turn this around. Aoline’s gaze sharpens to a combative level of focus. She’s decided, these three prisoners will be the best-looked after prisoners, ever! She leans back across the room, watching the minions like a hawk for several minutes, feeding herself with wild, furious fantasies of combat and comradery. 
 
    “She gone?” A deep voice in the pile of unconscious minions asks. Aoline realizes she’s been quiet long enough that the minions, faking unconsciousness, have been waiting for a good escape opportunity. Aoline smiles, conjecturing that she can now thwart an escape attempt, become a hero in Order’s eyes, and rise through the ranks as her apprentice. She waits quietly, ushering in an atmosphere of safety for the minions. 
 
    “Pretty sure, now get off my back!” the squeaky one says, already on the verge of yelling. The chained minions begin shuffling out of their pile and back to their feet, just as Aoline assumes the most heroic, mighty stance she can think of. 
 
    “Evening, Minions of Chaos,” Aoline says, her chosen pose being a copy of the stance Order was most commonly drawn in inside the ancient texts, her right hand around her back to draw her blade, and her left hand jutting out open and forward, as if asking evil to come forward and die by her hand. This, of course, is a pose Order has never made in her life, but that the ancient scribes thought would look ‘hella’ cool”. 
 
    The minions quickly leap up to their feet. 
 
    “Oh, eh, hi!” Cooking Minion says, raising a paw-sized hand and ensuing an awkward silence. Aoline clears her throat, and speaks up again. 
 
    “Going somewhere to cause some chaos, are we?” she says, copying the stupidly-punnish question Order always asks in every book of ‘Royal Knights Quest’ whenever she gets the jump on the stupid, incompetent, very fictional version of Overlord Chaos. 
 
    Of course, in all her thousands of years Order has never, ever punned on Overlord Chaos’ title, nor has she ever gotten the jump on him; it’s usually the other way around, really, Chaos has a soft spot for puns when he’s in the mood, and is usually pretty good at it. Really, the novels of Knight Redemption are far more realistic to his character, as he really does make cool poses before fights, unlike Order, who finds them gaudy and impractical.  
 
    The minions share some glances, not quite sure whether to be afraid or laughing. 
 
    “Eh, no, no not really. Actually we were ...” Cooking Minion looks aside as he thinks for a moment. “We were just busy delivering this life saving medicine to the poor innocent forest animals that need our help! But you knights came along and took us away. How could you do something so-” Cooking Minion stops delivering his lie as Aoline laughs over his squeak of a voice. 
 
    “Yeah, obviously, because you love taking care of little forest animals rather than eating them,” Aoline says as she stretches out her stance a bit more, making herself feel cooler and more imposing, but instead just making her look really uncomfortable and off balance. 
 
    “She’s got a point, they do taste pretty go-” Combat Minion is quickly elbowed by Magic Minion. 
 
    “Well ... Well about that, actually we totally were, because Chaos loves keeping animals well fed ... so he can eat them!” Cooking Minion corrects. 
 
    “Yeah, what he said.” 
 
    “Let’s go with that,” Cooking, Combat, and Magic Minion respond accordingly. 
 
    “Right, and that’s why he sent out myself, his finest cook, along with these two dopes for protection,” Cooking Minion says, getting some nasty looks from the two other Minions that are both at least four times his size. “My food is so delicious that it can cure any ailment through sheer joy alone!” 
 
    “Pffft. Yeah nice try, idiot, but as a Royal Knight of the Old Kingdom of Reinen I am unmoved by your li- ...” Aoline stops a moment in thought as she feels a rumble in her stomach. 
 
    “Eh, what’s the matter?” Cooking Minion asks, half-expecting that he’s about to get a face full of giant sword.  
 
    “You’re a cook?” Aoline asks. Cooking Minion gives the best smile he can, his row of Chaos-like teeth showing clearly. 
 
    “Why yes, I sure as heck am.” 
 
    “How… how good are you?” 
 
    “Well, let’s just say I’m the reason these two fatties next to me are the way they- Ow!” 
 
    “SHUT YOUR MOUTH, COOKLING! BANANA BOY!” Combat Minion says, smashing his heel onto Cooking Minion’s tiny foot. 
 
    “GRAH! You! What good is a Combat Minion that can’t even protect other minions! Fatty!” 
 
    “It was Order, you stupid cur! She wrecks dragons like reeds!” 
 
    “Fatty!” 
 
    “Knave!” 
 
    “Fatty!” 
 
    “Slovenly cur!” 
 
    “Mega fat fatty!” 
 
    “I’M NOT EVEN FAT YOU UNGRATEFUL LITTLE SHI-” 
 
    “Hey,” Aoline says, interrupting Cooking Minion’s and Combat Minion’s civil conversation. 
 
    “Yes?” Cooking Minion replies with a wide smile. 
 
    “So you’re a good cook, then?” 
 
    “Absolutely! Good enough to make Combat Minion here a *cough* useless fat cow *cough*,” he answers, averting his gaze with a snide grin. 
 
    Slowly, a weary expression forms across Aoline’s face before she walks towards column holding the minions’s chains. 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter Seven: Initial Relaxatiations*  
 
    *(This being a play on the words “Relaxation” and “Negotiation”, you see.) 
 
      
 
    Minutes later Order and Pitch, along with his wife, Tylvania, are subject to some fine massages in Liefholn’s royal five star spa. 
 
    “-and latter to that he uttered, ‘of what drink do you speak of, chap? All here I see are adolescants!’ Pitch says, finishing his joke. Order puffs her cheeks ungraciously in humor, a side of her only seen if one were a good friend of hers. 
 
    “Wow, yeah, that’s a good one. That actually happened?” Order asks, lying on her stomach as an elf rolls his soft knuckles along her shoulder blades. 
 
    “Most verily so. Is it not so, my Sun?” Pitch asks, looking over to his left to meet his wife’ aqua-marine colored eyes. Tylvania hums positively, too distracted with the feeling of her masseuse’s hands to pay that much attention to the conversation. 
 
    “I guess pubs haven’t changed a bit. Lively as ever, I’m sure.” 
 
    “You aren’t for libations?” Pitch asks with a squinted eye. 
 
    Order exaggerates her reach to her glass of fairy wine. “Only when on duty and at home,” she says, her cheeks no rosier for wear, though she must have put down at least three already. 
 
    The three share a quick laugh just as one of the fairy officials peeks into the spa with an incriminating glare to Pitch. 
 
    “Most true, most true. Now one moment as I collect my thoughts.” Pitch pauses a moment, sobering up his expression. “Would you like to, perhaps, initiate our talks? While jovial things are fast more fair, tis these weighty matters we must soon discuss for the good of those we watch over,” Pitch says, raising himself to lean on his forearms. Finishing her glass Order just takes a gulp from the bottle of wine provided for her and then does the same. 
 
    “Alright. Speak your mind, what’re your thoughts on this?” 
 
    “Lo, I shall discuss frankly. I hold no animosity to your order, dear Order. Rayda’s knights have ever been trusted friends to our people, from the first day the name of Chaos was written in the blackest parts of our souls, to all the days the dragons attempted to devour what we loved, you were steadfast, and held all of our oppositions under the same blade; a lover of the common cause. While our friendship is good, I worry of the nations you look after. As you have lived longer than any of their kings or lords, so is your wisdom greater. I feel that, perhaps their people have grown tireless, and seek the thrill of blood and conquest. While I would fast dismiss these blood sheddings as those of simple criminal mad-men, the thought that they would come here to do it, and showing such alliance to these nations in question on their person, drives suspicion into me, but not of your peoples. There is some outside vagrant orchestrating these attacks, but we are of need to prove such a theory. Even should I be certain they were clean of this blood, my people would think differently. You know well how easily the hearts of us longevai creatures are swayed; I feel they would ask for death just the same. If war is to be prevented between the kingdom of the forest and the kingdoms of the plains, the swamps, the snow, and the steppes, you and your men must find the identities of our secret foes who have likely planned these grim palings. Understand my words, do you?” Pitch explains, locking his eyes, alight with the glow of fireflies, to Order’s own, shining a duteous golden-yellow. Order nods. 
 
    “We’ll do all we can to prevent the war. I’ve seen enough to know it could have been humans from the kingdoms, but like you I’m doubtful. Once we finish our investigation, we’ll know for sure.” 
 
    “Very good. I am curious: would there be any reason you can muster in your mind as to why your dear Western Kingdoms would send killers in such a delicate time? For the record’s sake.” 
 
    “No. Your people may not be quite privy to it, but right now the W.K.D.R. is in the middle of a crippling war with the Ulterian Empire.” 
 
    Pitch draws back. “Those sloven cowards with the death sticks?”  
 
    Order smirks. “We call them firearms, and yeah. So that said it would be ridiculous for them to send people covered in their insignia to commit crimes; whoever did this must take us for fools .... Also I’m curious. You yourself said this is a delicate time? Is something happening aside from the crimes?” Order asks. Pitch sighs and waves away the servants. The fairy folk quietly file out of the room, including the watchful eye of the court-noble watching them. Everyone steps off, leaving Order, Pitch, and Tylvania. 
 
    “The High Tea is on the night of tomorrow’s breath. Should there be any assailant, or one to interrupt, we will have missed the grandest opportunity we’ve been offered in centuries,” Pitch says with a solemn look, staring out the window. Order’s gaze intensifies in shocked realization. Of course there had to be a reason behind all of this. 
 
    “The High Tea; I’ve read of it: an event that happens every few thousands of years in which a creature from an unreachable dimension comes and answers the questions of the first person to meet with it, right?” Order asks, making sure she has the right event in mind; after all, it’s not often she interacts with fairies, so she might have forgotten. Pitch nods. 
 
    “Your mind is as sharp as the chill of Winter, dear knightess. A first-realmer will descend to our heavenly cube and teach one blessed individual its great knowledge. Should the events and greatness of our planet be gold, this is one moment greater than diamonds… of value untellable. You, given such a noble heart, must understand that we can risk no evil entrance into our kingdom, for this meeting especially. Should the wrong life take seat at the first-realmer’s table, no mind could guess the evil that would be caused, as we fear the evil could gain any knowledge it would so desire.” 
 
    Order fixes her hands under her chin for support. “So you think someone has found out about The High Tea.” 
 
    “Verily. My heart is blown on by the winds of uncertainty and truly, I feel a fear only the most depraved and unlucky would know. I pray to the powers of the First Realm that my hopes are placed well, for the day next to ours is one to surely be written of, be it in poetry of joy, or of lamentation,” Pitch explains. Order takes a breath in thought. 
 
    “I see. You’ll see us do our best, but right now that’s all I can say. We don’t know who’s behind this, as most anyone would want the kind of knowledge that’s being offered at The High Tea; I’d guess. It could be… Trench, or the Prime Lunar House… it could even be Chaos and his Towerne,” Order says, thinking of at least ten incredibly powerful factions off the top of her head that would jump at the chance to have any question answered; the Royal Knights being among the ones on the list, if she were quite honest with herself. 
 
    “Thank ye, good soul. Every visit, you renew my hope for your kind. Humans are a strange breed, capable of great good or great evil. Now let us await your knight’s return, so that we may, too, find what they have,” Pitch says, ringing a bell to recall the servants. Order nods and laxes onto her bed. The trio while away the time, relaxing, telling jokes, and drinking, though they likely wouldn’t admit to it. The life of someone of stature is hard work, after all, and it’s not every day one gets to spend time with someone relatable. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Eight: Serious Force Alpha: The Return of the Grizzled War Veterans  
 
      
 
    A dwarf wearing a really-quite-silly hat leads Law and Dresmond down through the belly of Liefholn keep into a dark room. The magic lantern lights up and illuminates the place as Law places his towering mace aside. 
 
    It is a small room, lined with cabinets of surgical tools. In the middle is a suit of armor blatantly colored in the Ragnivanian red and white, filled with an excruciatingly-large amount of elfish arrows. To add, all of the crests on the armor are of the Ragnivanian winged blade, the symbol of the country. 
 
    “This is the body, I presume?” Law asks. The dwarf, by the name of Bongle, nods. 
 
    “Aye, dragon-creature, one and the same,” Bongle, hat silly as ever, says with a sneer. Law steps forward and begins looking over the armored corpse. 
 
    “Do you have any written report on the incident?” Law asks. 
 
    “Aye, but it was written by an elf,” the dwarf says with a mixed expression. 
 
    “Damn, hand it over to my assistant and you’ll be on your way,” Law requests, hating the way elves speak more than any of the other fairy folk. 
 
    “Aye. I’ll be waitin’ up top should ye have trouble figurin’ it,” Bongle says as he steps out, implying Law is as stupid as all the dragon-kin in the fairy tales. Law scoffs, not paying the dwarf another glance. 
 
    “Alright, Knight Ulveroth, decipher the information and give me the gist. Elfish grammar is like jabbing nails for me,” he snarls before he takes a calming breath. 
 
    While Law dislikes elves a good deal, many elves from other realms are usually considered by the general Omniverse-public to be a kind, intelligent and hospitable bunch— but not these guys, they’re total weirdos. 
 
    Dresmond takes an initial look at the report, sighs, and then speaks. 
 
    “Looks here ... right, looks here that this culprit walked into one of the nearby fairy villages and just started hacking away at fairy folk. He was then sh- ... Sir,” Dresmond addresses. Law looks over to Dresmond. 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “What exactly is a ‘rooty tooty stringed shooty?’ ” the young, concealed knight asks with a tone of confusion. Law sighs. 
 
    “A bow,” the dragon-kin states plainly. 
 
    “Oh ... I see. Right, so th- ... hmm. Now then, what’s a ‘fussy tussy footy rushy?’ ” 
 
    “It means ‘to run’, Knight Ulveroth,” Law explains. Dresmond nods. 
 
    “Alright. So the assailant cut down about twelve, consisting of two greater fairies, four dwarves, one halfling, and five elves, before he was chased down by the town’s guardsmen, and shot down with arrows, in which caused a slow ... ‘cryin’ sighin’ point’o dyin’, which I presume is the time of ‘death,’ sir. That said, the assailant died mysteriously after the ... hmm, thirty-seventh arrow wound, then he just stopped moving.” 
 
    “Heh, classic elf archery-skills. They can never quite hit the right spot,” Law says as he inspects the arrows in the corpse. 
 
    “Whats more, the assailant seemed to lose no ... um ... ‘ewey gooey crimson spe-’ ... ahh, blood. Right, then the guards cleaned up the innocents, all killed by sword-wounds, and took this guy here to wait for our inspection to affirm if he’s legitimately Ragnivanian or not. They didn’t even pull off the helmet. That’s the whole report, sir,” Dresmond explains, placing the report aside and stepping up to the other side of the table. 
 
    “Lazyass sparkle boys…. Alright, so let’s take a look at this guy. Might as well start with the armor,” Law says, removing his gauntlets and revealing a pair of large, clawed dragon-kin hands. Dresmond removes his gloves, ready to assist in any way. 
 
    Law begins by pulling off one of the insignia on the knight. He looks at it a moment and gives a light scoff. 
 
    “Yeah, this guy definitely wasn’t sent by Ragnivan.” 
 
    “How so, sir?” 
 
    “He’s covered in these insignia. What kingdom did you come from?” 
 
    “One of the mid-land towns,” Dresmond states, referring to one of the many villages on the roads between kingdom boundaries. It’s unusual to find someone from the midland joining the Royal Knights, it’s more often people from one of the capitals of the four western kingdoms,  but Kanvane and Ragnivan in particular, as they have particularly good reputations (and propaganda budgets) in those places. Law nods, first thinking the boy was from Ragnivan. 
 
    “Hmm, alright; which town?” 
 
    “Frau, sir.” 
 
    “Oh? Isn’t that where Order lives?” 
 
    Dresmond smirks under his hood. “Yes sir.” 
 
    “Inspired by our little goddess, eh?” Law asks jokingly. 
 
    “Sure, sir, but that’s not why I joined.” 
 
    “Oh?” 
 
    “I figured I might as well. When I got older I realized the house I grew up in wasn’t really my home anymore, so I decided I might as well not be a burden and go do some good. That’s what my dad would’ve wanted; he was a knight too,” Dresmond says, pulling off his hood. 
 
    Law can see him now: soft, inch-length light brown hair, and open, clear Spirakandrin-brown-gold eyes. His face tells of the sort of person that would go and get himself killed too early; Law’s known a few. 
 
    “Ahh. How’d he die?” 
 
    “He was posted in Kanvane, Chaos attacked during his service and he was one of the unlucky ones.” 
 
    “He’ll be remembered forever for his sacrifice… Most just run, you know. That alone is proof he was a true man.” 
 
    “It’s alright ... we’ll get him one of these days,” Dresmond says, staring blankly at the armored corpse of the killer. There is a slight pause between the two of them, Dresmond looking to the side as if he’d just told a lie. 
 
    Law crosses his arms. “Right. So I’m sure this man isn’t on Ragnivanian orders, because normally they would only take one insignia to identify their rank and person. This guy’s obviously trying to make people think he’s Ragnivan, but I’d say he’s done a pretty shitty job of doing it ... would have been far more realistic if he just took one insignia. You understand?” 
 
    “Yes sir, I was thinking the same,” Dresmond answers plainly. Law begins pulling off each insignia and checking the I.D.’s.  
 
    “Tell me, Knight Dresmond, you seem like an alright sort. Do you mind going on a no-rank basis?” Law says, his thin irises scanning over each insignia’s numbers and names. 
 
    Dresmond is set back, but quick to respond. “Not at all, sir.” 
 
    “Good, name’s Hos’Rayull.” 
 
    “Thank you sir, Dresmond Ulveroth.” 
 
    “I’ve come to understand you were in the yellow company,” Law asks, placing a few of the insignias to the side on a table as he looks over them. 
 
    “Yes, sir.” 
 
    “First name is fine, Dresmond, you’re obviously respectable enough to be given that privilege.” 
 
    “Thank you, Ho- eh, pardon me, sir.” 
 
    “Yes, Dresmond?” 
 
    “Would you prefer to be called by your first or last name?” Dresmond asks, not knowing how dragon-kin deal with their names. 
 
    “Higher dragon-kin go by our age name when it comes to referring to one personally, Dresmond,” Law states, referring to the given on their twenty-fifth birthday, which signifies their best talent, or most defining personal trait. 
 
    Dresmond clears his throat. “Right. Thank you, Rayull.” 
 
    “Any time, Dresmond,” Law says with a slight smirk. Dresmond just nods, looking about nervously. “So, tell me about your thoughts on the war,” Hos’Rayull asks as he gets about half-way through the Ragnivanian insignias. Dresmond takes a breath. 
 
    “Well, sir-” 
 
    “Rayull,” Law again corrects with a tone so light, Dresmond would almost think it kind. 
 
    “Roger, Rayull. I feel the war is a necessary evil. From what I’ve been told, the East has been becoming increasingly more ambitious in sight of their technological revolution.” 
 
    “I feel precisely the same way, Dresmond. Seems like a good few of our knights are afraid of protecting our own lands, as if defending our lives from other countries is something we should be ashamed of.” 
 
    “I suppose I wouldn’t blame them. The Knights have never been deployed against another country before.” 
 
    “Hmm, you’ve done a bit of reading, I see.” 
 
    “Just some knowledge passed around between the knights in my legion.” 
 
    “Hmm, who was your commanding officer?” Law asks, removing the last few insignias. 
 
    “Kanvanian Arch Mage Niad.” 
 
    “A Kanvanian? One of the co-op units, then?” 
 
    “…Yes,” 
 
    Rayull sighs. “…How was it?” 
 
    “What part of it?” 
 
    “The whole thing.” 
 
    “I don’t know. I hated it.” 
 
    “Yeah? How so?” 
 
    “The mages walked in wearing robes, and very few of them knew anything more than the fire-magic they were taught at fifteen.” 
 
    “Ahh... How did they do?” 
 
    “We lost half of my first group of twenty by the first day. By the time I received the post to return only two others and myself were still on the field… I got a gun by that point, so things got easier.” 
 
    “Damn... And you’d just tell me that?” 
 
    “I trust you, sir, you’re a knight, not W.K.D.R.. You wouldn’t rat me out for using enemy methods.” 
 
    Law nods his head about in thought. “Yeah… well I suppose you’d have to use a firearm if you wanted to survive.” 
 
    “Yeah, only reason we weren’t among the dead was by playing their game, and all of the dilapidated buildings caused by the siege magic from our side and the cannons from the East- that gave us some good places to hide.” 
 
    “... How many squads were you in?” 
 
    “About eight.” 
 
    “Amazing.” Rayull glances Dresmond’s way. “You must have gotten hit by fire arms at least once?” 
 
    “Four times, actually,” Dresmond says, opening up his cloak and clothing just enough to display the scars from military-grade healing-magic on his dark-ash colored Spirakandrin skin. 
 
    “Mmm, you’re lucky to be alive,” Law says, finishing to inspect the final insignia. 
 
    “... Yeah. There were a lot of better people in those fights ... I’ll miss ‘em.” 
 
    “Your fellows?” 
 
    “Two other boys from Frau enlisted in The Knights. We all graduated at the same time and were sent to the co-op.” 
 
    “...  I’m sorry.” 
 
    “It’s okay, I guess. I’m sure you know how it is.” 
 
    “That’s true. The names and their faces are different, but the feeling of loss bites just as much. The ones that fought valiantly died with honor, and to the cowards, a well-deserved death,” Law says. Dresmond exhales sharply, as if he were suddenly hurt. 
 
    “Yes, sir,” Dresmond says, chilling up. Law raises a scaled brow in interest, and then continues on. 
 
    “Well, all of these insignias are real. Twenty seven in all; can’t imagine he killed twenty seven Ragnivanian soldiers to get these. Must’ve stolen ‘em,” Law says, pushing the insignias aside to look over the rest of the armor. Everything is authentic, but it’s just too surreal; something’s got Law off his ease. 
 
    “What next, sir?” 
 
    “Rayull.” 
 
    “Yes, sorry- Rayull.” 
 
    “ ’Spose we might as well get our face,” Law says, the two stepping over to the corpse’s helmet. The helmet is impaled shut by arrows. 
 
    “Hmm, getting rid of these,” Law says, grasping each arrow’s shaft from the base of the helmet and breaking them with ease. Dresmond does the same, gently so as not to mess up the face under the helmet. The shafts are now short enough to open the visor, Law quickly pulls it up to reveal the face. 
 
    There is no face under the helmet, only dozens of jagged knifes, pointing outward towards the two knights. 
 
    “Shit!” curses Law the second before the blades fire out from the helmet. Law forces his arm over Dresmond’s side of the helmet, taking the delivery of knives with his armored skin, effectively saving the young man’s life. The suit of armor promptly pulls out its sword, the very same it used to kill those twelve fairy-folk, and thrusts at Law to start the fight. 
 
    Law, armor covered in knives, shakes the weapons off, pushing into the corpse to set it off balance. Dresmond opens his cloak in the meanwhile to draw his daggers, the corpse regains its wavering, lazy balance, and prepares for its next assault. 
 
    Law and Dresmond can see the corpse’s face, a godless meshing of objects, flesh, and internal organs, all held together with wire, nails and cloth. It is a created body with an invading soul as its host; a full perversion of life and nature. 
 
    “Necromancer!” Law snaps just as the amalgamation races up to them. 
 
    The necromancer thrusts its blade forward at Law’s neck, but is quickly stumbled back again by a kick from the dragon-kin to the necromancer’s sort-of-face. Law rushes back to his weapon as his opponent thrusts additional, hidden arms out of its suit of armor, and moves toward Dresmond with a furious gait.  
 
    The cloaked boy unloads knife after knife into his target, but the necromancer deftly grasps them and throws them back with the newly-revealed arms. The corpse closes in, pushing Dresmond to the edge of the room, and is about to go at his throat when Law returns.  
 
    Law swings down his giant mace, swiftly dodged by the necromancer, but then it meets Law’s free fist, forcing it forward and into the wall. Ignoring the necromancer’s arms stabbing at his draconic flesh, Law crushes his enemy into side of the room with a serpentine gaze. Dresmond watches in awe as Law breaths in and looses a torrent of fire on the necromancer, engulfing its entire body. Law takes another breath, and burns him again, dropping his mace. Law brutishly tears off the still-flailing necromancer’s helmet, and then grasps the monstrosity by its neck. With one immense movement of force, Law beheads the necromancer, throws down the head, and crushes it under his boot. Still the abomination of life attacks, having torn off a few of Law’s scales and now doing its best to blindly get into his flesh. In Law’s finishing movements, he scrapes the necromancer across the wall and down to the floor, allowing him to pick up his mace. Law then forces his boot into the necromancer’s legs to hold it in place and smashes his weapon down into his enemy, producing the simultaneous sound of metal being trashed, flesh being squished, and bones being cracked. He throws down his mace again and again, each strike causing the ground to shake, until finally every joint in the necromancer’s body is reduced to pulpy, mangled viscera. The fire takes care of the rest, burning the creature’s soul-piece phylactery, the item that binds the necromancer to its monstrosity of objects and flesh, to nothingness, simultaneously killing the body and releasing the soul. The necromancer goes limp, and Law raises his hewn great mace out of the mortal wreckage, no worse for wear. 
 
    “That’s a surprise,” Law says, rubbing his barely-wounded neck. He guesses the necromancer’s weapons were poisoned, as most necromancers do, but Law being part-dragon, his body will likely ignore it. Dragon blood is stronger than most, after all. 
 
    “Damn,” Dresmond begins, pushing himself firmly against the wall in horror, “So ... it’s really dead? ... It was more metal and weapons than anything. Are they usually that ... capable?” 
 
    “Yeah, they’re a real bitch to get rid of if they design their bodies well. We better let Order know,” Law notes as the two of them step away from the burning suit of armor and up the steps. 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter Nine: Hide and Go Seek 
 
    The sun is setting over the horizon, marking the end of the day period, passing now into one of the planet’s two twilights. Love and Lain whom, after having looked over some bodies and their obviously-magical causes of death, are led by a dwarf with a really, very wacky hat to the scene of the crime. 
 
    “Righto’ me mates. Here we be,” the dwarf, by the name of Buzzums the Bad-Smelling, says with a presenting wave. Love and Lain look over the place. 
 
    They stand in a clearing near one of the residential areas, the foliage and grass burnt with what seems like assault fire. Loitering nearby are a couple of very-disgruntled spirits. 
 
    “Hmm, thank you, Buzzums,” Love says with a dreamy look in her eyes, calmly looking over the scene a bit more as she decides on what to do first. 
 
    “Aye, missy. Best be careful though, those spirits over there were good friends of some of the victims, they likely aren’t much in the mood to see people who use that sort’o magic peepin’ around.” 
 
    “No worries, they won’t mind us taking a look around at all,” Lain says with a surprisingly confidant glare. 
 
    “Eh, yeah, alright mate. Can I go grab a drink now?” Buzzums asks with a tired look. Love nods. 
 
    “We’ll be fine for now, thank you,” she says, sending the dwarf on his way to the nearby tavern. 
 
    There’s short pause as she gently shakes out her features with such confidence to her, Lain could swear she already knows what they’re going to find. “Hmm, okie dokie, let’s take us a look-see,” Love says with a relaxed smile, stepping forward to take a better look at the burns. Lain follows along with a sharp smile, waiting for the perfect moment to come out and reveal his secret. 
 
    Love begins looking at the various markings in the ground. She’s doing this for appearances, of course. She already knows what’s going on, as all proper Realmancers do. 
 
    In the next moment, a trope of spirits approach, incited by their investigation of the scene. 
 
    “By Omniverse’s Edge, you humans best get out of our sight. You caused enough trouble blackening up our friends with your depraved magic,” the front-most spirit says, giving the two an incorporeal scowl. 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Hell yeah!” 
 
    “You tell ‘em!” the other spirits snap in encouragement. 
 
    “Yeah?” Lain asks, allowing Love to continue inspecting the scene. 
 
    “Yeah!” 
 
    “Well how do you know it wasn’t a fairy? It’s not like magic is exclusive to humans,” Lain says, bringing up a perfectly reasonable point. 
 
    “Ha! Nice try, human! Everyone knows that fairy kingdom law doesn’t allow the teaching of assault magic! It had to be one of those Kanvaneians!” the spirit responds. 
 
    “Yeah!” 
 
    “Totally! You got this!” 
 
    “Humans suck! Breathing air is for looosers!” the others quickly add, sensibly contributing to the conversation by adding each their own unique and valued perspectives on the matter. Lain pauses a moment in surprise, and thinks of an effective response. 
 
    “Proves nothing! Could have been a self-taught mage, so it still could have been a fairy!” 
 
    “Too bad the selling of assault magic books is banned!” 
 
    “They could have gone outside the Fairy Kingdom to learn it!” 
 
    The spirit puts its hands to its hips with enough smarm to melt someone. “Yeah right, as if a fairy would ever go and spend time with a bunch of dumb, bootless, swarbling, bedrizzled humans!” the front-most spirit snaps, his voice echoing through Lain, though he just smirks in response. 
 
    “Do you even know who you’re talking to? I would know how fine both humans and spirits are because of my upbringing.” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “And how’s that?’ 
 
    ‘I’m half fairy!” Lain exclaims a brief moment before revealing his neck, showing his strange-mark, a glowing birthmark received any time a fairy bears a child with a non-fairy partner- that said, Lain is genetically fifty percent high fairy, and fifty percent human. 
 
    There is a long pause while the spirits exchange glances, and then the front one turns back. 
 
    “Gross, this kid’s got Algandar’s,” he spits, causing his companions to erupt into laughter. Lain’s eyes widen; the sparks of indignancy and shock rise up within. 
 
    “W-what?! It’s an honor to be of the fairies and the humans. It’s ... it’s well rounded!” 
 
    “Well rounded for janitor work,” the spirit says, gaining another round of laughs from the others.  
 
    “H-how dare you! My mother-” By this point, Love stopped listening when she found a suspicious set of tracks. Thanks to her expertise in realmancy, she can locate, know and see things that no longer or shouldn’t exist. The tracks are have been covered smartly, but even the act of covering leaves a trail to her. For certain, these were made around the time of the killing. She smirks as she confirms her suspicions as to the owner of the tracks, having a small, though heavy demeanor. She nods, and turns to Lain, who is just now realizing that being half-blooded is considered incredibly lame in Liefland. 
 
    “Mmm, Lain,” Love addresses. Lain turns his head quickly. 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “I got a lead, you stay here and entertain the spirits for me- mmkay?” 
 
    He squints an eye. If she says so, his hands are tied, though he’d rather stay here and justify himself anyway. “Eh, yeah, alright. As I was saying-” at that, Lain returns to his monologue and Love steps off into the dark of the forest’s edge. 
 
    As the irritated tones of voices ring away from earshot, Love weaves through the ink-black silhouettes of the wood, following the trail that no common eyes could see. She follows the trail of her suspect through the warm, whimsical air, and comes into a small clearing. The foliage seems less healthy in a single spot, about the size of a person, and it is here where the trail ends. Love steps up to the path of dying grass, and quietly equips her bow. For certain now, she knows the true nature of the culprit, just as she read. Necromancers have a strange love for waiting underground; she must have caught it waiting for more fairies to kill, and create more fake proofs pointing to Kanvane’s involvement. 
 
    At the same moment she creates her first arrow, the patch of dirt explodes to reveal a necromancer, another abomination of objects, flesh, and rags. This one is dressed in the robes of a standard Kanvanian magic soldier, and has designed its body to look especially human, but only from afar would one be tricked by such a weak disguise. The necromancer, quickly identifying the newcomer as more than a match, rushes away to escape. 
 
    Love fires six bolts in rapid succession, severing the necromancer from its arms, legs, and one for the neck, tearing its makeshift head from the body. In response, the necromancer quickly spouts out new, cruder legs from its body, and begins its dash again. Love shoots those down too, her impeccable aim serving her perfectly even in deep dark. Love makes the finishing move, reaching into her dimensional sheath, a magitech device that leads to a pocket dimension for holding things of unruly size, and pulls out a door; yes, a door. 
 
    Love slams it into the ground, turns the handle, and throws it open, the handled-side pointing towards the necromancer. As if a force from behind were pushing it open, the door swings wide, revealing an incomprehensible opening of horrifying madness. The undead is quickly assailed by grasping appendages of every imaginable variety coming out of the door way, arresting their target and pulling it inside. Love makes a smooth wave of the hand, magically closing the door-portal. Now that the door is shut, she picks it up and forces it back into her dimensional sheath. She brushes her hands, shaking off the dust, and turns around, showing the very same smile she had when the necromancer was pulled into an alternate dimension by horrific arms of any imaginable variety. 
 
    She’s going to have to tell Order about this. If Oa is sending its forces as a distraction, she can guess that the great monstrosity of teeth and flesh is planning something, as necromancers never, ever travel alone. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Ten: Working Hard, I see! 
 
    Meanwhile at the castle, Order is gulping more fairy wine while she contemplates her next chess move. 
 
    She reaches forward, grasps her knight, and checks Tylvania’s king. 
 
    “Check,” Order says, swirling the glass of 899 Fayrland Fyre in her hand, admiring its deep emerald color. 
 
    “Vastly, good lady; your strategy suits you well,” Tylvania says with a tone of admiration. Order nods. 
 
    “Kind of you to say, your highness,” she responds, gesturing towards the board to invite her opponent’s next move.  
 
    Pitch is still lazing about, reading the second book in the Oscar La’Coss series of novels, a popular bunch of books among fairies and other whimsical types, even though the main character is widely regarded to be a human. Tylvania hums in thought, and then snaps her long, graceful fingers. 
 
    “Hmmoh ... so how fares your mind on the recent events of your land?” Tylvania asks, brashly moving the queen straight up to cover the king. Order looks down, wonders if the wine’s already getting to Tylvania, and responds. 
 
    “The war ... how I feel about it, I suppose?” Order asks, calmly moving her black bishop to capture Tylvania’s white queen. Tylvania cringes a moment, and sighs, realizing how foolish her move was. 
 
    “Verily, Knightess,” she says with a slight look of disappointment on her face, staring down at the spot her queen used to be. 
 
    “Well I obviously dislike it, but I feel it was unavoidable. The East has been ripe for this for a good many years with their recent technological advances. Those fire arms are terrifying things; like spells inserted into little pieces of metal. Though I’m sure they’re more afraid of us.” 
 
    “Have they all of these weapons?” 
 
    “Yeah. We’ve gotten our hands on a few of them, but the problem is none of the Western Kingdoms have enough salt peter to produce a reasonable amount of gun powder. We could create it through magic, of course, but we don’t really need to.” 
 
    “Gun powder ... these are the essence of these arms?” 
 
    “Yeah. They apparently pour them in little metal shells, and all the actual fire arm does is hold the bullet and act as the triggering mechanism. Apparently when this mechanism hits the shell hard enough, it creates an explosion, propelling the bullet out the barrel,” Order says, moving another piece. 
 
    “My ... such times certainly chills the fireless heart,” Tylvania says before releasing her first rook. 
 
    Order smirks. “Sure, and the West hasn’t been particularly effective at disarming the conflict either.” 
 
    “Oh?” 
 
    “I think since Chaos has been in hiding for a while now, I’ve come to expect some of the younger blood in the kingdoms have been getting a bit hot.” 
 
    “Violent youths?” 
 
    “Yeah, Ragnivanian mostly. Kanvane has a way of burying their children in reading, Spirakander in work, and Whihelmish in drink. There are so many Ragnivanian soldiers causing trouble now, that some people say the war is actually a good thing.” 
 
    “The cruel realities of youth and war, I do fear.” 
 
    “It’s gotten to be quite a problem. I’m disappointed at the root of it.” 
 
    The fairy queen raises a shining brow. “Oh?” 
 
    “I felt like the council could have prevented this, but the generals seem to really want it. Everyone’s going to feel the effects from this, maybe even centuries to come. Neither factions have been in a major conflict for so long, and neither side’s going to win, I’m almost certain.” 
 
    “But your people are of a more arcane sort, it would be simple for you alone to take their capitol.” 
 
    “To take, not to maintain. Even so, they have ten gunmen for every magician, and they have their own, though far less. Logistically it would be unfeasible to do anything but fight them off and send them home.” 
 
    “Think ye any fashion in which the powers at hand might have clipped such cata- oh,” Tylvania stops in the middle of her question upon seeing Law rush in. Law raises a brow, seeing Order laxing unarmored in a chair with a glass of wine, and he decides that she has her own ways of dealing with things if she’s gotten this far by drinking on the job. 
 
    “Erm, pardon the intrusion,” he says, quickly bowing his head. 
 
    “It’s fine. What do you need?” Order asks, leaning into her chair while Tylvania moves her pawn up. 
 
    “I come bearing serious news. The supposed soldier of Ragnivan.” 
 
    “Yes?” Order asks, taking a sip of her wine. 
 
    “It almost killed us. It was a necroman-” Order spits out her wine. 
 
    “A necromancer?!” 
 
    “That’s right. It was playing dead, presumably to kill the people sent to perform the autopsy.” 
 
    “Then, Oa ...” Order marks under her breath. 
 
    Law glances aside. “That’s what I’m afraid of, ma’am” he says, crossing his arms. Pitch, who has been listening in from the moment Law came in, looks up from his book. 
 
    “My ears hear true, but my heart denies ... Oa, the lord of the necromancers, the first of the undying?” he asks, putting aside his reading, and leaning in. 
 
    “If that’s the case, then the necromancers could be mobilizing,” Order notes. 
 
    “Verily, then, it must be approaching us at the one time our kind holds in the greatest admiration, The High Tea of the first realmlings,” Pitch states with wide eyes. 
 
    “Aye, ‘tis quite the ordeal,” a voice speaks from aside the room. Everyone looks over to see Gallin, the courtly advisor. 
 
    The dwarf, fairly tall for his race, stands upright with an iron like posture, covered in part by his long, bright red, expertly-braided, generic-dwarf beard. He moves forward with a sturdy, quiet walk. In his hand is a half-filled tankard, which he puts aside the moment he steps up to the table in the middle of the room. 
 
    “Ahh, good Gallin. He who owns my ear in every ordeal worthwhile. Be ye aware of our visitors, our accomplices in this business of peace?” Pitch asks, nodding over to Order. Gallin nods slowly, keeping a sharp eye on Law, who frowns. 
 
    “Aye, indeed I am. I canna’ help but overhear the mention of necromancers,” he notes quietly, locking his gaze over to Order. 
 
    “That’s right. They attacked me and my assistant knight down in your very own death halls. It was lying in wait,” Law says, labeling himself the current expert on the situation. 
 
    The dwarf crosses his stout arms. “I see. So, hrm, Knight Law, was it?” 
 
    “... Yes.” 
 
    “I am curious. Have you brought any proof of the corpse’s identity?” he asks with a subtle rising of the brow. Law scoffs. 
 
    “Well of course! All we need to do is go on down there and ... well … damn.” 
 
    “Pardon me, mate?” 
 
    Law averts his gaze in disgust. “…I don’t have any proof.” 
 
    “Oh, but you killed it, didn’t you?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “So why is there no evidence to present the people? Won’t they be suspicious of a cover up?” the dwarf says, stroking his beard as he leads Law along the obvious route.  
 
    “I burned it, to a crisp.” 
 
    Gallin smirks crassly. “Aye, as expected of your kind, so prone to emotion,” he says, winning a quick rise from Law. 
 
    “What’s that supposed to mean?” 
 
    “You Dragon-Bastards are incapable of logical discourse, mate. Yer all ignorant, blithering animals, capable of nothing else but killing n’-” Gallin stops short, hearing a disapproving hum from Pitch. 
 
    “Animals? Ironic coming from a dwarf,” Law breaths back, feeling a sudden rush for the taste of short blood. 
 
    “You got a problem with dwarves, mate?” Gallin asks with a wide smile. Law looms over the dwarf, making the difference in stature blatantly clear. 
 
    “Why wouldn’t I?” Law spits, burning fumes wafting from in-between his fortress of teeth. 
 
    “Oh, and what’s this?” a calm, collected voice rings from the main hall. Everyone looks again to find Love and Lain. 
 
    “Don’t intervene, Knight Love. This local needs to appreciate why we’re here.” 
 
    “I don’t think that’s a very good idea, honestly,” Love says gently. “You should relax. We have a pretty important job to do, you know.” 
 
    “Stay out of this! You’ve always been in my way!” Law snaps as his eyes whiten with rage. 
 
    Love coos gracefully. “Mmm, no, I don’t think that’s quite right, Mister tough guy Law.” 
 
    Rayull draws back in shock, as if struck by an invisible force. “Don’t mock me!” 
 
    “Oh, and why not? Such impolite demeanor towards foreign diplomats is something worth mo-” 
 
    “You didn’t hear what he said about me, about my kind!” 
 
    “That doesn’t change the fact that you’re failing in your duty to be a respectful and reserved Knight of Reinen,” Love notes back amidst the shocked onlookers. 
 
    “And let this bearded turd disrespect my kind?” 
 
    She takes a deep breath, as if expecting something. “You earn respect by being an example, Hosy. You’re quite wro-” 
 
     Love is silenced as Law promptly slaps her across the face. The fairies draw jolt in shock, and Order gets up to her feet. She’s usually pretty lax with her inferiors, but this too much for even the most loose-handed of commanders. 
 
    “Knight Law, stand at attent-” Order is halted, as Love raises up her finger for time. Love, showing no signs of discomfort, looks up to Law, and Law down to her. There is a short pause, and then Love gestures with her head for Law to come step out with her. 
 
    “I’ll be just a moment, you all. I have some fairly disturbing news to present with my investigation,” Love says, putting others in front of the mission as she usually does. A moment of intense silence passes, and then the two step out of the room, walking down the hall as Law tries to regain his calm. Gallin scoffs. 
 
    “Dragonlings- No one told me the knights would be dragging one here,” he says. 
 
    “You should be more careful with them, Gallin. They take a good deal of pride in their race, faults and all,” Order says, retaking her seat. 
 
    “I do as I please, ambassador knight. Unlike you, I have extensi-” Gallin halts his speech, hearing a snicker from Tylvania, and a scoff from Pitch. Order sighs, and waits to be identified. “I-if I may ask my rulers just what is the matter?” 
 
    Pitch nods like a father to the dwarf. “Good Gallin, surely the drink weighs heavy on your mind, otherwise you would recognize the woman in front of you being gallant Order, slayer of ... the number of twelve during the wars of great blood, if I’m correct,” Pitch explains, referring to Order’s hand in the extermination wars. 
 
    “Fourteen, actually,” Order corrects, looking away. Seven thousand years and it’s still unclear if you’re supposed to correct someone if they’re incorrect when speaking your praise. 
 
    Gallin’s expression lightens with fear and admiration. 
 
    “O-of ... oh! Order! My greatest apologi- eh well. I had no idea it was you ... you know, without your armor and Monument drawn I eh ... had no idea you were so ...” 
 
    “You can be honest,” she allows. 
 
    “... Tall?” he says, quickly attempting flattery. 
 
    Order smirks, finally having been called “tall” by a dwarf, something on her secret mental bucket list that is now thousands of items in length. “By the standards of some; thank you, and yes, it is me. Redemption sent me specifically on the chance that Chaos might be involved, though that doesn’t look like the case anymore,” she explains, wondering how Gallin keeps his job being smashed by drink as much as he is. 
 
    Pitch sighs. 
 
    “Well there’s a matter in the essence of that thought. We still haven’t evidence great enough to outweigh the doubt of our people, especially the court of the forest, who seem all too sure of your many kingdom’s piece in this,” Pitch says. 
 
    “We’ll have to wait and see what Love has to offer. She’s done this sort of thing a few times. That aside, Oa and its necromancers are currently our most likely suspects, we’ll have to prepare for the chance that it’ll pay us a visit ... although I’ve never seen it in person myself,” Order says. 
 
    “Aye, few have, even less left living to tell of it,” Gallin states, attempting to redeem himself in the conversation after mistaking Order as a common knight. 
 
    “Let us be still then and hold time in eager regard as we await the arrival of your companions,” Tylvania suggests, waving toward the chess board. The others agree, but just before Order makes her next move, Love returns. 
 
    “Law offers his utmost apologies for his brash behavior, and will return after he’s paid some time in deep consideration of his decisions. Now then, my news,” Love re-greets, the singed-red mark of the slap still bright across her face. The others exchange glances and look back at Love. 
 
    “Necromancers?” Order asks.  
 
    Love draws back with put-on surprise. “Oh! How ever did you guess?” 
 
    “Law had the same matter. How’s Lain?” 
 
    “Fine, he’s waiting outside now.” 
 
    “Did you, perchance, catch it alive?” Gallin butts in. Love hums in thought. 
 
    “Well, I wouldn’t exactly say ‘catch’ but it probably is still alive.” 
 
    “... Probably? Lass, we need it alive as proof of the Western Kingdom’s innocence. Without the necromancer, I doubt Pitch will be able to persuade the people it was not of human treachery,” Gallin says with a stern expression. Love bites her thumb in thought. 
 
    “Oh, that so?” She asks, nail still in her mouth. 
 
    The Lord Knight General crosses her arms and squints a perceptive eye. Love is definitely her best friend, but over the years she’s realized that Love’s also capable of more ridiculous bullshit than anyone or anything in the Omniverse. “Where exactly did you put it, Meeo?” Order asks, pretty sure of the answer, but asking in the hope she didn’t actually.  
 
    Love hums cutely, looking away in embarrassment. “I suppose I may have allowed it into Everlo-” 
 
    “Damn,” exclaims Order as Love peeps with an awkward tone, “looks like we don’t have much to go on, then,” Order says, tapping the table nervously. Love lets out a light, humorous sigh. 
 
    “Well, actually, I could just enter Everlock myself and get it,” she offers, quickly sharpening the expression of concern on Order’s face. 
 
    “This isn’t the time for jokes, Meeo.” 
 
    “Oh, I’m quite serious.” 
 
    Order’s expression darkens. “You’d be killed.” 
 
    “I know it’s connected to a lower minus space, but to try and have me kick ol’ buckeroo would probably be better than starting another war,” Love says with a gentle, expectant smile, knowing precisely what to say to her old friend. Order pauses a moment amidst the group; the others have no idea what the two are talking about, but it sounds intense. 
 
    “Alright, good luck. Many lives are at stake, so I suppose you have a-… Good luck again, Meeo Letlind. Thank you.” Order says simply. She knows she couldn’t stop Love even if she were to command her not to go; Love does as she pleases when her mind’s set on it. 
 
    Love nods curtly. “Well then, no time like the present,” she says as she pulls out Everlock, causing expressions of awe from among the fairy folk who have never seen someone with a door in their pocket. She steps over to a position in the room that would not endanger the others, and turns to Order as she steps in front of the door. 
 
    “Ranalie,” Love addresses with perfect confidence, looking from the side of the door to her commander. There is a slight pause, and then she speaks. 
 
    “Yes?” Order says. 
 
    “Do me a favor and take care of Law for me, won’t you?  Just in case something happens to me. He’s pretty buttery on the inside.” 
 
    Order looks down to her drink, then back up. “... Yeah.” 
 
    “Take care, then,” Love says with a joking smile, expecting this to be more of a minor inconvenience than a life or death situation; though her old friend feels differently. Order’s never heard of someone walking in and out of minus-space dimensions; she’d be beside herself to find that Love’s done it in secret quite a few times. 
 
    Order quickly gets up and promptly steps over to her friend. Ranalie hugs Meeo, and buries her face into her shoulder. 
 
    “I- ... I would prefer you didn’t go,” Order says, unsure of the dangers her friend will face. Love embraces Order in turn, and delivers a wide, almost motherly smile, as if dealing with a child afraid of something as simple as swimming in a low pool. 
 
    “Oh, you. There’s nothing to worry about. It’s just one life for many, a pretty nice trade I’d say. I promise I’ll do the best I can to get the necromancer back here to impress everyone and make sparkles, okay?” Love says with a complete peace radiating from her. Order’s eyes, holding a deep blue at this moment, shimmer as she nods. 
 
    “I’ll miss you ... if you, you know,” Order says, holding her very oldest friend. 
 
    Love nods with a smile, starting to lose patience. “I swear, you can kill overlords but little things like this worry you all that much? Golly, Ran, you’re a piece of work sometimes,” Love says with a good-humored tone. 
 
    Order sighs and releases Meeo from her embrace. “Take care, Meeo.” 
 
    “And you, Ranalie,” Love says as Order steps away from the door. Love winks at the crowd, and then turns to face the door. 
 
    Love takes a deep breath, readies her hand and then, in an instant, opens the door, leaps in before she is assaulted by the unfathomable masses that await at the other side, and closes it shut behind her. Everlock stands vigilant, waiting for its next entrant. There is a short silence, and then Order looks over to the others. Her grasp tightens around the stem of her wineglass, she didn’t even put it down to say goodbye. 
 
    “I suppose we should also discuss what we’ll do in case she doesn’t return,” Order says blankly. Pitch shakes his head.  
 
    “Nay, good knight; the hour grows late. Let us settle in our backs into their holders and dream upon its entirety. I will send out fairies to bid your knights to their cloth-bound chambers. Be you amiable to such plea?” Pitch asks, knowing Order well enough to guess she’ll need some time to get over this. Order puts down her glass, and straightens herself. 
 
    “Yeah, you’re right ... thank you.” 
 
    “Ever a pleasure to please,” Pitch says with an optimistic smile. Order turns to the chess board to finish, and moves in her queen, slaying Tylvania’s queen and check-mating the king into her own pawns. Tylvania sighs, and shakes Order’s hand as the two call it match. 
 
    The guests of Liefholn Keep rest for the night, with the seeming exception of Love, a wannabe Order, and a few rather-chained minions. 
 
      
 
    

 
 
   
  
 


 Chapter Eleven: Being a Knight 
 
    Around this time, perhaps a bit before, perhaps a bit after, Lain walks the block around the keep, eyes peeled to take in the sights and sounds of Liefland at his own pace. He looks over a group of giggling fairy children, huddled around a point on the block as they craft colorful paper lanterns with the help of an aged fairy woman. He sees a dutiful pair of dwarves signing off a trade deal with an ent— trusting, friendly gazes and chatter steaming from both parties as the documents are exchanged. He even spots an astute-looking elf perusing a pair of wooden crafts formed by the hands of none other than an orc, who is relaxing in his chair reading a book on pottery. It’s a blissful scene— but every now and then, a fairy will look over him in passing; they’ll recognize that he’s human and frown. 
 
    All around him are the characteristics of bliss— a vibrant peace that pervades every soul who walks the street under Liefland’s colorful lamplights. He feels like he’s invading, somewhat, as if he were reading a novel and looking in on the finer lives of others- filled with just enough adventure, just enough discourse, just enough romance to make any other reality seem dull by comparison. 
 
    It’s a curious feeling, and its one that he’s all too well accustomed. 
 
    He takes a seat on a bench and folds into himself pathetically. All these years of hearing stories of Liefland from his parents, and now that he’s here, the inhabitants look down on him. It's as though he’s an unsightly blot of ink upon the long, flowery paragraphs of fairy life, something that detracts from their day, rather than improves it. 
 
    A nearby mother fairy stands in the square along with her child. Lain smiles and nods towards the child’s curious gaze, but once she has seen his human features, she takes up the little boy’s hand, murmurs something into his ear, and swiftly ushers him away. 
 
    He couldn’t hear the full sentence, but he very clearly discerned the word “bastard”. Lain realizes that his neck is still visible, the glowing mark of Algandar’s Syndrome glinting faintly with the proof of forbidden love. 
 
    Lain covers his neck, gets up and enters the nearest tavern with his head down. 
 
    The tavern’s a lively place. A joyous harvest-time jig fills the room by the hands of a trio of fairy folk, each a different race and each with a different instrument in hand. Lain slowly merges into the warm fairy bar, looking for somewhere to sit when he spots a spectacled Spirakandrin boy downing a dwarven stout- Dresmond Ulveroth. 
 
    Lain takes the seat next to him. “Hey.” 
 
    Dresmond’s gaze draws to Lain sharply, quickly, a speed expected of a war survivor; a sort of nervous alertness that never quite disappears when out in public, especially in unfamiliar lands like this one. “Evening, Gainswold,” he greets. 
 
    “You’re off-duty too?” 
 
    “Technically, yes,” Dresmond says, looking back to his drink. 
 
    Lain nods and takes a moment to order the manliest-sounding drink on the list: 'The Bleeding Dragon'. “Lucky us that the drinking age is the same as it is back home, huh?” Lain says with a smirk, thinking back to the brief time he went with his parents to the Ulterian border to visit relatives and suddenly wasn’t allowed to drink. 
 
    Dresmond nods. “Yeah. I haven’t had a pint since I was deployed. It sucks because I should only have a couple.” 
 
    Lain nods again in agreement. “Yeah, we gotta be ready should the need arise.” 
 
    “So, what brings you here, Gainswold?” Dresmond asks with a bland, forward expression, staring at the drink shelves. 
 
    Lain shrugs. “Oh, you know. Did my job and Knight Love gave me leave. Thought I’d see the sights.” He says this with a businesslike, disinterested look about him that he assumes looks 'cool' to others. 
 
    “Alright. Well I’d be happy to share some drinks with y-” Dresmond stops as the bartender delivers Lain’s Bleeding Dragon; it's a small, fruity, pink liquid that has enchanted rainbow fizzles zipping out— one girly drink to rule them all. 
 
    Lain addresses the bartender with a look of pure horror. “Th…thanks,” he says bluntly, taking up the tiny-stemmed glass and looking over it. 
 
    Desmond, a boy with an appreciably-dry sense of humor formed from his time on the battlefield, raises his brows and looks back to his own drink. “A little something to light up the night, eh?” he notes in a way that sounds serious to the untrained ear. 
 
    Lain scoffs, spinning about the fabulously bright drink. “This? Yeah, you know, a girl let me finish hers once and I thought it was pretty tasty, actually. You know how it is…” 
 
    Dresmond nods as if interested. “Well flavor’s everything for some people, I guess.” 
 
    “Y-yeah! I don’t get why you wouldn’t drink what you like- I mean, are some people insecure or what?” Lain says with a huge, awkward grin. 
 
    Dresmond nods again. “Some people are pretty insecure- full agreement on that.” 
 
    Lain bobs his head and clears his throat. “Right, so you don’t get to drink on the line?” 
 
    Dresmond looks to Lain as if it were a ridiculous question. “Well, no. There’s not really any beer to go around. They sort of push us out there and tell us to keep marching until we find enemies, then we camp around there killing ‘em. Not all that cushy— we have to get just about everything off the land or other soldiers.” 
 
    Lain draws back with a raised brow, throwing down his drink in a single go- it’s ridiculously tasty; he can see why girls like it. He takes a breath and responds. “Sorry to hear… I guess I have it sort of lucky. In Kanvane the students are served a pint with each dinner once they’re sixteen, and students in the A plus range get unlimited access to the scholar’s bar.” 
 
    Dresmond’s teeth clench in something resembling both envy and pity- an oxymoronic, offhandedly-superior feeling. For a moment, Dresmond wonders just what incredible things he would have accomplished if he had a full paid tuition to go to Kanvane Magic Academy— largely thought to be the most prestigious school on the entire planet, the playground of the next generation’s kings, queens, lords and ladies. “I heard. It’s a surprise they can keep their students actually doing work instead of partying all day,” Dresmond responds plainly. 
 
    Lain shrugs. “I heard it gets pretty crazy.” 
 
    Dresmond squints an eye as he readjusts his glasses. “Heard?” 
 
    “Oh, uh… Yeah,” Lain looks to the side. “I wasn’t quite good enough to make the cut. I was top of my class… in some classes.” 
 
    Dresmond nods. “What classes?” 
 
    Lain pushes forward his glass with a sheepish smile. “…Painting.” 
 
    There’s a quick, blink-of-the-eye moment when both boys recognize how pathetic Lain really is in comparison to others with the same quality of upbringing, most of which by this point would be conjuring up beasts or creating metals from magical substances. 
 
    “I see… Well don’t let it get you down. The Knights need people of all kinds; you don’t have to be a skilled mage, or even good in a fight, to honor us— you just have to give it your all.” 
 
    Lain squints a brow. “My all?” 
 
    Dresmond smirks bemusedly. “Of course. How much would you trust me if I weren’t willing to bite the heel of a giant to save your life?” 
 
    The lively clinking of mugs and music throughout the tavern washes over the two as Lain stares at his empty, girly glass, now at the end of the bar. “… Would you really do that for me?” 
 
    Dresmond readjusts his spectacles. “Of course.” 
 
    “Even if it killed you?” 
 
    Without a pause, Dresmond nods. “Yes. Knights are examples to others. To be frank— if there was someone more important and I had to choose, I won’t lie, I’d choose the VIP.” Lain nods, finding it a perfectly fair conjecture, and Dresmond continues. “But if it were just you, and just me, and just some Easterner pointing a gun at you— I’d jump in the way.” 
 
    Lain taps the bar with his index finger thoughtfully. “So what if you were the higher ranked man? What if you were so important that it’d be a waste on me?” 
 
    Dresmond looks aside, scratches his chin and sighs. “While this time as a knight on loan to the W.K.D.R.’s been… tough for me, that kind of 'efficient' thinking is only for warzones- and as such because it works there. But in the life of The Knights, we must be willing to be a stepping stone for others— even if it means our life. If one person cannot sacrifice himself for another, it is a display of character that does not shine well on him. If one can sacrifice himself, however, it brings honor and glory to all of us. It’s a difficult choice, obviously, but I’d think it’d be well worth it.” 
 
    Lain looks down at the bar, resting his elbows on it and crossing his arms. “So you mean to say that everyone in the knights should be willing to sacrifice themselves for others?” 
 
    “With a few exceptions, yes. As a knight it’s our duty to…” His features sour awkwardly. “…well, to show love to others, really.” 
 
    Lain’s expression quickly turns perplexed. “Really?” 
 
    Dresmond squints an eye in humor. “You know that though, right? It was in the assigned readings for training.” 
 
    Lain inhales sharply through his teeth, and Dresmond shrugs before breaking the awkward pause. “Yeah, well I didn’t get through it all either. I did read though, that while as knights we are often seen as the ‘defenders of the realm from threats internal, external, common and supernatural’, King Rayda’s primary goal for the creation of The Royal Knights was to make society a kind, generous, loving place— in which people do things for others simply because they want them to have better lives. A sort of voluntary social cast dedicated to humanitarian efforts.” 
 
    Lain hums and brushes his chin. “So like, we’re meant to show people we care about them, and that’s supposed to be how they care about others as well? Does that really work?” 
 
    Dresmond nods. “You can teach people to care, but it’s difficult. You plant a seed of love in their life and it might take years before it sprouts into something that others will see. So you plant a lot- it takes time. Really, it’s a bunch of little things— daily acts of goodness to another, I think.” 
 
    Lain’s expression is somehow both touched and bewildered. “But... like, wait a minute... what?”  
 
    “What do you mean, ‘what’?” 
 
    "Aren’t we all about kicking monsters and dragons and shit?” 
 
    Dresmond scoffs, surprised a literal boy from the towers would have such a simple view of their work. “Well, yeah, but that’s just one way we show it. You’re freshly out of training, right?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “So I take it you’ve never spent time in the K.R.C.?” 
 
    “K.R.C.?” 
 
    “Knight Relief Corps.” 
 
    “Ahh.” Lain raises his brows in some sort of realization. “So that’s what they do. I thought they were for delivering supplies to other knight outposts and such.” 
 
    “Well, that too, but they're mostly for educating the people of the kingdoms on how to take care of themselves. They teach medicine and agriculture, among other things, to anyone for free.” 
 
    Lain leans back a bit. “So as a knight, we should do anything to show the people around us that we care?” 
 
    “Yup.” 
 
    “What if they don’t care for us in return?” 
 
    “That’s not our job- we must give freely without expecting anything in return.” 
 
    Lain hums. “So… but how would that work if they just took everything we had?” 
 
    “Knights don’t look at value that way. We’ll make as much as necessary. There’s always a line that can be drawn, but being a Royal Knight, you’re tagged with the expectation that you can solve any problem within reason and within a timely manner; sort of a ‘competence guarantee, if you will’” 
 
    Lain nods— for some reason, only now, once he’s thought on it, does it really seem to have an appeal. “You know… that’s actually pretty cool.” 
 
    Dresmond nods in agreement. “Once you get back to New Reinen, you should go to the library and ask for ‘The First Foundation: A History’.” 
 
    “Yeah?” He asks, instantly hating the sound of the title. 
 
    “It clears up a lot. It was part of the assigned reading, but obviously most trainees B.S. it because it’s like six hundred damn pages.” 
 
    Lain nods calmly. “Alright. Thanks.” 
 
    “No problem.” 
 
    There’s a short silence. “I think I’m gonna take a walk around the place.” Lain puts his payment on the bar and stands up from his stool. 
 
    Dresmond nods. “Alright. Have a good night.” 
 
    “You too… Thanks.” 
 
    Dresmond raises his pint with a slim smile, and Lain steps out into the night. He feels like he fits in now, though his puzzle piece is obviously different from the fairies’ whom he had so long envied. His is that of a knight’s. 
 
      
 
    

 
 
   
  
 


 Chapter Twelve: Cookin’ up a Sweet Escape 
 
    Liefland’s royal kitchen is stocked high with curling ironwood fairy utensils and stuffed to the brim with the wood’s finest ingredients. It is here that Aoline pulls in the group of three minions held captive by arcane shackles, the sort that open only should the operator be trusted by the creator of the binds. As Love obviously does not trust the minions, they cannot mess with the chains; Aoline Rayworth on the other hand is just-trusted enough by Love to be able to manipulate them.  
 
    The minions are calmly harbored in by Aoline’s wrist, the three of them waiting for the opportune moment to make their move. Now in front of an array of magic cooking equipment and ingredient cabinets, Aoline turns to the cooking Minion.  
 
    “Alright, here we are,” Aoline says with a hint of expectation in her voice. Cooking Minion stands about with a dull look. 
 
    “Yeah, we are,” he says with smirk. 
 
    Aoline gestures at the cabinets, stoves, ovens, and gestures back to him. “Well? Go! I’m hungry!” she demands, under the impression that waving her hands about will somehow improve his speed. Cooking Minion sighs. 
 
    “A little hard to cook connected to these wise guys,” he says, delivering to Aoline an intent stare. Aoline thinks a moment, and shrugs. 
 
    “Mmm, good point,” she says, knowing that if he tries to escape she can just smash him to a pulp with her enchanted sword, the only sort of mix that would damage them, let alone kill them, she’s heard. Aoline undoes the shackle around Cooking Minion’s neck, and he suddenly lightens up. 
 
    “Why, thank you!” he says, turning about to quickly get to work, “What do you want?”  
 
    “Eh, something good, a-and quick,” she orders as she takes a seat on the ground next to the other two minions. Cooking Minion bows. 
 
    “Most certainly; just give me a bit and I’ll set you up with the greatest food you’ve ever eaten. Why, you might become as fat as useless as-” 
 
    “I swear,” Combat Minion snaps coldly. 
 
    “Yeah, bite me, Combat Minion. At least I’ve actually contributed to the group dynamic, you dweeb, no one’ll make a t-shirt outta your ugly ass.” Cooking Minion says with a wry, white smile as he begins shuffling through the cabinets for cooking ingredients. Combat Minion begins visibly huffing in anger, mouth opening wide enough to comfortably fit Cooking Minion’s head. 
 
    “You! ... Youuu-” 
 
    “Are the most useful and versatile member in the group? Yes, thank you, Combat Minion. Say, how about a song?” Cooking Minion says, quite appreciating the freedom to offend his comrade without worry. Combat Minion snaps his large jaws at Cooking Minion, whose almost finished gathering ingredients.   
 
    “Ohhhhh, so good to be useful~ What a joy, every day, it is, in every way, to not be a fat and useless brat, like Coooooombat Miniiiionnnnn~” Cooking Minion sings chipperly, quickly receiving a stare of death from Combat Minion, and a look of humor from Aoline; who really does find his serenade strangely charming. 
 
    “Just you wait, Cooking Minion. Your time will come,” Combat Minion threatens in a tone Cooking Minion doesn’t like all that much. It is at this moment that Cooking Minion decides he will humiliate Combat Minion by single-handedly freeing all three of them; thus proving him the superior. 
 
    “Oh, alright, whatever you say, Combrat Minion,” the cook says with a wry grin as he prepares various vessels for cooking. At this, Cooking Minion hums a little tune as he gets to work, heating water and preparing the meats, vegetables, and spices. Aoline sits quietly by Combat and Magic Minions, holding tight to the chains. Eventually, enough time passes that she realizes the uniqueness of the opportunity she’s been given; speaking to minions of the cruel High Overlord himself; she could learn anything about Order’s nemesis, and thus more secrets of Order! 
 
    She clears her throat nonchalantly. “So, tell me, minions of evil,” Aoline says, trying to retain at least a little coolness in front of her prisoners. The two chained minions look over, and Cooking Minion answers “yes?” as he continues practicing his delicious craft. 
 
    “What’s Chaos like? Not saying that I don’t know him, of course, just on a personal level, I mean,” she asks, trying not to appear too curious. Cooking Minion hums in thought, and answers as he mixes and tastes. 
 
    “On a personal level, my dear?” 
 
    “Don’t call me that, ... and yes,” Aoline with a raised brow. 
 
    “Terrifying badass.” 
 
    “Unbelievably terrifying badass.” 
 
    “Kind of sexy, but in a terrifying way,” Cooking, Combat, and Magic Minions answer respectively. Aoline chuckles, hearing Magic Minion’s unexpected compliment of the dark lord. Cooking Minion shoots Magic Minion a quick glance the moment he realizes that she is attempting to support the escape through what may be persuasion, rather than trickery. 
 
    “How’s that? I guess evil attracts more evil, eh?” Aoline asks, turning to Magic Minion. Combat Minion sighs and rolls his glowing white eyes. 
 
    “Well, I suppose it depends on what you find attractive. What are your thoughts on a person that holds limitless power, confidence, intelligence, and riches, his only drawback being … erm, ... occasional memory problems?” Magic Minion asks. 
 
    “Occasional, funny,” Combat Minion repeats dryly. 
 
    Aoline rubs her chin a moment in thought; she’s never considered someone evil as having any ability to be attractive. “Huh ... you know, actually that- ... no, no it’s too weird, he’s the High Overlord!” Aoline says, waving a hand dismissively. She delivers this thought in a rather elated tone, however, signaling to Magic and Cooking Minion that she’s actually open to this sort of manipulation. Magic Minion smiles, the first time Aoline’s see her do so. 
 
    “It’s not weird at all. Overlord Chaos rightfully holds the hearts of all his followers. He’s quite kind if you give him the chance, but he demands authority, and I think those two reasons are why everyone likes him so much,” Magic Minion says. 
 
    “Right, definitely not the fact that he’d sma-” 
 
    “You know, I could really use some help, miss slave-mistress. Mind letting Magic Minion out of those chains and having her help? It’d be really useful,” Cooking Minion says over Combat Minion. Combat Minion grumbles as Aoline quickly sharpens her gaze. 
 
    “No, but nice try. I’ll help you,” she says with a completely satisfied gaze, seeing through what she presumes is treachery on Cooking Minion’s part. She gets up and steps to the counter that cooking Minion is standing on. 
 
    “Oh, of course! If that’s what makes your feel most comfortable, go right ahead! Please whip this up for me,” Cooking Minion says with a smile as he hands a large bowl over to Aoline. The knightess begins drilling through the liquid the best she can, and she laxly turns back to look over to Magic Minion. 
 
    “So, authority’s what you find so charming about him?” Aoline asks. 
 
    She nods. “Among his many other very fine traits, yes. I’d love you to meet him.” 
 
    “Heh, maybe when Order and I deal his final blow, sure,” Aoline says with an ambitious, superior smile. Magic Minion huffs. 
 
    “I think your view would be drastically changed if you just met him. He’s the greatest overlord to ever live, you know.” 
 
    Aoline nods smugly. “Oh, I’m sure.” 
 
    “No, really! You’d be surprised how much better life is being a minion! I was a human like you, once.” 
 
    “Uh huh,” Aoline murmurs sarcastically as she focuses in on the whipping; it’s tougher than she thought. 
 
    “I’m not kidding. You’re fed five square meals a day, you have unrestricted access to Chaos” entire magical library of well over 12,000 tomes, and you have the mentorship and leadership of the most intelligent creature alive. I can’t see why anyone wouldn’t love that,” Magic Minion says, slyly hitting on all the right points. Just as she starts huffing from the arm-work Aoline stops in thought. 
 
    “Really?” Aoline asks. 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “She speaks the truth. There’s also internet.” Magic and Cooking Minion say respectively. Aoline switches arms. 
 
    “Internet?” She asks with an uneven tone. 
 
    Cooking Minion grins. “It’s pretty cool. Pretty sure it’s some type of magic aura that he stole from some other dimension. Basically it’s for accessing entertainment archives. He continues to drain internet from their realm even now in order to put on movies for us minions. He’d do anything for us.” 
 
    “So, what kind of stuff do you do at the tower?” Aoline asks. 
 
    “I cook for the Overlord and eat all I want.” 
 
    “Sit around and study magic.” 
 
    “Chill out,” the three of the Minions say. Aoline hums. 
 
    “Huh, so do you ever do any ... real work?” she says. 
 
    “Ha, of course we do. When The Overlord calls, everyone comes running. It’s a great life, but one must be ready to serve the Overlord any time he requests, which can be either once a minute or yearly, depending on the job,” Combat Minion says, cross-legged on the floor. 
 
    “Yearly?” 
 
    “Yeah. For example Chaos rarely calls on Operator Minions, so they usually just spend their time making fun of other Minions for not being Operator Minions- the assholes,” Combat Minion grunts with a scowl. 
 
    “They’re an unpleasant bunch, everyone hates them,” Magic Minion says, thinking of all the times she’s spotted them lying about playing Omni-DeckTM, chess, and whatever else holds their fascination at the present time. 
 
    “Yeah, except Scout Minion,” Combat Minion says. “She’s pretty coo-” 
 
    “Don’t say that name in my presence!” Cooking Minion screams at Combat Minion as he brandishes a wooden spoon like a shiv. 
 
    Aoline cuts through Combat Minion’s laughter as she speaks up. “Interesting. So why don’t you guys become Operator Minions?” she asks as she changes arms again. The three infected by the essence of Chaos share a quick laugh, Cooking Minion lightening up instantly. 
 
    “We’re not overlords, regrettably. The more essence Chaos spends to enslave you, the stronger and smarter you’ll be in most cases, like a magnification of your previous abilities. Chaos would use the same amount of essence engulfing an Overlord to make a super badass killing machine as he would to turn me into a better cook, which basically is what I am. Basically, he could make any three of us strong, smart, and agile enough to be Operator Minions, he’d just have to spend about five times as much of his essence on us to get us to that point. You understand?” Cooking Minion says as he flips about the sauce pan that’s half his size. 
 
    Aoline squints in thought. “Essence… The black and white stuff?” she asks, making sure she’s on the same page. Cooking Minion slyly fires a glance over to Magic Minion, which she quickly returns with glee. 
 
    “That’s right. You could surpass Royal Knight Order in a day if he so chose ... hmm,” Cooking Minion says. 
 
    “What’s the matter?” Aoline asks. 
 
    “Looks like you’re having some trouble stirring. Is it tiring?” Cooking Minion asks. 
 
    “It really is. Had no idea it was this hard!” 
 
    “Yup, perhaps Magic Minion could help out. She definitely wouldn’t get tired,” Cooking Minion says, squinting his eye just a bit in a very Chaos-like manner. Aoline pauses a moment, and shrugs, remembering how easily Order defeated the three minions in the golden swamp. 
 
    “Yeah, alright,” she says with a confidant smile, making a quick hand-gesture to remove the shackle using magic.   
 
    Magic Minion stretches her freed neck about a moment, exaggerating her relief in front of Combat Minion, who’s still chained like a dog. “Thank you. The whipping, then?” Magic Minion asks. Cooking Minion nods as Magic Minion takes the bowl and stirring tool from Aoline. 
 
    “That’s right. Thanks,” Cooking Minion says with a gleeful, victorious smile. Aoline steps back over to Combat Minion, to keep an eye on both of the freed Minions to make sure they don’t do anything treacherous. She doesn’t see it, but Cooking Minion makes an incredibly light gesture that only Combat Minion picks up on. He’s a brutish enough creature, but he’s pretty observant when the situation calls. 
 
    “Feel better?” Cooking Minion asks Aoline. Magic Minion’s grin widens comically as she watches, from the corner of her eye, Combat Minion raise a leg behind Aoline. The knight nods. 
 
    “I do, thank you!” she says with a polite smile, being set under the impression that perhaps Minions of Chaos really aren’t all that bad. Cooking Minion puts down the sauce pan, and looks straight at her with an enthused, condescending expression. 
 
    “Well that’s nice, and how’s your head?” he asks. Aoline looks at him a bit strangely, completely unaware of Combat Minion’s solid heel hovering directly over her head. 
 
    “Eh, fine, why would you. Heh, wait, you don’t actually think you could beat me down in a fight, do you?” she asks with a confidant smile. Magic Minion cracks up in laughter and turns to look Aoline in the eyes. 
 
    “Oh no, not us, per se,” she says mockingly. Aoline stares at the two for a moment, and just as the thought enters her head who they might be referring to, she is overcome with the weighted force of Combat Minion’s foot down upon her head. She falls to her knees, and then on her face, completely unconscious. 
 
    “Well done, Combat Minion.” 
 
    “Yeah, not half bad I guess. Sorry about earlier, I suppose,” the Magic and Cooking Minions say with congratulatory gestures. Combat Minion scoffs, and with a quick snap, pulls the chain group off from the table that Aoline so-foolishly set it to. 
 
    “Thanks. Not bad yourselves. Got to say as much as I dislike you, Cook, you’re pretty good with that tongue of yours,” Combat Minion says with a straight, respectable nod. 
 
    “Oh my, gentlemen, please,” Magic Minion interjects with a lewd tone, causing the two male Minions to reel in shock. 
 
    “G-gross!” Cooking Minion spits in disgust. 
 
    “That’s not what I meant! Idiot! Ah-he-anyway, let’s get out of here and report back. He’ll be happy to hear The High Tea really is happening soon,” Combat Minion says with a degraded scowl. Magic Minion chuckles under her breath, and nods. 
 
    “Right, let’s be off,” she says as she and Combat Minion start for the door to the main hall. Cooking Minion hops down from the counter and starts for the door, but stops when he passes Aoline. 
 
    “Hey, should we bring the girl?” the cook asks. Combat Minion shrugs. 
 
    “If you’ll carry her. I’m sure Chaos would be thrilled,” he says, not in the mood to carry an unconscious person all the miles back to the hidden tower where they’ll make the jump to one of the main towers. Cooking Minion looks over Aoline, sighs, and does his best to pick her up. Augmented by Chaos’ essence, she’s not hard at all for the small Minion to pick up, and carry over to the other two. 
 
    “Ready!” he says with a peppy tone. Combat Minion rolls his glowing white eyes, and quietly opens the door. 
 
    At the other side of the door is Law, instantly locking onto the three with a stern, hawk-like gaze, and Dresmond, plethora of knives at th ready. 
 
    “Going somewhere, are we?” Law asks with his mace close at hand. The two smaller minions let out various cries of shock, diving away from the door, barely missing Law’s authoritative kick through the doors into the kitchen. Combat Minion quickly regains his footing to face the two knights as Magic Minion gains a few meters for spells and Cooking Minion rushes away with Aoline to take off for a few miles, if he can. 
 
    Combat Minion takes the initiative to attack, throwing a rock-shattering punch at Law, quickly dodged and returned with the shaft of Law’s mace to the face. To the side Dresmond flows with water-like grace past the two fighters to towards Magic Minion. The matches made, the four engage. 
 
    With a fierce tackle, Combat Minion rushes at Law’s neck. Law only needs to raise his left arm to thwart Combat’s attempt and send the Chaos-servant into the wall. Pinning Combat Minion, Law drops his mace with a thud to strike at his face, forcing his plate gauntlet into his target’s teeth with crushing strength. Combat Minion bites into the gauntlet with his Chaos-augmented jaws, quickly skewing the armor and digging into Law’s scales. Law won’t have that. With a display of gargantuan strength, Law tears the caught metal from his hand, freeing it from Combat Minion’s teeth, the Dragon-Kin then delivers one last punch into Combat Minion’s face, this time with enough force to break through the blacker-than-pitch exoskeleton and cause fierce injuries. Head crushed and white essence spewing out, Combat Minion falls to his side, unconscious. 
 
    Law turns to Dresmond, who is being strangled by Magic Minion in a wrestling match he was fool-hardy enough to challenge her in. Magic Minion quickly realizes Combat Minion’s lost his fight, and seeing Law hurdle over to her like an angry train, she naturally attempts to rise up and dodge the strike. She does not expect Dresmond to put all of his force in keeping her close, however.  Slowed by the weight of the young knight, Magic Minion is tackled to the ground by Law, who promptly gets up and lets down his heavy boot into her face, breaking through her exoskeleton in the same manner as Combat Minion. She jolts at the shock of her innards being compromised, and then loses consciousness as her mortal white spews across the dragon-kin’s boot. Law offers Dresmond his hand, and brings the young knight to his feet. 
 
    “Not bad, Dresmond,” the dragon-kin says, surveying the area for more enemies. Dresmond coughs and wheezes a bit, but regains normal breathing only a moment after. 
 
    “Thank you, Rayull. I had no idea even his minions were that strong,” he says. 
 
    “Yeah, you should see what he can do ... Say, weren’t there three of them?” Law asks. Upon saying that, Law can hear a quiet squeak of terror coming from over behind the far counter. 
 
    “The counter,” Dresmond states quickly, slowly approaching the mysterious squeaking kitchen island with Rayull. 
 
    “Eh, uh, yes! The counter! Magic Counter of Death Doom! Overlord Counter’s my name; lord of the ultimate ... uh, counter attack! How can I help you weaklings?” the counter speaks out in a voice suspiciously similar to that of Cooking Minion’s. 
 
    “How about you turn yourself in, Mr. Overlord,” Law says, clubbing his hand with his mace, rather like a bat. The counter squeals in horror. 
 
    “Uh, no, no I think that’s pretty unnecessary, considering there’s no way you could ever dream to beat- oh, crap,” the counter says as if it had suddenly noticed an unconscious girl waking up. 
 
    “Ow! My head! You!” Another counter-bound voice says as Dresmond and Law quicken their step to reveal Overlord Counter’s mysterious identity. Amidst the sounds of discomfort and punches being thrown, the two knights come to find Aoline, with a notable red mark on her forehead, dealing the knock-out blow to Cooking Minion. Aoline gets up to her feet, rubbing the mark with a long scowl. 
 
    “Are you alright?” Law asks blandly. 
 
    Aoline nods with a pain-racked expression on her face. “Yeah, yeah I’m fine. They’re a tricky bunch.” 
 
    “For certain. How did two of them get out of the shackles?” Law asks as he picks up the small Cooking Minion and throws him over to the pile of other defeated minions. Aoline inhales sharply through her teeth, aptly forgetting the pain on her head in sight of the pain on her self-image. 
 
    “Eh, well, you see ... it’s really the funniest things that they were-” 
 
    “This is going to look super good on your after-action report,” Law cuts, sharply looking forward, away from Aoline. She sighs, and nods. 
 
    “Y-yes sir, won’t happen again,” she says, looking away to ensure a lack of eye-contact. 
 
    “Good, now you two go to bed. I’ll reset the shackles and keep an eye on ‘em tonight,” Law says with a grim tone, gathering up the unconscious minions to restrain them with the chains. Dresmond promptly salutes, and then Aoline quickly after. 
 
    “Thank you, sir. Good night. I’ll be hitting the pub before I lay down,” Dresmond says. 
 
    “Thank you, sir,” Aoline mutters with a defeated tone. 
 
    At that, the two younger knights leave the tall dragon-kin, and go about the night. Law forgoes a trip to the tavern and keeps a straight eye on the minions who will, once they regenerate their bodies, likely attempt another escape. Aoline locates her designated bed and crashes into its inviting comfort at a second’s notice. Dresmond stays up, the war and the invisible enemy soldiers that lurk about at the corners of his eyes still weighing heavily on his mind. Elsewhere, a certain knight titled Love is having an even more-eventful night. 
 
      
 
      
 
    

 
 
   
  
 


 Chapter Thirteen: A Love for the Impossible Realm 
 
    Overlooking a great, horrific chasm is Love, armed with nothing but her bow, Worldloss, and her centuries of experience with this place that so few have walked. Standing upon a complex parabola, she carefully observes the movement in the insane canyon below. 
 
    All below her are equations, impossible creatures, and sentient somethings that could not exist in any other realm; at least, in her knowledge of things, which would best be described as wide, but misty. With a calm expression she surveys the land down under, seemingly-limitless abysses of chaos and confusion, swirling about like a great blender of possibility. The realms of the physical and the spirit, the brutish and the noble, the living and the inanimate, the yes and the no, all meet here in this space, meshing out of their defined orders. 
 
    Love spots at the edge of her vision a necromancer being placed into an enormous oven by the element Oxygen, among the most pretentious of the gaseous nobility. Guarding nearby is the concept of readiness and something not yet invented, called a man bun. She slides down the ridge, steps across a faint field of flowery quips, and then hops out of the carriage. In the most impossible way she can, she approaches the three under the gaze of more armies of nonsense. 
 
    “Cheerio, chaps,” Love begins, quickly adjusting to their probable style of speaking. 
 
    “Day,” the man bun says. 
 
    “Save tha’ queen,” the concept of readiness says with a bow. 
 
    “An’ you, gov’na. Whatcha’ bakin’?” she asks. 
 
    “Some squibble that thought it good t’have himself a lil’ chuckle on th’ entry mount. We’ll show ‘em. Almost knocked ‘is block off but we thought’a cook ‘em ‘stead. ‘E’ll make a fine puddy. That right?”  Internet asks Oxygen. 
 
    “Wot?”  Oxygen says, too busy looking at the gigantic temperature knob to pay attention. 
 
    “Tha’ squibble.” 
 
    “Aye, wot uf’em?” 
 
    “ ’E’ll be a puddy?” 
 
    “Oh! Aye, a fine puddy,” Oxygen agrees with a half-existent nod. Love crosses her arms and hums. 
 
    “Not’sa sure about that, gov’,” she interjects. 
 
    “Eh?” Oxygen grunts. 
 
    “I could get y’somethin’ better I reckon.” 
 
    “Eh?” 
 
    “Swear on me mum,” Love says, swearing distinctively upon her maternal figure. Oxygen looks over to the man-bun, and looks back. 
 
    “What’a might that be?” Oxygen asks, skeptically crossing its protons. Love smiles, nods, and begins shuffling through her many layers of clothing. She was never much of one for wearing armor; simply not enough compartments and pockets for her. 
 
    She pulls out a stuffed bear, and displays it clearly like a legendary artifact. 
 
    “This’n?” she asks. 
 
    “Smells like oldness,” Readiness comments. 
 
    “I prefer the term ‘ancienticity’,” she replies with her usual calm tone. Readiness looks over to Oxygen. 
 
    “Ancienticity is pretty good f’a puddy, aye?” 
 
    “Aye, ‘spose so, but not enough to feed th’whol’uv’us. Wot els’a got?” Oxygen says, taking the bear and signaling the man bun to stop heating up the oven. Love searches her belongings again, and pulls out a card. 
 
    “So wot? Sa’bloody card,” Internet says. 
 
    “Yes, but it’s an ace, and the suit is spades,” Love says with a diplomatic tone. Readiness gasps. 
 
    “Ohh! The rarest o’em all. Eh, Oxy?” 
 
    “Yeh that’ll be tasty. One more thing like that n’it’ll be gold, lass,” the leader of the three says as it takes the card and places the bear on top of it. Love searches about her person some more, and a look of slight concern crosses her features. She pulls out a magic gem, glowing with a wintery radiance. 
 
    “Crysta’ of th’ Cold World?  Pretty big stuff with them’s elite magi-” Love is cut off over the sounds of disgust and displeasure from the three somethings surrounding her. 
 
    “Gross. Yeh got somethin’ else?” Oxygen says with a displeased scowl. Love goes through again, and pulls out an enchanted knife. 
 
    “Shiv of the s-” 
 
    “Humans, I tell ya’ two, c’n eva’ follo’ through wit’ter ‘romsies,” Readiness says with an indignant nod. Oxygen shrugs. 
 
    “True. Ya’ got anythin’a else? Ya’ know, of value?” it asks, pushing its face against Love’s. Meeo, under the impression she has one last try, pulls out her ace in the hole. 
 
    “My bow, WorldLoss.”  
 
    “Ehhh, I ‘unno, la-” 
 
    “Oh, it’s very dear to me. It was given to me by Reinen’s king before we lost him and Reinen split into all the Western Kingdoms. It was him that taught me that items are only tools that a person shouldn’t miss, because a newer, better tool is always on the way to help you with newer, bigger problems. After I gave him my old bow, he gave me this one, and it’s served me faithfully for thousands of years. However, if you really want it, I would gladly gi-” 
 
    “A SENSICAL CREATURE IN OUR REALM, EH?” booms a voice from far away. The four look aside to see a great, nonsensical shadow-figure, spiraling over them. Love sighs, and enters a fletching stance. 
 
    “Oh, why hello there,” Love greets, bow readied, but lowered to appear less threatening. 
 
    “AHH, LOVE! MY MOST PRIZED PREY! FOR WHAT REASON HAVE YOU STUMBLED INTO THIS LAND? ANOTHER OF YOUR LAUGHABLE TEA PARTIES, NO DOUBT!” 
 
    “Mmm, actually no, not this time. I’m here to get this necromancer out of this oven here. Once I’ve gotten it I will leave promptly, if you’d allow me, m’lord,” Love says with a polite nod of the head. The tall figure, now flushing the colors of Fall through its body, laughs cruelly.  
 
    “IT’S BEEN TOO LONG SINCE I’VE TASTED THE FLESH OF A HUMAN. I’D GLADLY RELEASE THE NECROMANCER WERE YOU TO BE COOKED IN ITS STEAD!” 
 
    “I’m afraid that’s quite impossible. I need to bring it back personally and make sure it doesn’t escape.” 
 
    “THEN I’LL JUST TAKE YOU NOW, THEN!” 
 
    “Oh, you’re so bothersome, you anomaly. Isn’t there any way we could figure this out with civility?” 
 
    “... IT IS POSSIBLE, BUT ONLY IF YOU RECONSIDER MY OFFER TO BECOME MY BRI-” 
 
    Love winces. “I certainly will not reconsider, you something or other.” 
 
    “VERY WELL! THAT’S LORD SOMETHING TO YOU! IF I SHANT HAVE MY ONLY HUMAN COUNTER PART, THEN NONE SHOULD EXIST! MEET DEATH!” the towering enigma screams as it raises its great arms forward. 
 
    Love begins firing off arrows at “Lord Something” while casting a spell under her breath. Something is able to nullify most of the bolts, but is struck in the forehead with one, knocking him forward three inches, due to the nonsensical physical attributes of the realm.  Just as Something grasps for Love, she finishes her spell. 
 
    “Hal Coy,” she says with a light smile, releasing her gravity spell.  As she expected, the spell has the opposite effect, and rather than creating a condensing space that pulls in all around it, it instead repulses. The three whatever-you-call-thems, the oven, and Lord Something are all forced away as Love leaps through the air and latches onto the flying oven. Politely knocking, the oven opens for her to free the necromancer. The moment an escape is offered, the necromancer leaps up from its hot prison, only to have a string tied around its metallic pinkie finger by Love with practiced speed. She knows well that these sorts of things will only work until she can get it outside of Everlock, then things will be back to normal. 
 
    With a tiny hop, she flies through the air with fairy-like grace, trailing along the necromancer, who is flapping in the air like paper. Almost to the entry mount, with the other side of Everlock lazily standing guard, Love hums with a sort of elation rare for her, basking in the victory of yet another successful incursion into the realm of the impossible. However, Lord Something has different plans. 
 
    With a snap of his tall, dark fingers, Love is overcome with a distinctively unprogressive feeling, as if she weren’t even moving. She looks down to her feet, and notes they’re still going, but when she looks up to Everlock she sees she’s not getting any nearer, almost like there is distance being created as she tries to reach the door. Only a second passes and now Love feels as though she is not only not going to where she intends, but backwards! With a quick clasp, Lord Something catches the back-wards moving Love and her necromancer in his great hand. 
 
    “LOOKS LIKE I WIN. LAST CHANCE! THE ONLY PEOPLE I’VE SEEN LIVE COMFORTABLY HERE ARE YOU AND THAT CHAOS PERSON, AND I SURE AS PURGATORY AM NOT INTERESTED IN HIM. THERE IS NO BEING IN ANY DIMENSION AS WHIMSICAL AS YOU, AS LOVELY AS YOU. WILL YOU NOT RECONSIDER?” Lord Something says, body changing between seasons. Love turns her head to the side. 
 
    “I feel that would be inappropriate. I ... Pardon, good something, did you say Chaos?” she says with a look of surprise. 
 
    Lord Something squints his leaves in surprise. “YES, HE GOES FOR WALKS AROUND THE INSANITY GARDENS AT LEAST ONCE A DAY NOW- THE PEST. HE USES A SPECIALLY-ENCHANTED DOOR LIKE YOUR OWN TO COME HERE TO RUN AROUND AND LOOK FOR THINGS HE FINDS INTERESTING. I SUPPOSE IT WAS A LIE SAYING YOU ARE THE MOST WHIMSICAL, AS HE CAN BE ANYTHING HE WANTS WHEN HE’S INSANE ENOUGH, BUT YOU A-” 
 
    “I suppose that is true,” she interrupts, “Well, I think you should put me down now.” 
 
    “ON THE CONTRARY, THIS IS THE LAST TIME YOU WILL EVER BE PICKED UP! SAY YOUR PRAYERS TO YOUR OMNIVERSE GOD. YOU AND YOUR NECROMANCER ARE DEAD!” Lord Something says, a great wildfire raging across his visage. The Lord of the Anomalies opens his jaws large enough to accommodate a house, and dangles Love by the leg over his abyssal throat. The necromancer flips up and clings to her, doing its best not to lose its grip and fall into Lord Something’s gaping maw. Love stares into the Lord’s jaws, seeing the great, impossible horror inside. With only a second of consideration, she snaps her fingers in realization. 
 
    “Oh um, before you eat us,” she says with pillow softness. Lord Something pulls her and the necromancer away. 
 
    “YES?” 
 
    “When would you say Chaos is around??” 
 
    “USUALLY ONCE A DAY OR SO, AS I SAID. HE TENDS TO HANG ABOUT UNTIL HE SPOTS ME. HE’S QUITE THE NASTY ONE, APPARENTLY UNDER THE IMPRESSION THAT I HAVE SOME MAGIC TREASURE DOWN MY GUT OR SOMETHING. WHAT A PRUDE, AM I RIGHT?” 
 
    “Oh, that so?” 
 
    “RIGHT, BUT HE HAS TROUBLE NOW BECAUSE I FOUND OUT HE WOULD LOCATE ME BY LAUGHING. AS I AM THE LORD OF NONSENSE, I’VE FOUND THAT MY LAUGHING FUN TENDS TO PASS THE TIME MUCH FASTER THAN USUAL, SO ANY TIME I CHUCKLE HE’S WAY CLOSER THAN BEFORE. I LAUGH A LOT, YOU MUST UNDERSTAND. BEST TIME, TOO, AS HE JUST GETS FASTER AND FASTER ON IT. SO UNTIL HE STOPS COMING AROUND I’M TRYING TO KEEP MYSELF FROM JOKES,” Lord Something explains. Love’s expression sharpens to almost normal-person levels of seriousness, and then back to her usual whimsy. “Time flies when having fun” she remembers. 
 
    “Oh my, ‘time flies when you’re having fun,’ I suppose. So what kind of laugh?  Could you show me?” 
 
    “OF COURSE NOT! HA! FOOLISH HUMAN! THAT WOULD BRING HIM RIGHT HERE!” 
 
    “I really am curious. Couldn’t you just laugh a little?” 
 
    “HAHAHA! FOOLISHLY FOOLISH FOOL! I WILL DO NO SUCH THING! HA! JUST THE THOUGHT OF ...-” Lord Something stops his speech, realizing that Love has played off of his pompous attitude to cause him to laugh, at the thought of being tricked into laughing. Lord Something looks around to ensure the High Overlord is nowhere to be seen. 
 
    “Whatever is the matter?” Love asks with an honest, wide-eyed gaze as she spots a very blacker-than-pitch figure soaring down in the sky above. She realizes that a few “HA!”s was all that was needed to save her from Lord Something, and perhaps doom her at the hand of the great Overlord. 
 
    “QUIET, YOU KNOW WELL WHAT THE MATTER IS. YOU TREATCHEROUS LITTLE SQUIBBLE, I’LL SHOW YOU THE PRICE OF DEFYING ME!” 
 
    “Really?” Love asks, watching the black figure soar down through the square-shaped clouds. 
 
    “I’M GOING TO EAT YOU. I WOULD CONSIDER THAT PRETTY PRICY.” 
 
    “Oh, bother, you really shouldn’t.” 
 
    “OH? WHY’S THAT?” Love looses a rare scoff from between her lips hearing his response. 
 
    “You’re going to be so busy running, I don’t think I would sit well in you,” Love says, giving him a lovely smile. Lord Something looks at her with bewilderment, but then, at the edge of his hearing, he picks up something that sounds like the maniacal, violent laughter of a certain Ultimate High Overlord. 
 
    “CABBAGES!”  Something yells as he trembles in shock. 
 
    “On the bright side, it’s fine exercise!” Love chipperly says as Lord Something decides to get his revenge and rush away all at the same time. 
 
    Lord Something, displaying a violent thunder storm, leans into a quick stride and bolts across the lands as Chaos descends like a falling star over his target. Lord something widens his jaws, looking up to take guesses at Chaos’ falling trajectory; as it’s commonly held that Chaos kills a good many people in fights just by landing on them. With a quick gulp, Lord Something tosses Meeo and the necromancer into his abyssal maw, sending them to a realm of nothingness. Freed from Something’s hands, Love quickly fires a bolt into the side of his throat as they descend, but it bounces right back, glancing her in the left side. With enough time for one more before they enter his quasi-dimensional stomach, she fires one the opposite-ways, right toward her chest, and this time it does exactly what she wants. With a quick grasp, Love catches the great arrow and hangs tight, the necromancer in turn hanging on to her by the thread. 
 
    Outside, the sky-bound figure speaks. Though he is soft and calmly-spoken, his voice is powerful enough for the entire realm to hear by the authority he carries alone. 
 
    “Going somewhere, are we?” the commanding voice sounds off the moment before its owner falls right in front of Lord Something, much in the style of a meteor impacting a planet.  As the assailant is intentionally using weight-reduction magic, it serves him precisely as he intended, giving all the attributes of heavy weight in the true world. Lord Something scowls and coughs while Love hangs inside of his throat. 
 
    “YOU ... BEGONE! I’LL DESTROY YOU EASILY!” the whatever lord threatens, stamping his foot forward threateningly. The challenger, the High Overlord himself, immediately takes this to mean that Lord Something is afraid, and is bluffing to deter him; he takes offence to this. 
 
    "Oh my. Could it be you are implying I can be frightened by the likes of you? How utterly laughable. Now, surrender your treasure or die- this is my command!” Chaos orders, reaching inside of his jaws to pull out what seems to be a fishing rod, his weapon of choice in negative space. Lord Something cringes at the sight of the completely-normal fishing stick, as great and mighty as an enchanted blade in the real realms. 
 
    “I’M WARNING YOU! I HAVE POWER BEYOND YOUR WILDEST-” 
 
    “I have no interest in your childish prostrations. Should you remain uncompliant, I will silence you early,” Chaos interrupts, brandishing his fishing pole, promptly shutting up the master of uncertainty. Lord Something turns and dashes away, failing wildly. “Hmm, I rather expected you to respond that way, so be it,” the Overlord says as he pulls from his person an apple with a bit of scribbling on it. Lord Something stops in his tracks, looking behind himself just enough to spot the red, devilish gleam of an ultimate weapon in negative space: an apple, autographed by an orange which never existed. Of course, anything existent interacted on by something non-existent is generally considered pretty scary anywhere, but in even more so in negative space. 
 
    Lord Something mutters senselessly. “YOU, HOW DID YOU?” 
 
    “I did a tad of non-research and this suddenly came to me. I must say, it was far more difficult than I imagined finding a non-existent sentient orange; why, if you had asked me last week I would have denied the existence of such things, but then again I was still partially correct, as they do not. Now, I believe it would be in your best interests were to kindly surrender your treasure to me. I will allow you ten seconds before I start peeling this,” Chaos says with a wide, victorious grin. Lord something trembles at the thought of absolute half-oblivion, and after a second of thought, realizes he is actually in a perfect position to deceive his hunter. 
 
    Inside Lord Something’s mouth trench, Love and the necromancer observe the throat around them widening just a bit, and are then promptly shot out from his mouth. 
 
    “VERY WELL, OVERLORD. HERE ARE MY TREASURES!” Lord Something says, raising his hands in surrender. Love and the necromancer behold the sharp, tall visage of Chaos, his antennae perking high. The One and Forever True Overlord looks over the two, and hums inquisitively as they look at him in turn. 
 
    He is a tall, human-like creature, but with a blacker-than-pitch, light absorbing body, not a single feature or shade to be found amidst his beastly physique; more of a silhouette than anything. There is an exception; however. His eyes and jaws are of a fierce, glowing white, shining in any darkness. His perfect black and white body is like an impressionistic representation of calligraphy- if calligraphy were alive and evil, that is. There is something about him simultaneously terrifying, but beautiful. Love can’t quite place it, but she always feels a great mix of disgust and longing when she looks upon him: the greatest and most wanted target in all the realms. 
 
    “These two are treasures? They are alive…. I was not expecting them to be alive,” Chaos says with a light smile. 
 
    “YES, WELL THERE YOU HAVE IT. GOODBYE,” Lord Something says as he promptly walks away, doing his best to look calm while still getting as much distance between Chaos and himself as he can. The overlord smiles, and puts away the apple and fishing pole into his throat for safe-keeping. 
 
    “So be it. Good day,” Chaos says with a polite nod as he steps up to his treasure. 
 
    “Why, hello there,” Love says, keeping the necromancer from moving its arms and attacking by giving it a tight hug that proves to be awkward for both of them. Chaos tilts his head a bit to the side and squints an eye in humor. 
 
    “Hello there, treasures. Should you be unaware of the recent events, it turns out that your previous master has surrendered you both to me. As I am now your dark master, you may call me ‘Overlord’, ‘sir’, ‘Greatest and Chiefest of Calamities’, one of my other titles, whom you may ask Title Minion to retrieve the entire list for you, or just ‘Roy’; I will allow you to speak to me frankly and honestly, as long as it is done with respect and courtesy. Do you understand?” Chaos says, standing over the two on the ground. Love thinks a moment, and nods. 
 
    “Why yes, I do, but I’m curious; why would you want us to call you ‘Roy’? It’s not even a title, is it?” Love asks. Chaos offers his hand, and Love take it, promptly pulling the two of them to their feet. 
 
    “In all honesty I do not know, however it rolls off the tongue well. A natural feeling, if you will,” he says with a grin. 
 
    “Oh, I understand. We all have names we like, I suppose. I once went through a phase in which I went by the name Yeuwlwic; you can imagine that people had trouble adjusting,” Love says. 
 
    Chaos nods in full understanding. “Indeed.” 
 
    “But there is a slight problem with your ownership over us,” Love says as the necromancer does its very best to break the small string the two of them are connected by. 
 
    “Truly?” 
 
    “Yes, you see ...  I have a very important errand to run which would include me disposing of this necromancer here. If you would be so kind to let me go for just a bit, I would gladly return once I’ve finished my business.” 
 
    Chaos’ features instantly darken in realization. “Oh, one of my treasures is a necromancer? The one you are tied to?” 
 
    “That’s right.” 
 
    “Hmm, yes, I suppose it does look pretty object ... ish. Very well, I trust you, my minion-treasure, mind you are not a Treasure Minion; that is a rank that must be earned. For now you are simply my minion, who also happens to be a treasure, rather than one of my minions that looks after my treasures. Do not keep me long! I understand many seem to look at me as someone with horrible memory problems, but I cannot remember that ever being a matter, and thusly they must be wrong. So be on your way and remember to look out for any of those Royal Knights of the High Kingdom of Reinen; they’re a nasty bunch, and their name sounds foolish as well.” 
 
    Love smiles. “Oh, certainly. Thank you so much for your understanding, my overlord. I think it’s worth saying though, I think they usually just go by ‘The Royal Knights’ now, considering Reinen’s been abandoned for a long while now, at least a thousand years considering the magic field’s been gone for around that time.” 
 
    “That so? Quite knowledgeable, minion treasure. I must say I underestimated your knowledge of the ancient world. Just how old are you, if I may ask?” 
 
    “Now sir, you must understand it’s considered rude to ask a lady your age. Please allow me to be mysterious.” 
 
    His antennae perk up in shock. “Oh, I was unaware that you were a female treasure. My apologies.” 
 
    “No need, you as my overlord may insist that I tell you, and I will do so gladly if you so demand,” Love says with a wide, humoring smile and half-curtsey.  
 
    He holds up his hand in gentile fashion. “No, that will be quite unnecessary, though I do appreciate your willing loyalty. All aside, I do have further business today, so I will be on my way,” Chaos says as he points up to a door high up on a rainbow cloud. “The way to my tower is through that door. Can you go there without problem?” 
 
    “Yes, and I will do so soon. Thank you, my overlord.” 
 
    “Excellent. Goodbye, my two minions. May your souls ever be controlled within their proper bounds,” Chaos says with a nod before he steps up and gives Love a warm embrace. Love, now quite wide eyed being hugged by the arch-nemesis of the knights, hums gently in surprise. 
 
    “T-thank you, may your strength last as long as your life,” she says as Chaos releases her. At that, the High Overlord turns and leaps up at least a hundred meters up to the cloud holding his door; he then gives one final wave, and enters his door. 
 
    Love puffs out air, as if to laugh. 
 
    With the necromancer securely tied about her pinkie, she turn’s Everlock’s great brass knob. 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter Fourteen: Counter-Interrogation 
 
    Love steps out from her beloved door back into Liefholn keep. In the next moment she seizes the necromancer by the neck and gives it an entirely-threatening expression that quickly causes the mass of flesh, objects, and what-so-have you to understand that an attempt at escape would be a less than preferable survival strategy at the current time. She grasps the door, and pushes it into one of her pocket dimensions.  Looking about, Love spots two guards in the royal lounge. The two share a glance, and then walk up. 
 
    “Happy sappy salutations, Lassly. You must be the lovely lady that went to retrieve the Bad Sad Deadguymad,” the left guard, an elf, says with a curling smile. Love takes this to mean “Hello, madam. You must be the woman that set out to re-capture the necromancer,” and nods. 
 
    “That’s me; have it right here,” she says with a nod. The right guard, a spook, squats up and down in a terrifying, no-nonsense manner. Of course, no matter how seriously the spook squats, he still looks unbelievably cute. 
 
    “Us with come. Fairies to bring,” it says with a scary glare and a musical rhythm. Love, finding the spook far too adorable to find fearsome at all, nods again and follows the two. 
 
    Love is led by the two guards into a large domed room with beds lined up in a circular fashion along a central pillar. This is the royal sleeping chambers, holding the beds of the king, queen, their one child, and their most valued guests. Lying about and still delivering casual chit chat, just in a different setting, is Order, Pitch, and Tylvania dressed in their evening attires.  Order is the first to spot the three approaching, and quickly puts aside her wine onto her bedside table and gets up to greet Love. Ranalie embraces Meeo, even with the necromancer bound up right next to them. 
 
    “You made it!” Order exclaims with a look of disbelief in her elated white eyes. Love hums. 
 
    “Well yes, I suppose most of myself is still here with me- I think that’s safe to say. You would be surprised just how close it was by the end of it all; I’ll have to tell you all about it sometime. That said I have the necromancer here,” she says, tugging on the string as if it were a little pup. “Would you be willing to interrogate it now?” Meeo asks, looking over Order’s wistful nightgown, lent to her by Tylvania. Order looks over to Pitch, who then looks over to Tylvania, who promptly shakes her head. Pitch shrugs. 
 
    “I suppose there’s no reason not to wait until tomorrow. As long as we keep a hand on it everything should be fine,” Order says with a relaxed smile. 
 
    The necromancer laughs, sounding more like quiet, animal-like breathing than anything else. The group decides to ignore the necromancer’s outburst as most of them have never heard a necromancer laugh, thinking it’s just coughing, and the others do not necessarily care to know its thoughts at the moment. Love nods. 
 
    “Oh I suppose that’s fair enough. Would it be better for me to go ahead and talk to it? I could have the word by morning, and with the necromancer it should be enough proof to ease the pretty fairies, right?” Love says, again offering her services with a smile. Order grins, glad to have her along. 
 
    “That’s a good idea, but it’s late, and I’m certain it won’t be able to escape with all the guards, not to mention Law, keeping an eye on the halls. Are you sure?” 
 
    “Hmm, how long have I been gone?” 
 
    “A few hours.” 
 
    “That so?” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “In my time it couldn’t have even been twenty minutes. How ponderable,” Love says, raising a short laugh from Order. 
 
    “You know how other places work, not every plane follows Omniverse time.” 
 
    “Very true, Ranalie; enjoy your dreamtime. I think it would be in everyone’s best interest to go ahead though. I have this handled.” 
 
    “Eh, thanks, you too, Meeo; and yes, I suppose either way will work. Up to you,” Order says with a relieved smile. 
 
    At that, Love asks one of the guards for directions, is given such, and then turns from the group with a bow of the head. She leads the necromancer to a private room with a table and two chairs, and sits down opposite to it. By this point the necromancer is being very cooperative, and has a completely different, almost confident disposition. 
 
    From her person Love takes out a nice little note pad and rainbowy pen and clears her throat with the grace of a white crane raising her foot from the water. 
 
    “Right, here you are. I suppose you would be the sort that would rather write than speak, so here’s a little pen and paper for you. Are you ready?” Love asks as she pushes forth the rainbow pen and cat-themed stationary. The necromancer, a cloaked amalgamation of mysterious horror, looks over the stationary shaped like a fluffy mainecoon with its dead, lifeless mask and picks up its writing utensil with a white, skeletal hand from its cloak. It promptly writes a check mark, and flips it to show Love, who smiles in response.
“Oh, very good. Now, I’d like to ask you about the recent murders that happened here. A few fairies and elves and such, you know, those were the ones that died, and it seems that one of the assailants was without a doubt one of your buddies.”  The necromancer begins crafting its response in ridged, wild handwriting, appearing like the branches of dead trees that reach out for the living. 
 
    “I am aware,” the necromancer writes. Love nods. 
 
    “Neat. So do you know why?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Mhmm, so why-” Love halts her question, being interrupted by long, much louder laugh from the necromancer. It continues on for a moment, finding something so hilarious that it concerns its interrogator. She tilts her head a bit to the side, and is about to ask a question when the necromancer writes again. 
 
    “Go on,” it writes. Love pauses a moment, nods and smiles, and then speaks. 
 
    “Well, I suppose I was going to ask what is so funny to you, necro-person?” she asks with a wide, cloudy gaze. 
 
    “You knights do not know how well the cards have been played. We’ve won.” 
 
    Love hums in thought. “Is that so?” 
 
    “Yes, I was laughing because I just received word.” 
 
    “Word from whom?” 
 
    “My fellows of the everlasting existence.” 
 
    “Well isn’t that nice. I suppose they care about you, then?” 
 
    “As one limitless creature to the other, we feel great pain when one of our own is destroyed.” 
 
    “Hmm, well it’s always good to have some friends that can relate to you then. So, what did they say?” 
 
    “I’m shocked none of you have noticed their activity. I was notified that two of my kin have stolen into this palace and spirited away two of your resting knightlings,” the necromancer writes. Love reads over the note, and looks back up to the necromancer with pool-like serenity. Though she seems calm, the necromancer hears a rise in the volume of her breath. 
 
    “Where are they now?” 
 
    “They are awaiting their deconstructions by our lord’s command,” it writes, “deconstruction” being the term necromancers use for when they tear creatures to get at their singular, sortable parts. 
 
    “Oa ... it’s near?” 
 
    “Very near. I would show you where our lord is if you are willing to cooperate,” the necromancer writes, underlining “willing to cooperate” two times right as it finishes. Love thinks a moment and then smiles back. 
 
    “I would be interested in cooperating, but one question, if I may,” she says with an amiable, friendly nod. The necromancer laughs and writes a quick question mark. 
 
    “How do I know that you’re not just fibbing to make me go check on them so that you can escape?” 
 
    “Fortunately, my kin tell me they were interrogated before they were knocked unconscious. The male’s name is Lain and the female Aoline. Lain is from Kanvane, who studied in Ragnivan in the fiel-” 
 
    “Well, I suppose that’s enough, I believe you. I will follow,” Love interrupts lightly. The necromancer nods, and regrips its pen. 
 
    “You will tell no one, bring no one, only the two of us; we leave immediately,” it says. Love nods. 
 
    “So be it, let’s be on our way,” she says as she gets up from her chair. The necromancer draws a smiley face to show its pleasure towards the situation, and follows her to leave. Love and the necromancer make the turn to the final hallway, only to find an obstacle. 
 
    Standing stoically in the warm night air is Law, watching the three bound minions as they grumble to each other and occasionally trade jabs. To most his expression would seem blank and responsible, but Love knows very well that this is the face he makes when he’s down about something. Usually there’s at least a glint of humor in his eyes, but there is no joy to be found. 
 
    Love thinks a moment on how to pass him, and then carefully casts her selected spell. She takes the hand of the necromancer, and it promptly disappears from sight. Leading it by the hand, she approaches Law, meaning to pass. 
 
    “Good evening,” Love greets. Law looks over, and his gaze quickly lightens up. 
 
    “You’re back. I’m- ... When did you return?” 
 
    “Just a few minutes ago, but I’ve been given another assignment so I’ll be heading out again.” 
 
    “... Really?” 
 
    “Yes. Is everything fine on your end?” Law looks over to the side. 
 
    “Well yeah. Apparently Aoline le- well, it’s nothing really, just a little trouble with these Minions here. Listen, I need to, I guess, say I’m sorry.” 
 
    “For what?” 
 
    “You know. I just ... I thought I’d fixed that part of me.” 
 
    “Well I’m still improving too, so we can be sorry together.” 
 
    “It didn’t hurt, did it?” Law says, looking aside.  
 
    “Yes, it hurt,” Love says with a snide smile. 
 
    “Ah, wel-” 
 
    “But I don’t mind, as the honor of raising such a fine young lad as yourself is more than worth the price.” 
 
    “…Thank you, Meeo.” 
 
    “Oh, Hosy, no one’s around that would care.” 
 
    “F-fine ... mother,” Rayull says, with an awkward tone. This quickly raises a laugh from cooking Minion and snickers from the other two; the moment Law begins to turn his head to the three they silence themselves. 
 
    “There we go. Now I’ll just be on my way. I suppose I’ll see you in a bitty bye,” Love says with a smile and a nod. Law grins. 
 
    “Yeah, see you,” the dragon kin says in a way Love finds altogether lovely. With a casual wave off she leaves, feeling secure in her deception. 
 
    “Oh, what exactly is this mission by the way?” Rayull asks, stopping Love before she gets to the keep doors. 
 
    “Some top secret recon, so don’t you tell anyone, alright?” Love says. Law huffs. 
 
    “Come on, like the minions are going to rat to Chaos?” 
 
    “I suppose you’re right. Okay; Order wants a bottle of Wist White,” Love says, issuing another round of snickers from the Minions. 
 
    “I should have known. Is she usually like this?” 
 
    “Usually worse,” Love says with a secretive coo. Law clears his throat, and looks about as if embarrassed. 
 
    “Well, alright. I guess whatever works for her ... I love you,” he adds, watching the Minions in the corner of his vision. Love smiles, nods back, and exits the castle with the concealed necromancer. The necromancer now takes the lead, and draws her through the quiet nighttime streets, and then into the woods. 
 
    Everyone in the Fairland keep is at ease, unaware of the danger, but it seems for Love that her night is only just beginning. 
 
      
 
      
 
    

 
 
   
  
 


 Chapter Fifteen: A Bad Deal 
 
    Well out of sight from any chance onlooker, Love lifts the veiling magic off the necromancer and it continues to lead her through the thick woods to the North. The walk is fairly long in the dark, thirty minutes, and afterwards the two reach a long clearing. Love notes a distinctive drop in temperature as they step out into the field, and there is an eerie feeling about the atmosphere. 
 
    She’s experienced enough to know death has a scent, and this place is rife with it. 
 
    The two of them step out a good ways, and then the feel of the ground changes. It sounds like the duo is walking on piles of sticks, rather than earth. Love can still feel some soft grass under her shoes, but it’s only placed there to fool the absent minded. The necromancer steps to a certain spot on these boards, and waves a hand. 
 
    Slowly, creakingly, a hatch made of crude wicker and sticks opens by itself. The necromancer steps aside and points down. It’s pitch black below. Love stares a moment, says “okay” and descends. The hatch closes behind her in the darkness. 
 
    The next thing she feels is the invisible grasp of the necromancer’s abyss-home, the conjoined magic influences of all of the necromancers combined, attempting unsettle her. The hallway lights up to reveal spiraling, nightmarish passageways, hewn roughly with foliage, wood, and the occasional strip of sinew. Even though she’s alone, she can feel the breaths of thousands upon her, all attempting to weigh her down and push her off her game. All around her she hears moans, cries, and the lightest hints of intelligible speech through the thick walls. It’s as if she’s stepped into a nightmare, in which nothing makes sense except for the terror of one’s environment, and the threat of the unknown, slowly bearing its teeth for the kill. Her calm disposition is steadily cracking, her eyes widening to alertness and teeth clenched securely to focus herself on her task; and then, it speaks. 
 
    “COME DOWN,” its voice forcing up through floor after floor of madness. To Meeo, its voice sounds like a weapon being strewn through a corpse without mercy, each syllable being yet another agonizing laceration. Meeo checks to make sure her feet are on the floor, and then sets off down the most illuminated hallway; the others are dimly lit, to appear non-existent to provide clear direction to the deepest pit of the abode. Through the godless lair Love walks, past the screaming of the glowing symbols, objects, and spirits surrounding her. She descends the first floor successfully, entering into another layer of insanities. Love is overcome with a feeling of assailment as she goes down the next hallway, composed of objects and items. It is as if she is being searched and inspected by an army of hands, scoping out everything up to her very soul, what they must surely desire most from her. She hears music as she passes various doors and openings, filled with noises both arcane and terrible; the sounds all blend into a cacophony of weight, each note accommodating another with incredible accuracy, as if harmonic in their discord. Love does her best to hold her mind to her task and ignore the atmosphere, but even then she cannot ignore when the necromancers pile on layer after layer of confusion and fear. She’s certain they’re attempting to break her before she gets to it; they must need her for something, and that’s why they’re trying to dull her sense of reality— to cloud her judgment. 
 
    She pushes to the end of the second hallway and descends. The unintelligible speech sharpens into coherence; it is a thousand voices, singing: “The dead will return by the hands of the first,” again and again. The blackened chorus goes on and on, never stopping as Love forces each foot forward with direct, intense focus. The entire structure about her, even the air, is vibrating violently as she descends another hallway. She feels something soft under her and realizes that its flesh. The entire hallway is human matter. As the floor writhes and tangles at her every step, she forces herself down yet another floor, the volume of the singing increasing, and any light decreasing. Floor after floor she descends, meeting new horrors by the droves, finally to the ultimate floor. Everything is pitch black. The singing by this point sounds, and feels, as though its coming from every direction, both from around her and from her core. She stumbles across the hallway, ignoring the ear-shatteringly-loud voices in the darkness and pushing on to the final door, very old and made in archaic fashion. 
 
    Suddenly the singing stops, and the atmosphere returns to normal; not quite the right word, more like the feeling one has right after waking up from a nightmare, and wondering if it’s over; a dreadful anticipation. 
 
    This room is cold, large, and quiet. At the edge of her vision she can see something moving, just out of what she can recognize as a figure. The enormous silhouette breathes, and Love can feel a long, icy breeze come forth. What looks like not just a forest, but a massacre, and a ruined building all twisted together heaves forward, raising its head to inspect its guest. The hideous amalgamation of matters, masked with the fashioned skull of a great forest spirit looks over Love with a saneless, soul-devouring gaze. 
 
    “HEAR MY WORDS,” Oa, who is both first child of Ohkiij and the first of the necromancers, speaks with its masses of stolen vocal chords. Love can hear the voices of men, women, young and old in Oa’s voice, torn from the throats of thousands. 
 
    Love, usually a calm and collected kind of woman, the kind that sees a person’s demeanor as half of their value, is shaken to her core. Tremors run through her body as she looks upon the defier of death and mincer of millions. The shame in it all is that she knew already she’d meet Oa, here and in this way, and yet she doesn’t feel ready for it. She takes a moment to control the shivers running down her spine, takes a breath of icy air, and speaks herself. 
 
    “Very well,” with only a slight uneasiness in her tone. Love can hear the eerie laugher of a thousand stolen voices gurgling from Oa’s long, thick throat. 
 
    “AS YOU KNOW, I HAVE STOLEN SOME ONES DEAR TO YOU AND OTHERS LIKE YOU. I WILL RETURN THEM, UNHARMED, SHOULD YOU COMPLY TO MY WISHES,” Oa says, the stench of dirt and blood permeating each word. 
 
    “I would have presumed as much. Whatever could it be that you’d want?” 
 
    “I DESIRE TO STEP INTO THE FAIRY’S HOME, SLAY THE KING AND QUEEN, AND BE THE GUEST AT THE HIGH TEA MYSELF. YOU WILL WITHDRAW YOUR KNIGHTS, BE IT THROUGH ORDERS OR DECEPTION, AND I WILL STRIKE IN THE NIGHT. IN RETURN, I WILL GIVE YOU BACK YOUR TWO FLESHLINGS, AND YOU WILL HAVE MY WORD THAT I WILL BE A LONG FRIEND OF THE KNIGHTS. WE HAVE FOUGHT LONG, AND WE DESIRE NOT ITS CONTINUATION. WHAT SAY YOU?” Oa says, each syllable emitting a nauseating quake vibrating through Meeo’s body. Love does not respond, and Oa reaches forward a hand from the darkness; judging by the angle of its arm in regards to its face, Love imagines Oa to be well larger than a tower. 
 
    In Oa’s giant hand woven from metal, flesh, and foliage, lies Aoline and Lain, unconscious and in their natural bearings. Love spots over the hearts of both of them is a magical seal burnt in right below the left breast. “TO ENSURE YOUR COOPERATION I HAVE TAKEN THE LIBERTY TO CHANNEL ONE OF MY OWN GREAT SPELLS UPON THEIR HEARTS. SHOULD I DISCOVER ANY KNIGHT AT THE FAIRY PALACE TOMORROW, I WILL ACTIVATE THE SPELL, AND THEY WILL LOSE THEIR LIVES, ALONG WITH ANY NEAR THEM; FOR A GREAT MAGIC EXPLOSION WILL DESTROY THEM ALL. I HAVE PERFECTED THESE SPELLS FOR YEARS, AND YOU CAN BE CERTAIN THAT ALL OF LIEFLAND WOULD BE BUT DUST SHOULD EVEN ONE OF THEM DISCHARGE. BE YOU DISOBEDIENT, YOU MAY AS WELL EXPECT MANY MORE DISAPPEARENCES OF YOUR KIND. NOW, YIELD TO MY WILL, AND DO AS I SAY,” Oa booms, plopping the two naked teenagers on the ground and forcing its masked face forward into Love’s. 
 
    Love, pondering the proposition, makes the uncomfortable realization that Oa’s mouth could accommodate about twenty of her. She pauses; simply staring into the dark purposeful eyes of the creature, and does her best to keep herself together. 
 
    “I suppose I could do that,” she says as calmly as she can. Oa smiles, not that Love can see its face, but she can hear the objects and flesh churning together from behind its mask. 
 
    “YOU WILL NOT REGRET THIS DECISION,” Oa says. Love nods. 
 
    “But I suppose it is worth asking. What do you intend to learn at The High Tea?” she says while looking over the walls of necromancers surrounding her, peeking just out of her vision. 
 
    “I HAVE WALKED THIS OMNIVERSE WE SHARE FOR MANY AN EON. I HAVE LEARNED HOW TO CHEAT, COMMAND, AND GIVE DEATH, BUT NOT HOW TO REVERSE IT. SHOULD I BE GIVEN KNOWLEDGE AT THE TEA, I SHALL REQUEST THESE METHODS. THEN FINALLY I CAN COMPLETE MY LIFE-LONG GOAL.” 
 
    “Oh, and what might that be?” 
 
    “YOU ARE SO CURIOUS?” 
 
    She nods. “If you do not mind.” 
 
    “I WILL TELL YOU NOT. YOU, A HUMAN OF EVEN THOUSANDS OF YEARS AGED CANNOT COMPREHEND THE MEANING AND IMPORTANCE OF MY MOTIVATIONS. SOON, I WILL HAVE BACK WHAT I HAVE DESIRED, AND WE CAN DIE THE WAY WE WERE MEANT TO,” Oa says. 
 
    Love thinks on its words, and gradually, a smile crosses her face. Suddenly she feels more comfortable in front of her enemy, as she sees there is still a shred of what it used to be inside of that wreckage of flesh and things. 
 
     “Hmm, Oa, were you a human once?” 
 
    “I WILL INDULGE NO QUESTIONS.” 
 
    “Oh, is that so? Even if you need me to get The Knights to leave so it’ll be easier for you? If you want me to cooperate, I feel I am at least owed some sort of discussion of things,” Love says, crossing her arms right in front of one of The Royal Knight’s greatest foes. Oa is quiet a moment as it looks over Love and then laughs, sending another wave of chills down her spine. 
 
    “YOU WILL DO AS I SAY BECAUSE I WILL KILL ALL OF YOU IF YOU DISOBEY ME.” 
 
    “I would imagine you would have done it by now if you were so confident.” Some of the necromancers shake or quiver at her words, disgusted in their failure of weakening her resolve and logic before she reached their master. There is a long, cold breath coming from the stolen skull of the nature spirit. 
 
    “... YOU SPEAK TRUTH,” Oa admits. 
 
    “I promise I’ll keep it a secret too- how’s that?” Love says, issuing another heart-freezing laugh from Oa. 
 
    “VERY WELL. I MUST SAY I TOO OFTEN UNDERESTIMATE THE CHARM OF THOSE FEW HUMANS; YOU SEEM TO BE OF THAT SORT. YAY, I WAS ONCE A BEARER OF COMMON SKIN, AND COMMON WAYS, BUT THIS WAS LONG BEFORE THE BIRTH OF EVEN YOUR DEAR LOST REINEN.” 
 
    “Quite a while then,” Love says with an arched brow. 
 
    “YES, I HAVE NOT COUNTED THE YEARS, BUT I BEAR AGE OVER MOST OF HUMANITY’S KINGDOMS.” 
 
    “I see, and if I may guess, the reason you want to the power of resurrection is to bring back someone?” 
 
    “YOU SPEAK TRUTH. INSIGHTFUL; YOU MUST HAVE A GOOD MIND.” 
 
    “Well, thank you,” she says as she dares draw forward as if to lean in with intrigue. “... a lady?” she adds. 
 
    “DO NOT GIVE HER SUCH A DISGRACEFUL TITLE. SHE WAS THE STARS OF THE SKY, AND THE LIGHT OF MY EXISTANCE. EVERY MOVEMENT SHE MADE TRANCENDED ALL PHYSICAL FACETS AND KNOCKED ON THE DOORS OF MY VERY SOUL. SHE WAS A GODDESS… my dear Wiy.” 
 
    “Pardon me then. So I suppose you liked this Wiy quite a lot?” 
 
    “What an understatement of understatements. Her simple being was the only light of my existence, and now her memory is all I have left. Wh- ...” Oa breathes a sigh, “I have not spoken of this with… anyone, for as long as I can remember.” 
 
    “It’s alright if you need time for the words.” 
 
    For the first time, Oa turns aside as if to glance somewhere, a very human, embarrassed movement. “SHE WILL BE WITH ME AGAIN SOON- MY DEAR WIY. WHAT’S LEFT OF MY MIND AS A MAN IS EXCITED BEYOND WORDS. I ... HA ... Humans are really peculiar. In my chest beats more than a hundred hearts, won from brave warrior and great mind alike, but not one has the strength to go on about this with you. Begone, do as I say, and your knights will be spared.” 
 
    “Oa,” Love says.  
 
    After a long silence, Oa sighs out a renewed gust of breath. “… WHAT IS THIS?” 
 
    “You understand that by killing Pitch and Tylvania, you will be taking their equivalents of Wiy from them. Don’t you think, perhaps for the good of the Omniverse as a whole, you-” 
 
    “I WILL NOT BE SWAYED BY YOUR WORDS. MY DECISION IS FINAL AND YOUR ULTIMATUM WILL LAST UNTIL YOU ACT UPON IT. MEASURED AGAINST MY WIY’S LOVE, THEY ARE LIKE A MURDERER AND A VICTIM. THE VALUE OF HER IS WORTH A THOUSAND OF THOSE SICKENING EXISTANCES. YOU WILL SPEAK NO MORE ON THIS. BEGONE.” At that, Love nods, bows politely and picks up the two kids wearing nothing. She turns to leave, and then turns back the moment she comes to the realization she would be forced to carry two nude teenagers through the public streets of Liefland. 
 
    “Certainly, but one last thing.” 
 
    “... YES?” 
 
    “Would you be so kind as to return their belongings? I understand you needed them in their ... hmm ... birthday suits to inspect them properly, but I feel it is now rather unnecessary,” Love says with a strange smirk. Oa waves his hand, and out of the dark a crowd of necromancers engulf Love and her two carried knights. A bit of shuffling of objects later and the two are back in their under-armor clothing. Love isn’t all that surprised they could clothe or de-clothe someone in a matter of seconds; they have had a lot of practice with specimens, she presumes. 
 
    “GOODBYE. YOU WILL NOT SEE ME AGAIN,” Oa says as Love turns about to leave again. The door opens for Love as she steps toward it, revealing a better-lit and far less paranoia-causing environment than the one Love had walked through to get here earlier. The entire environment has now changed to a comfortable, rustic abode, complete with crackling fire, book cases, and leather-bound chairs. Love has heard rumors about necromancers being incredibly adept at manipulating their lairs, though she never expected the structure of the rooms to change as well. She walks up the well-lit wooden stairway back up to the surface, just as she had left it. Love starts back for Liefland with a fair bit on her mind, among them a full certainty that the situation will be won over. 
 
      
 
      
 
    

 
 
   
  
 


 Chapter Sixteen: Bearings, Natural or Otherwise 
 
    The return-trek through the forest is easier for Love, the morning rays of Sun herself now peeping over the great western side, bathing the knight’s world with light. Meeo is about ten minutes away from Liefland’s entry statue when Aoline begins mumbling. Love stops a moment, feels a bit more stirring from the young knightess and slowly sets her down onto her own feet. 
 
    “W- ... good morning.” Aoline says drowsily, deciding to pay respect to her commanding officer before asking the obvious. Love smiles and nods, as if she had not just been given such a weighty decision to make. 
 
    “Yes, good morning, Aoline. Are you alright? Can you walk?” Love asks, still holding up a bit of Aoline’s weight. The girl replants her feet to the ground. 
 
    “Yeah  ... what happened? Where are we?” she asks. Love smiles. 
 
    “You and Lain here had an unfortunate run in with the necromancers. Everything will be explained in time, b-” 
 
    “Mmnm ... no ... please,” grumbles Lain, pulling himself from a dream. Love puts him down on his feet as well. He wearily opens his eyes, immediately directing a spiteful look towards Madame Sun. 
 
    “What the hell?” Lain mutters with a bitter scowl as he raises his arms to protect his eyes from the daylight. 
 
    “Good morning, I think.” 
 
    “Morning to you too, Lain.” Aoline and Love greet respectively. 
 
    “Oh uh ... yeah. What’s going on?” he asks, rubbing his eyes of various fairy dusts and sands. 
 
    “Hmm ... You and Aoline were captured by necromancers and the situation has taken a fairly bad turn. I’m sure you’re both dying to know what all went down, and I can tell you everything in time, but for now you need to give me some peace and quiet to think; your lives depend on it,” Love says as she gestures the two to come along with her. Lain draws back in surprise a moment and then just nods, too drowsy to ask further and quickly presuming Love has it all under control, but Aoline is set on finding out. 
 
    “Our lives?” Aoline asks. Love looks about in thought. 
 
    “Well, yes. It seems Oa, the first of the necromancers, has enchanted your bodies with a ... well, a spell that’s on your hearts.” 
 
    “What is it? Is it active now?” 
 
    “Oh, no. Just don’t worry and trust me to get you out of this, okay?” Love says amidst the chirping of the morning birds and bugs. Aoline thinks a moment, and nods too. 
 
    “Alright. I trust you. So it’s on our… hearts?” 
 
    “Yes, but keep it a secret for now,” Love instructs as the three step through the woods. Aoline hums in interest, and lightly pulls forward her under-armor paddings to take a peek at her chest. 
 
    Aoline stares blankly at the symbol for a moment, and then realizes something that makes her feel a bit uncomfortable. She looks up and sharpens her gaze a bit, waking up quickly. 
 
    “My bra is gone,” she says bluntly. Love shrugs. 
 
    “Oh, well maybe one of the necromancers liked you and th- ... mmm,” Love stops herself from joking around, when she realizes something the two younger knights have not; each one of them has a glove from the other’s sticking from their pockets; the necromancers must have mixed their clothing items. Love quickly begins drawing conclusions as Aoline gives a look of concern to the calmest of the knights. 
 
    “What’s the matter?” 
 
    “Oh, why, nothing at all. Now please, give me some time,” Love says, deciding to let the two of them realize later that they’re probably wearing one-another’s netherwears; she can’t be distracted by things as petty as wardrobe malfunctions right now. Aoline looks at Love a bit strangely, and shrugs. 
 
    “Yeah, alright,” Aoline says right before she quiets up. 
 
    The three return to the statue of the first fairy-queen, enter Liefland, and make their way to the keep. They are let in by the guards without problem and find Law, unwavering even after all these hours, keeping a close eye on the minions. He spots them the moment they enter the entry hall, and sighs in the most authoritative way he can. Love thinks he looks a bit stressed for some reason. 
 
    “Good morning, knights,” he begins, greeting them with the corner of his gaze.  
 
    “Why, good morning, Law. How are the minions?” Love asks with a sweet smile. 
 
    “The-” 
 
    “We can speak for ourselves, dragon-bastard,” Combat Minion says with a glowing scowl. 
 
    “I’m done with you!” Law shouts as he turns to the minions and raises his foot as if to begin smashing down into Combat Minion’s face. 
 
    “Bring it, trash. Let me go and I’ll take you seriously this time,” Combat Minion challenges, bracing to meet Law’s foot. The dragon-kin snorts out smoke from his nostrils, delivers to Combat Minion a murderous gaze, but recalls that Love is standing right next to him. He lowers his leg and regains his composure. 
 
    “An outburst of violence towards a disarmed prisoner would not reflect the values of my order. Though I’d gladly smash in your face again, you will have to wait,” Law says with a mild, condescending smile. Combat Minion groans in irritation and turns to Love. 
 
    “Please, make him stop. He just keeps staring at us and he’s so uninteresting! He hasn’t said a single tolerable thing all night. Can’t you ju-” 
 
    “Shut your hole, Combat Minion,” Cooking Minion interrupts “he’s been complaining all night about losing the fight with the dragon-boy. Can you like, relocate the two of them or something?” 
 
    Combat Minion shoves into Cooking Minion with all his weight. “You shut up, Cooking Minion! I think I’ve had enough of your-” 
 
    “Yo, Combrat Minion,” Magic Minion addresses with a weary gaze. Combat Minion instantly feels emasculated, his title being belittled by his respected team mate. 
 
    “Y-what?” 
 
    “Cooking Minion’s right. You need to shut up,” Magic Minion says with a bitter, tired gaze. Combat Minion mutters for a moment, scoffs, and then turns away from his chained comrades. After a slight pause, Law clears his throat. 
 
    “They’ve been fine, the small and the tall one have been resting about, but off and on I’ve been having trouble, as you see, with the big one. So how did your little operation go?” Law asks, sharpening his gaze onto Love. 
 
    The gears in Meeo’s head turn quickly. 
 
    “It went well. Found these two meandering about; you know,” Love says. 
 
    Law’s expression sharpens bitterly as he focuses in on the two young knights. “That so. Say, you two haven’t been up to anything ... objectionable in the eyes of the Chivalric Code, have you?” Aoline and Lain mutter a moment, and then Love clears her throat gently. 
 
    “Oh no, nothing like that, Law. You and your adolescent mind; I remember when I was that young.” 
 
    “Please, you’re kidding,” he growls. 
 
    “Oh you know I am. Anyway, is Order up yet?” 
 
    “She didn’t go to sleep to my knowledge ... and did you bring the Wist White for her?” 
 
    “They were all out. Hmm, so I suppose I’ll go ahead and- ... Oh, good morning, Ran!” Love says as she spots Order stepping though the inner halls. Order’s expression isn’t friendly; it’s her “actual serious” face. Love can always spot it when Order purses her lips and widens her eyes- The most telling, however, is when her eyes shine that powerful gold. 
 
      
 
    Over the years Order’s sense of humor has only become more and more vague and derelict, making the kinds of jokes that would cause even demons to blush. It had reached such a point of dryness, in fact, that she decided early in her career to use cosmetic magic to cause her eyes to change color based on her mood, as very, very often people she would converse with would misinterpret her sarcasm as seriousness. 
 
    Frankly, it was never a very good reason to Love, she thought there must have been some other purpose for the eyes. 
 
      
 
     “Meeo,” Order begins. 
 
    “Why yes, Ranalie?” 
 
    “You need to come with me.” 
 
    “Ahh, whatever for?” 
 
    “Gallin’s throwing a tantrum about the necromancer disappearing.” 
 
    “Oh, well I can’t really say I kn-” Love halts her speech, staring into those golden, heavy eyes. Love sighs abashedly, remembering again how perceptive her superior is. “Hrm, alright,” Love corrects, waving to the others. Order silently escorts Love off, leaving the three other knights with the minions. 
 
    “I wonder what happened,” Law says with a leading tone, trying to get the other two to fill him in on anything they might know. Law’s eyes lock onto the two with an iced, incriminating glare. 
 
    Cooking Minion begins boorishly inspecting the two teenagers, needing something new to think on, and notices something he finds humorous. He gently nudges Magic Minion, and motions with his head. Magic Minion looks over the two teenagers with her glowing, enchanted eyes, and scoffs lightly at first, but it begins to grow in decibel. 
 
    Lain looks over to Aoline, and the two share uncertain gazes; somehow they feel they shouldn’t tell anyone about what happened. 
 
    “I don’t-” 
 
    “HAHAHAHAHA-” Magic Minion laughs, raising another laugh from Cooking Minion in turn. Law sighs. 
 
    “What’s so funny? Do you think the necromancer’s escape is a joke?” he asks, grasping the two of them in his focused, draconic gaze. Magic Minion and Cooking Minion share another laugh at how serious Law is, considering that he’s unaware of Aoline and Lain’s current situation. Combat Minion looks over the two as if they’re crazy, but then also spots the two knights, and promptly sees through their attire with his magic eyes. He also begins chuckling. “You will tell me what you find so humorous!” Law demands, ensuing another joint guffaw from the minions, finding compound fun Law’s complete ignorance to the fact. Magic Minion, the best self-controlled of the three if only by an inch, addresses Aoline and Lain. 
 
    “So, are you two comfortable?” she asks with a wide, stupid smile. Aoline and Lain look at each other, and then the minion. 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah, why?” Aoline and Lain say respectively. Magic Minion puffs out air in humor again. 
 
    “Just wondering, what with your choice of intimates and all. I suppose if it works for you that’s perfectly fine!” she says with a mockingly-positive smile. Lain and Aoline yet again exchange an awkward glance; the two hadn’t noticed it until now, but something does feel off, and then they look at each-others pockets. They spot the mismatched gloves. Lain coughs, and looks about awkwardly. 
 
    “What makes you say-” Lain stops, hearing a sharp, horrified gasp from Aoline. She, as a more casual sort than Lain, did not hesitate to pull her pants to the side a bit and look down her side the moment she heard the comment about the underwear. The minions share another laugh. Lain sighs, and looks down the collar of his shirt with a face of absolute horror. A pink, cutesy bra is strapped about his chest. 
 
    As the laughing of the minions reaches a fever pitch, Law quickly catches on what the matter is, and snorts out smoke. Aoline’s face flushes red, while Lain’s quickly loses all color. 
 
    “So, that’s it then, you little perverts,” Law begins. 
 
    “W-w-wait please! It’s n-” 
 
    “Silence. No wonder Love found you two out. You were sexually fraternizing!” Law yells, interrupting Lain with a fiery roar. 
 
    By this point the three minions have melted into a single amalgamation of laughter. 
 
    “No! No! Not him! Never! I didn’t!” Aoline says, feeling like she’s about to faint. 
 
    “Might I recite the fifth point in chapter five of the Reinen Royal Guard Code?! Knights shall remain sexually chaste until discharge! You two humans make me sick! I can’t believe Redemption gave you this assignment!” Law says. Lain and Aoline can just barely hear the sound and heat of fire welling up in Law’s throat.  
 
    “You tell ‘em!” Magic Minion cheers as Cooking Minion begins hitting his head against the back of the wall. Lain promptly falls over, expecting his honored station as a knight, and all his years of training in the academy, are about to be wasted. Aoline inhales three breaths worth of air, and quickly speaks up. 
 
    “It was the necromancers!” she exclaims. Law’s gaze suddenly transforms from anger to confusion, and then contemplation, and then realization. 
 
    “... Aoline, Lain.” 
 
    “Yes?” Aoline responds, Lain still in shock on the floor. 
 
    “I can’t believe it ... You two were actually … They got your clothing mixed up, didn’t they?” 
 
    “Wh-what do you mean?” 
 
    “You know what I mean. Just what the hell happened this morning?!” Law says as he places his rock-hard gauntlet on Aoline’s shoulder. She thinks for a moment, and then sighs. 
 
    “Alright, I’ll tell you,” she says while Lain still convulses on the floor in terror. 
 
      
 
      
 
    

 
 
   
  
 


 Chapter Seventeen: Hands tied behind the back 
 
    Love is led by Order into the room of rule, Liefland’s various high-advisors sitting across the large round table and Pitch sitting with Tylvania at the places of highest honor.  Gallin, in the third-most authoritative chair, stares down Love with indignant focus as the other nobles and trade leaders pry her apart with pretentious gazes. Love and Order take two of the empty chairs on the defendant’s side, and Love begins. 
 
    “Ah, a court procession? Now what all is the matter today?” Love begins, quickly getting a strained sigh from Gallin. 
 
    “Ye know right well, lass,” he says, brow arched like a readied bow. 
 
    “Oh, I’m not quite sure what you mean,” Love says with a disarming, motherly smile. Pitch, looking pensive, speaks up. 
 
    “Fair Knightess. We thank thee with a whole heart for your actions under wise Moon’s gaze. You collected the child of the dead, and delivered it into our hands. We are convened this way for the sad reason of ... the possibility of you spiriting it out, verily. We hope you have the will and the heart to explain your position,” Pitch says with a concerned look. Love hums, thinks about the state of affairs, and then sighs. It looks like there’s no way around this one, but she can still try. 
 
    “I see. I’d gladly ... erm, give you the information you want, if I do in fact know anything helpful,” Meeo says with a calm nod. Gallin, sitting right next to Pitch, grumbles as he taps the table with his finger repeatedly. Order clears her throat and begins. 
 
    “Alright, please feel free to ask any questions you please, I’m confident as to my Knight’s honesty, and I will take full responsibility of her actions,” Order says outwardly. “Now then, if no one has any initial questions, I’ll go ahead and proceed for the events of last night. knight Love, where were you early this morning?” 
 
    “Hmm, what part of the morning?” Love asks, quickly winning another sigh from Gallin. 
 
    “Tell us about what happened after the fairy royalty and I last saw you,” Order clarifies. 
 
    “Ahh ... of course! I suppose ... hmm, I ...” Love pauses a moment and realizes there’s really nothing she can do. “I took the necromancer to be interrogated. It came out that Lain and Aoline had been kidnapped, and I could only get them back if I let the necromancer go,” she says, quickly ushering a rush of concerned whispers between table-holders as Gallin loose a long, victorious huff. So much for being secretive. 
 
    “Aha! You let the necromancer loose, under the impression that it’d return your comrade knights, eh?” Gallin says with a direct, threatening gaze. No one at the table stops Gallin, some disagreeing with his directness, but all interested in what Love has to say. 
 
    “Well, yes. They are here now, after all.” 
 
    “Is that so?!” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Well have them brought in!” commands Gallin to the guards at the side of the room. The spook and the elf salute and dash off to have the knights brought forth. 
 
    “Hmm, you know, I feel as though this is all a bit unnecessary. After all I went to their hideout. We could all just go there and- ... oh,” Love stops herself, realizing she has very-quickly backed herself into a corner. She’s more of a long-term planner than a short term tactician, she’s afraid- definitely not the most level head when things go awry. 
 
    “Ye know where they are, then? So, tell us!” Gallin demands with a victorious grin. 
 
    Love knows she can’t tell them, or she will have broken her word to Oa, and Lain and Aoline will be killed by its spell, along with anyone else around them; and if she explained the situation in full, Lain and Aoline would likely be banished or killed immediately, again activating the spell. Meeo takes a deep breath, and then faces the group. 
 
    “Ehem, well ... well I’m afraid I forgot! Such a shame!” she says with a sheepish smile, quickly breaking a sweat. 
 
    Everyone is quiet for a moment in disbelief. 
 
    “Swineshit!  You’ve sided with them! You want us dead!”  Gallin yells as he delivers a damning finger-point in her direction. Suddenly there is a rush of voices exchanging thoughts inside the room. 
 
    “Unheard of!” 
 
    “I can’t believe it!” 
 
    “T-the Knights have betrayed us!” are a few of the alarms spoken among the confused chorus. Order promptly rests her weight on the table, barely pulling the chair-member’s attention away from panic. 
 
    “Now wait a minute, everyone. Knight Love has not sided with necromancers! This is all obviously a big misunderstanding and will be cleared up once the two knights get here,” Order says, calming the group down, with the exception of Love, who has “read ahead” and can guess how bad this is about to become. The worst part comes right after, as Order glances to Love just a moment to give her a trusting, affirming gaze. 
 
    Only a moment passes of silence before the two knights are led in. 
 
    “Ahh, excellent, thank ye. Now you two ... hrm, what are your names?” Gallin asks. 
 
    “Lain Gainswold, sir,” Lain says with a wide gaze, still in shock from his chastisement a la Law. 
 
    “Aoline Rayworth, sir!” Aoline says right after, quickly forcing the possibility of her being booted from the knights to the back of her mind; she’s the kind of person that feels the actions of the present can quickly rewrite the past, as taught by her Ragnivanian parents. She’ll do her best to look like she’s worth keeping. 
 
    “Aye, so tell me: Were you two really kidnapped by necromancers?” Gallin asks. Lain looks over to Aoline, and she quickly blurts out her answer. 
 
    “Of course we were, sir!” she says with military straightness. Gallin chuckles. 
 
    “Are ye certain? Do you have any proof?” he asks with a straight forward gaze. Aoline clenches her teeth in thought. She’s never actually seen a necromancer before; Love just told her that’s what happened. She looks about, weighs the gazes laying on her, and clears her throat. 
 
    “Well, actually we d-” 
 
    “We don’t have any proof,” Lain says, slowly believing the untruth that Love had set this all up. Gallin grins amidst the fervent exchange of whispers between table members, as Love shrugs. 
 
    “This true, young human?” Gallin asks. 
 
    There is a pause. 
 
    “Yes, sir. A matter of fact we didn’t see a single necromancer. We both just woke up being carried by Knight Love,” Aoline admits. 
 
    At this very moment, a sharp chill of humiliation runs down Order’s spine. 
 
    “Aye, ahn there ye have it, everyone. Necromancer disappears, we know who did it, she tried to make an excuse. I don’t see a reason we should have this go on any longer,” Gallin explains amidst the room strangled with thoughts of betrayal. “Is that not true, Pitch, milord?” Gallin adds, giving the king of the fairy folk a leading glance. Both are well aware that if Pitch openly denies the most-obvious possibility in favor of The Knights, he will quickly lose face among the majority of his subjects, who like the idea of the majority of humans being cheating, lying, deceptive bags of inferior trash. Order quickly speaks up. 
 
    “That’s wrong! Love went into Everlock to retrieve the necromancer! Why would she let it go after she went through all of that?” she says with a direct gaze to Gallin. The Dwarf scoffs, as if it were the opinion of a child. 
 
    “To deceive us, of course! How else could we trust a necromancer to enter our home? It must have been a spy to collect information! What say you, milord?” Gallin says, again trying to get a response from the Fairy King. 
 
    Pitch shifts his eyes around the room, noting Order especially; her eyes are shining an enthused gold; she knows this is bad, but she doesn’t look like she’s about to give up. Regardless of what he thinks, unless he wants to start a real war between the fairy folk and the humans, his hands are tied for now. He looks over to Tylvania, who shrugs with royal lightness. 
 
    “I ... My heart is weary with all of these dark words directed to our very own knights ...-” 
 
    “But they’re not our knights, milord! They just pulled a necromancer from right under our noses! You know well there has not been a single account of Oa willingly giving back a stolen creature! Her story is riddled with holes! We should do to them what we do to all traitors of the crown of light!” Gallin says, quickly loosing a quiet sigh from Pitch. 
 
    Solemnly, the King of Leaves searches the eyes of the people around him for an answer, but locks again onto Order’s eyes. Very gently, she nods, giving her approval. 
 
    He swallows. “You speak ... truth, good Gallin. You are for true the most bellicose of my high fairies, and for that, you show us all the ... the grim deceit that has slighted our noble souls. Let the body of the knight, Love, be arrested, so her soul and motives may be better known. At that ... I will deliver my address to the fair folk on the early morrow, after the tea of the first realm-ones. Begone with her, bleed her of her knowledge, and trouble me no more with such bitter conduct. I rest,” says Pitch, Gallin quickly supporting his decision with a nod. Tylvania quickly follows Pitch to console him amidst the new uproar of chatter between the fairies in the room. 
 
    The two guards quickly present themselves in front of Love. 
 
    “Us with come. Dungeon to bring,” the Spook, by the name of Spinamus, says as he makes four authoritative squats. Love looks over to Order, who only returns her gaze with a blank gaze. 
 
    Love turns to the guards, smiles and goes along with them amidst the gazes of the fairy folk all around her.  The guards make certain to acquire both Everlock and Worldloss from her and bind her hands with magic cuffs, designed to cut off the mana-flow to one’s hands. 
 
    Love is led deep into Liefholn, into a cell made of the living bark of the structure itself- thought to be impenetrable by all but the greatest of creatures and blades. She is placed under the watch of Yeinwyll, a lesser ent said to be Liefland’s greatest, fiercest warrior, only lesser than the king and queen.  For the next several hours Order is left talking to the various members of the table, grilling Aoline and Lain again and again for any information, and attempting to get into the dungeon to speak to Love. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Eighteen: Ticking… 
 
    It now being around lunch time, Love is served a plate of herb-roasted fairy bread and criminal tea. The bread is perfectly fine, but considering criminal tea is supposed to be used to make criminals confess their wrong doings out of disgust, has been steeped way, way too long. Love thinks it smells like urine and, should being stabbed in the back by one’s inferiors have a taste, would likely be this.  She enjoys the bread, takes only one sip of the tea, and waits until there is a knock on the door at the entry to the dungeon. Yeinwyll sighs, puts aside the latest issue of “O.E.L. Archivist” magazine, obviously an import, and goes over to open the door. 
 
    At the other side is a tall, snooty-looking spirit, and Order, who quickly presents a writ of permission to speak to Love so long as the conversation is recorded by a scribe. Yeinwyll snorts out a breath of treeish air and steps aside. 
 
    Order is pulled up a chair by the lady ghost, and she readies her quill and paper to record their words. At first, Order simply stares into Love’s eyes, waiting for some sort of sign. All Love gazes back is honesty; Order knew she was innocent, but this only proves it more so to her. 
 
    “Meeo,” Order begins, starting off the ghost’s purplish ink, shining on its luminescent parchment. 
 
    “Well hello, Ranalie.” 
 
    “They’re very serious, Meeo. You know we were going to use that living necromancer as proof that they’re out for the fairies, and now that it’s gone, there’s no way they can explain it to the public in a way that would make them happy; they’re furious, Meeo, they want someone dead for this- justice served.” 
 
    Meeo’s smile doesn’t move as she nods with certainty. “Yes, I’m well aware.” 
 
    “And now the talk upstairs is that they’re going to blame us for this. If we don’t fix this problem, they’re going to execute you, or else they’ll declare war,” Order says with a sharp, white-eyed gaze. Love pauses a moment in thought and returns with an even wider smile than before. 
 
    “Is that so?” 
 
    “Yes, Meeo. If you can’t ... very carefully tell me what happened, they’re going to execute you by soil tomorrow during Pitch’s address. You need to tell me everything you know, do you understand me?” Order says, referring to the legendary Fairy-punishment of planting a live Crying Crillion seed in a person’s chest, causing a very slow, very painful death as the seed germinates, spreads roots, and kills the host over several days. 
 
    What the scribe does not take down is the very sudden twitch on Knight Love’s features when she imagines being given the same treatment she had read about in all of those infamous legends. 
 
    “Ahh ... oh my ... alright then, I’ll do my best to clear things up. Well, I interrogated the necromancer and, as I said, it communicated that it had agents that stole Lain and Aoline. It offered an exchange of, you know, prisoners, so I thought I might as well because ... well ... well you know me, Ranalie; I don’t want anyone to die if they don’t have to,” Love says, quickly receiving a sigh in return from Order. 
 
    “Is this really the truth?” 
 
    “Yes. Is something the matter?” 
 
    “Well, first of all, necromancers don’t know how to write. I’ve never heard of any of them communicating in the common language other than Oa, so there’s no way they would belie-” 
 
    “Well maybe they know how to write but just don’t,” Love says, connecting her gaze to Order’s as clearly as she can. Order presses a finger against her forehead. 
 
    “Yes, Meeo, I get that, but they don’t know you like I do. That, and also Gallin’s right. No one has ever heard of necromancers trading for human specimens ... they don’t care if one of their own dies. It just doesn’t make sense.” 
 
    “Ahh, well this is an exception.” 
 
    “... Is it?” 
 
    “Yes, you see, I me- ... hmm,” Love stops herself again, realizing that, because this conversation is not truly private, were she to reveal that she is in fact collaborating with Oa to save the lives of Aoline and Lain, that would only solidify her label as a traitor and a double agent. Love turns her gaze to the cell for a moment, ponders simply dying to save Lain and Aoline, but then thinks of the fairies, and all that will die should Oa succeed in its goal. It must be kept a secret. She can fix this. Not a soul needs to die- the question is, how will she do it? 
 
    Meeo turns back to Order.  
 
    “Ran, I can’t tell you that. If I told you what happened, things would go badly,” she says, giving Order a look of pity, a rare expression for her. Order inhales sharply. 
 
    “That’s not fair, Meeo. You can’t keep me in the dark like this. We’ve been friends for too long-” 
 
    “We haven’t spent all that much time together in the past few hundred years.” 
 
    “And that’s okay, Meeo. I still know who you are, and the Meeo I know would tell me anything. Is that not true?” 
 
    Meeos gaze trails off to the side of the cell. “It’s a life or death situation, Ranalie. There are many lives at stake, and perhaps ... perhaps were you to simply let me die, and you and the Knights were to ... hmm,” Love says, strained for the right words. 
 
    “No, this is a life or death situation, for you! Meeo, you’re my oldest friend, next to Redemption. Please, please tell me what happened! I don’t want ... Damn, I’ve really messed up this time, I should be in that cell, not you. It was my duty to ... Oh Meeo I’m so sorry.” 
 
    “Oh, you. Ranalie, You were just doing what your post requires of you. I was the one that acted out and got myself in trouble. I suppose I can tell you that the two were definitely, honestly captured by the necromancers and that I did trade the prisoner for them; but it’s a little more complex than that, and if I tell you everything, all of you will be in danger. The fairies won’t understand.” 
 
    “... That so?” Meeo smiles and her eyes squint bleakly. 
 
    “That is so.” 
 
    “... Okay, Meeo ... So, I guess this will be goodbye?” Order asks, reaching through the bars just a moment to reach Meeo’s hand. The two make contact for just a moment as Love rests against the tree-like bars. 
 
    “Hmm, possibly.” 
 
    “I won’t be there tomorrow. I couldn’t stand to see you ... you know.” 
 
    “I know. Simply ... should I somehow get the chance to speak to you privately before then, perhaps I can fill you in on everything. For now, however, I suppose there’s not much else to say.” 
 
    “... Alright. I’ll ... I’ll live for the two of us.” 
 
    “I would ask nothing less, Ranalie, now you enjoy your time with the fairies.” 
 
    “You know by this point that’s impossible ... All this in just a couple damn hours.” 
 
    “Oh, do your best. I hear the Liefland public spa is free for political ambassadors!” 
 
    “Meeo, please.” 
 
    “Hmm, alright. Goodbye, Ranalie.” Order sighs. 
 
    “I must say, I’m shocked. You seem so calm, even now... You’ve been a great friend ... Goodbye, Meeo,” Order says as the two hold hands a moment more, and then release. Eyes blue with sorrow, Order sits up from her chair, and leaves with the ghost, pad filled with dialogue for the table to look over the moment she can deliver it to them. 
 
    Meeo watches as Yeinwyll retakes his spot, gives her a slow look to make sure she understands she’s being watched and then he returns to his magazine. Meeo retakes a seat on the bed in her cell, and begins pondering how she could fix all of this. 
 
    When it comes down to it, she is really okay with dying, but she can’t give up here, not now. Should the necromancers invade, even if it is for Oa’s perfectly sensible-sounding goal, hundreds of fairies will be slaughtered. She needs to find some way to combat Oa, while being able to somehow educate the knights about the death seals placed on Aoline and Lain ... perhaps if Order cast a spell of concealment over them all; they could stay in the castle, Oa would enter, and seeing that there were no knights, release the spell so they could attack it. 
 
    ... 
 
    Wait, no- she doesn’t think that would work. Oa would not release the spell unless it needed all of its mana to battle Pitch and Tylvania ... and while they are far stronger than most, they still pale in comparison to Death’s Owner. The only way out of this that Love can see is if somehow she can both tell Order of the explosion-causing seals on the two lower knights and also find some way to defeat Oa, who will likely have all of the necromancers at its disposal for this attack. 
 
    Love ponders her escape attempt and then realizes she has everything she needs thanks to Everlock. As she begins to devise her plan, she also realizes that she can get the fighting force she needs. She knows where Chaos’ dimensional door is, just right up in the clouds. She can get to him, and somehow persuade him to help ... perhaps if she were to tell him about the High Tea, and that he can take it for himself, he would go down and defeat Oa, saving everyone. Perhaps he would take the seat to the High Tea, but Love feels it would be worth it to save everyone. She’ll need to find some way to persuade him that she’s truly friendly, however; he’s infamous for not only having terrible memory-loss, but also for being pretty much completely insane. He’s legendary for his inconsistency with people, after all, not that she’s all that worried. This time, she’s more sure than ever that she can talk her way out of anything she runs into. 
 
    She snaps her fingers and makes a covert, magical gesture. Even though the shackles are supposed to inhibit magic use, doesn’t mean that they work on a witch knight over three thousand years old; silly fairies. 
 
      
 
    

 
 
   
  
 


 Chapter Nineteen: Coming and Going 
 
    From the prisoner’s belongings bin hops out a small sheath. It’s the one that holds Everlock, which unknown to the fairies has been long-enchanted to be semi-sentient. Love often misplaces her dimensional sheath, so she set that enchantment on it so that she could simply call it to come bouncing its way over. Yeinwyll doesn’t notice until it is too late, and the sheath is now in Love’s hands. He quickly stumbles to his feet, ready to subdue the prisoner. 
 
    Sheath in grip, Meeo pulls out Everlock and sets it on the ground. The pretty door stands up by itself, calmly inviting visitors. As Yeinwyll rushes up to the cell, Love opens Everlock and waves goodbye. 
 
    “I’ll be right back,” she says with a smile as she steps through the door and closes it from behind. The ent reaches the cell just as the door is shut. Yeinwyll waves the cell’s rune key over the tree-made bars, causing the vines to move aside. He rushes in, opens the door, and is quickly met with a large group of mathematical equations playing rugby. He is tackled to the ground in the midst of the playing field, allowing Love enough time to grasp Yeinwyll’s key to her magic cuffs. She works through them in only a second, and her spells are restored. Before the ent can get back up, Love enters Everlock again, and closes it behind her; she’s certain a tough tree like him will be alright. 
 
    Back in the dungeon, Love stores Everlock back into her spare dimension and makes her way up into the common halls. 
 
    She’ll have to be stealthy to get the minions, but she’s certain it’ll be worth it. 
 
    Love reaches into one of her many pockets and pulls out a small slip of paper and a calligraphy brush, already wet and inked. She splashes out a rough depiction of an eye and tears the middle part of one of the sides to make two little legs. Meeo whispers a few words to the slip of paper, brushes it with her hand and, after a moment, it suddenly stands to attention. 
 
    The small paper golem bows astutely to its creator, hops out of her hand, and steps right out into the hallway. With the useful magical link she established with her little paper helper, she can see what it sees. 
 
    The paper golem spots no guards in the hallway, so Love steps out from the opening to the dungeon and allows the legged slip of paper to check the next group of halls. The Golem and Love enter a rhythm of the golem checking a hall, and then its master moving into it, ensuring Love is safe from the risk of being spotted were she to be peeking around corners. She spots a few guards, uses one spell or another to get past, and finally reaches the hall to the entry foyer, where Law is still guarding the minions with a sharp eye. Sitting next to him is Aoline; it seems that the five of them have loosed up a bit and are chatting. 
 
    “I can’t say I’m really a fan of that sort of music, but I do have a fair appreciation for more of his contemporary works,” Combat Minion grunts to Aoline. 
 
    “Huh, I’m surprised you know so much about him. How would you even listen to music, being a minion and all? I wouldn’t think you could get into concerts easily.” 
 
    “Ahh, amidst his travels, Chaos brings back little goodies, one of them called a ‘CD’ player.” 
 
    “Oh, I’ve heard of those. That high-tech music phonograph thing that the O.E.L. has?” 
 
    “Right; the sound quality is almost as good as hearing the real thing. He brings back all sorts of CDs and plays them for us from time to time. As most of us work little, the tower can get a little boring, you understand.” 
 
    “Right, except Combat Minion has horrible taste in music,” Cooking Minion says with a wry grin. 
 
    “Shut up, butt-ass. Your stupid folk music is barbaric and without real artistry,” Combat Minion returns with an angered gaze. 
 
    “Cute opinion, Combrat Minion. I wouldn’t expect you to understand the depth and cultural intricacies of folk if you can’t even cook a fish right.” 
 
    “I told you that was an accident! That was not my fau-” 
 
    “Quiet,” Law commands with a single word, instantly silencing the banter between the Minions. He hears the district sound of paper running in the hall; and only one person he knows of would be capable of that. 
 
      
 
    It’s worth noting here that the sound of animate paper moving on its own accord sounds fairly different to paper that is acted upon by exterior forces; less of a papery sound bending sound and more of a “pwik pwik” sort of noise- really king of cute when one thinks about it. Should one encounter any sort of animate paper golems that do not make a “pwik pwik” noise or some other equally-cute sound when traversing surfaces, there’s likely something wrong. Paper golems that do not make a “pwik” sound when running about are usually not charged with mana, but are rather the result of vampire trickery, or some other demonish magic that does not quite operate the way most magic schools are supposed to. 
 
      
 
    As Law turns his gaze, Love quickly commands the piece of paper to stand sideways to his face- appearing invisible. Aoline and the Minions however, at a different angle, can clearly see the little paper slip. The minions share a few sly gazes and nudge Aoline to act as if there’s nothing there. Hos’Rayull stares with an unwavering focus, right at the paper, for just a moment, and he turns to the others.  
 
    “Weird,” Law says with a suspicious tone. 
 
    “Yeah, wonder what that sound was?” Magic Minion says, doing her best to look as though she’s not finding this hilarious. Aoline stays quiet, and watches. There is a moment of silence, and then Cooking Minion speaks up. 
 
    “Right, well as I was saying. Combat Minion has pretty much no taste in music, Aoline. I get it that you both like the same bands and all, but that doesn’t make up for how shi-” 
 
    “pwik” 
 
    Hearing the paper golem step up a bit closer, Law is now completely sure of what he heard, and who would have put such a thing in motion. Law leaves a miserable sigh. 
 
    “Really great, Love. You know if the fairies realized you had a golem spying around the castle they’d probably blame us,” Law speaks out to the hallway. Love hums in the realization that she’s been found out and decides to just reveal herself. Meeo steps out into the hallway, and produces a cute, disarming wave of the hand. 
 
    “Why, hello,” Love says with a bow of the head. Law stares blankly for a moment, and then throws the palm of his hand into his face. 
 
    “Knight Love, what are you doing out of your cell?” 
 
    “I’ve come for the Minions. I have an idea.” 
 
    “S’that?” 
 
    “I’m going to use them for leverage to persuade Chaos to help with the necroma-” Love’s soft voice is instantly overpowered as Law and Cooking Minion both let loose ear-splitting laughs. 
 
    “Funny, Knight Love. I suppose over all the years it’s been since you’ve raised me, you’ve never lost your- ... You’re serious, aren’t you?” Law says, noting the focused, serious gaze of Love. 
 
    “I am, Rayull. I’m going to take them to Chaos.” 
 
    “Wait. But you don’t even know how to get to him!” 
 
    “I’ve found a way.” 
 
    “Wh- ... but, can you even hear yourself?  You’ll be murdered in a second! The moment he lays eyes on you!” 
 
    “I think I’ll do alright, Hosey. Things like this, it’s our job, after all,” Love says solemnly and with her seemingly-everlasting smile. There is a short pause, and then Law refocuses his gaze. 
 
    “No, this is wrong. Knights are supposed to adhere to the code of respect to the ways of the government. You need to go back into your cell.” 
 
    “Hosey, I’m going to tell you this in confidence, Oa’s going to enter Liefland tonight. It’s going to try and take the seat at the High Tea, but not before murdering the royal family.” Law pushes his hand to his chest as he looks aside, suddenly strapped for breath. 
 
    “... That ... That’s not our problem, Meeo. Rules are our life, it’s what sets us apart from these shitty fairies, most of the Western Kingdoms, actually.” 
 
    “Oh my, I don’t really have time for this, Hosey. It is our job. The rules that were laid out can have exceptions made. So please,” Love says, nodding her head gently. Law shakes his head in denial. 
 
    “That’s not true, King would not give us rules that he would not expect us to follow.” 
 
    “Do you really think King would stand idly by, following the ‘rules’ as innocents are endangered?” 
 
    “You ... That’s not a fair question; he would be above the law.” 
 
    “He made the law to show us the path, but I met King, and I know he expected us to use our love for others first, before we follow the law. The Knightly code was set down for knights who don’t know that yet, Hosey.” 
 
    “B-no! You’re wrong! The Knightly code is the expression of love! We show our love and respect to others by our strict adherence to the code; it’s everything! Please, go back into your cell and let the necromancers come. It won’t be our fault ... you won’t get executed, and we will have done our best.” 
 
    “But the matter with that is we won’t have done our best at all, Hosey. I care about you, the other Knights, and the fairies, and if that means I’ll have to break out of my cell and look like a criminal to help, so be it. Now move aside, Hosey, I don’t want to have to spank you like I did when you were a hatchling,” she says with a smarmish, motherly hum. 
 
    “You ... I ... I can’t believe ... . Okay, Meeo, do what you want,” Law says with a blank stare. He moves aside, each heavy step sounding like a lesser knight falling on the floor. He’s visibly shaking. Love nods, smiles, and steps forward. Only halfway to the Minions, Law re-imposes himself in front of her. Love meets the dragon-kin’s eyes again. 
 
    “Is something the matter?” she asks. 
 
    “P-please, I can’t; not even for you. I don’t want your death on my conscience,” Law says as he reaches around his shoulder to grasp at his mace. The weapon weighing multiple Loves comes out into his grip, and Law promptly enters a combative stance. Love pauses a moment and then nods. 
 
    “Alright, Hosey. I know you’re a bit set in your ways like this. If you want to stop me, you’re free to try,” Love says as she raises her fists and activates the alteration pathways along her muscles, giving her super-human strength at the cost of huge amounts of mana. 
 
    “I’m ... damn ... please, at least make it look like I tried,” Rayull says. While his natural physical strength alone would win against her own, her magical knowledge places her pedestals above him. There is a slight pause, as Love looks down Law, both only doing what they feel best.  
 
    “As you wish, Knight Law,” she says with a hint of crassness before they go for one-another. 
 
    The “fight” is very short, because neither truly wants to hurt the other. Love casts a high-class electric spell, tazes the unmoving Law, and he falls over incapacitated. Love feels this is for the best, as it will hopefully appear to the fairies that it is only herself that has gone awry. 
 
    “Awesome,” Aoline says bluntly, staring in awe having seen one of her superior knights shock the other with magic. 
 
    “If anyone asks, Aoline, it was a long, drawn out fight, and I was cackling evilly the entire time while pulling a puppy around by its tail. Okay, minnies, follow me,” Love says as she motions the chained Minions to come along with her. Cooking Minion laughs, overjoyed that he will soon be free and also delighted that Love had just electrocuted that annoying dragon-kin. 
 
    “Right, let’s get on it!” Cooking Minion says with enthusiasm, the quickest of the three to get up and join Love. Magic Minion and Combat Minion do not speak, but are obviously pleased to leave. 
 
    Love pulls out Everlock, and then Aoline speaks up. 
 
    “Um, Knight Love, ma’am?” she begins. Love looks over. 
 
    “Yes, Aoline?” 
 
    “Let me show you that my training’s paid off. Please, let me come with you!” Aoline says, attempting to redeem her previous non-mistake. Love raises a brow and gives her a humoring, kind smile. 
 
    “Oh, are you really certain? Law was not wrong when he said it would be very dangerous. Most everything you’ve heard about Chaos is true; he’s killed armies with his bare hands, and very instable in his head.” 
 
    “I know ... but like you said, this sort of stuff is our job! It’s what Order would do if she were in this spot, right?” 
 
    “Hmm ... I wonder just what she would do were she in my shoes. Anyhoo, we don’t have time for this. We need to-” 
 
    “Meeo?” Order says, having just turned from the side of the hall to check on Law. 
 
    Meeo opens the door, dodges the frantic, humiliated Yeinwyll dashing out to escape, pushes Aoline inside and lets the Minions rush in. 
 
    “Sorry,” she says before she shuts the door behind her and locks it. Yeinwyll takes just a moment to make sure he’s back at Liefland, faints, and only awakens from a coma weeks later; his sense of reality severely deluded by the traumatic encounter with the undefeated rugby-math-equation-champions. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 Chapter Twenty: The Unstoppable High Overlord and his Delicate Children 
 
    “Safe” behind Everlock, Love, Aoline, and the Minions promptly hear Order rapping on the door at the other side. 
 
    “Meeo! What are you doing?” Order asks from the other side of the door. Thing about most transplanar doors is that you can’t force them open if locked, only another realmancer would have a chance to force it open. 
 
    “Worry not, Ranalie. I have a plan,” 
 
    “What!? What about us? They’ll say we helped your escape! You’re ... listen, I know I don’t want you to die, but if you escape they’ll declare war!” 
 
    “Perhaps, but it’s the only way I can see to save everyone.” 
 
    “Meeo, hundreds of thousands could die in your place. Open the door.” 
 
    “... No I’m good.” 
 
    “Meeo Letlind, open the damn door!” 
 
    “Nuh uh.” 
 
    “Meeo! Omniverse forgive!” 
 
    “Relax, just keep the fairies calm and I’ll be back before you know it. The thing I wanted to tell you, by the way, is that Aoline and Lain are rigged with magic explosive spells.” 
 
    “Wait, the fairies thought that was a lie when the two of them admitted to it. So, it’s real? What kind of spell is on them?” 
 
    “The kind that would detonate if tampered with. Oa will activate it if it sees any knights at the tea. It’s going to try and kill the fairies.” 
 
    “... So that’s why ... I see. Alright. Meeo?” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “I’m not sure what you plan to do, but I ... I trust you. Do your best, and please fix this. You’re the only one who can right now.” 
 
    “Thank you, Ranalie. I’ll see you in a few hours.” 
 
    “... Yeah, alright. Come back soon.” 
 
    “Bye.” 
 
    “Good bye,” Order says, ending their conversation. 
 
    Love turns to the others, and smiles before she snaps her fingers to release the Minion’s magic bindings. 
 
    “Hmm, alright then. Let’s be on our way,” Love says as she leads the way down the hill holding Everlock and across the equation fields to where she saw the cloud with Chaos’ door. The trip, surprisingly enough, is quick and without danger for the group. They make it to the cloud in due time, especially after Love told everyone to start walking in the opposite direction. Love then instructs everyone to hold their breaths, and they float up to the cloud with ease. 
 
    The door is a frightening blacker-than-pitch color, with an almost heavenly-white knob; a bit reminiscent of the owner, Love thinks. Across the door is an uncanny depiction of a pure white crane, dipping its foot into an ink-black lake. She steps up to the door and knocks. 
 
    There is a short wait and then the door opens slowly; the one at the other side is a wide-eyed Minion with the curliest antennae Love has ever seen. 
 
    “Um, hello?” the Minion greets with a nervous tone, peeking from the side of the door. 
 
    “Why hello ther-” 
 
    “It’s us, open up,” Combat Minion says over Love with a no-nonsense expression about him. The minion at the other side looks over the three minions, and then the two knights. 
 
    “Uh, sorry, but aren’t you with Royal Knights?” she asks with a whimper, afraid of Combat Minion blowing up at her. 
 
    “Yeah, so?” 
 
    “Well, aren’t we supposed to ... you know ... fight them?” 
 
    “That’s his decision, not yours,” Combat Minion says as he crosses his arms. The Doorway Minion hums nervously, and whimpers again before responding. 
 
    “Oh um ... can you wait here a moment please?” 
 
    “... What?” 
 
    “I need to go ask him.” 
 
    “He’ll say yes.” 
 
    “I gotta anyway. Be right back, okay? Don’t go anywhere.” 
 
    “We won’t,” Combat Minion says blandly as the other minion closes the door and goes elsewhere. 
 
    Love, Aoline, and the minions stand patiently on the cloud for a few moments, and then they can hear a voice from behind. 
 
    “Hell’re you?” says the unknown something. Love and company turn to see a tall, professional-looking minion, missing only a few inches in height from the great High Overlord. A sharp, dominating chill runs down Aoline’s spine; she wonders for a moment if this is Chaos. 
 
    “Mmm, hello there, I’m among Chaos’ newest possessions, apparently. I’m simply returning to bring back some minions and a friend that’s bee-” 
 
    “Bullshit. Get inside,” the tall minion commands as he waves his hand, quickly sending the black door flying open right in front of the previous minion. 
 
    “O- oh! You’re back,” the lady door-guard minion greets with a smile. 
 
    “Yeah, found these ones outside. Looks like knights,” the tall one responds as he forces the five into the door. The inside is a room constructed by bricks from a rare plane of existence, lit by all sorts of arcane devices. They are now inside one of Chaos’ many mageriums, which in turn is within just one of his many dark towers that span across the Omniverse. 
 
    “Right, I talked to ‘em. He gave his permission to bring them in,” the curly-antennaed minion says as she shuts the door behind the group. 
 
    “Great, I’ll take them from here. Keep watch. There might be more coming,” the tall minion says as he ushers the five into the stairwell and downwards. The lady minion fires off a quick, casual salute as she returns to her couch, placed there for her comfort specifically by Chaos. 
 
    The group descends several steps, passing minion after minion, each duteously rushing about the castle carrying one thing or another- all ranging from plates of food to multi-colored wombats. 
 
    “You three are in big trouble,” the tall minion says as they reach the tower’s ground floor. 
 
    “But we didn’t do anythi-” 
 
    “Shut up, cookling. He decides that,” the tall one says, quickly running off Cooking Minion’s attempt at justification. The group is led outside the dark-bricked tower, and out onto one of the last atmospheres the knights would have expected. 
 
    Now outside, they hear the roar of a crystal-blue ocean, they smell the aromas of salt and sea all about them, and can feel the embrace off warm, fine sand wrapping around their feet. They’re on an idyllic beach island, with Chaos’ Overlord tower shoved right into the white sand. 
 
    “Well, this is a nice place for a tower,” Love says with a smile, unvexed by the tall minion’s attitude. The group is lead up to a beach lounge chair, with a cute little white table next to it covered with teas of different sorts. Aoline’s chills only get worse as she spots the blacker than pitch outline of some creature laxing about on the chair. To her, the figure’s presence is palpable, as though she could feel its nearness. 
 
    The tall minion steps up to the side of the chair, and kneels. 
 
    “My lord, I’ve found these ones at your negative space door. Two of them look to be Knights and the other three minions, no doubt traitors who lead them right here,” the tall one says with a bowed reverence. The figure lying about is silent for a moment, and then reaches a perfectly-dark hand up to its face to remove a pair of sun glasses. 
 
    “Oh? Is that so?” a calm, refined voice erupts next to the tall minion, shaking Aoline to her very core. 
 
    If Winter had a voice, it would sound as this. 
 
    “Yes, my lord. I don’t know how they got into negative space, probably some Kanvanian magical trickery.” 
 
     “Well, I suppose I should take a look at these intruders then,” the figure says laxly before getting out of his chair. 
 
    It’s Chaos, and he looks happy as usual. 
 
    The High Overlord of Dimension #13, Love and Aoline’s own plane of existence, steps up to the five and looks them over. 
 
    “So, Negative Space Exploration and Research Minion,” Chaos begins after he finishes looking at and through each of the five. 
 
    “Yes, sir?” the tall minion says. 
 
    “Did they say anything before you apprehended them?” Negative Space Exploration and Research Minion scowls. 
 
    “They said they were planning on killing yo-” 
 
    “No we didn’t!” Cooking Minion quickly butts in. 
 
    “Oh, my, how exciting. Is this so?” Chaos asks the same time as Cooking Minion receives a swift, commanding kick to the face from Negative Space Exploration and Research Minion. 
 
    “Argh! You ass!” Cooking Minion exclaims, holding his face as he rolls about in the dirt. 
 
    “They lie, my lord. Just look at them, and their evil, putrid, knight-loving faces.” 
 
    Chaos’ features sharpen a bit as he inspects the accused. “Oh, really?” 
 
    “Yes, my lord! Why, they were even talking about how much they disliked following commands from higher pow-” 
 
    “Mmm, sorry to interrupt, but I have something to say,” Love butts in. Negative Space Exploration and Research Minion promptly slaps Love across the face the moment he gets near. 
 
    “Quiet you insignificant human meatba-” 
 
    “Negative Space Exploration and Research Minion,” Chaos says, instantly stopping his minion’s chastising.  
 
    “Yes, sir?” 
 
    “I would be interested in what they have to say.” 
 
    Negative Space Exploration and Research Minion’s eyes widen in shock. “Wh-why, sir?” 
 
    “Because you obviously do not want them to talk, which is rather suspicious.” 
 
    “S-sir! I’d never--” 
 
    “Silence. I remember how angry you were at Cooking Minion for stealing back that taco that was rightfully his last taco night,” Chaos says with an almost parental tone of collectiveness. Negative Space Exploration and Research Minion begins shaking as he steps aside. “Very good, now then, Cooking Minion, please tell me your side of the story,” Chaos says, giving the rare honor of his undivided attention to Cooking Minion.  
 
    Cooking Minion gives Negative Space Exploration and Research Minion a single glance, ensuring him that he’s going to pay dearly for kicking him in the face. 
 
    “Gladly, my lord! You see, we were captured by the Royal Knights, and these two here saved us. We’re very grateful to them but that aside, my dear Overlord, we have intensely important news for you,” Cooking Minion says with the flames of vengeance blazing in his large, bright eyes. 
 
    Chaos’ grin curls up grimly with intrigue. “Oh?” 
 
    “Yes. You see, Negative Space Exploration and Research Minion betrayed our presence to the Knights and has been working with them in secret!” Cooking Minion says, being a skilled-enough speaker to use the magic words “betrayed” and “knights”. By this point, Negative Space Exploration and Research Minion is trembling in horror; he knows what’s coming next. 
 
    “P-please, my sire! Don’t listen to anything he-” 
 
    “Silence, Negative Space Exploration and Research Minion!” Chaos snaps before he turns back to the short one. “Go on, my good Cooking Minion. Tell me, do you know why he is working against me?” Chaos asks. 
 
    “Yes, I do!” Cooking Minion says before delivering one last glare at Negative Space Exploration and Research Minion. “He silenced the three of us by leading the knights to our capture. He didn’t want you to find out that, behind your back, he called you ... a black bunny!” Cooking Minion says with feigned horror. 
 
    Chaos is silent a moment as Negative Space Exploration and Research Minion, just a minute ago confident and composed, devolves now into a trembling mess of fear. 
 
    Like a clockwork machine, Chaos turns his head slowly to the group with wide, awed eyes. “Is this true?” Chaos asks, looking at the other four. 
 
    “It is, sir,” Combat Minion says. 
 
    “Yes, it is, my lord!” Magic Minion says with a cross of humor and fake sorrow. 
 
    “Mmm, quite true, my lord,” Love says, joining in. 
 
    “... Y-yes, my… my lord,” Aoline says, face slowly working into a blush. 
 
    “And that’s not all,” Cooking Minion says, getting Chaos’ attention once more. 
 
    “... Really?” Chaos asks, seeming completely calm. 
 
    “Yes, sir. He said it while sitting with Royal Knight Order ... as they were both drinking ... coffee,” Cooking Minion says, stating the one beverage Chaos cannot stand. 
 
      
 
    In case the Reader is wondering, the Author has no problem with coffee, though he can certainly agree with Chaos that tea is the preferable drink of the intellectually-discerning life form. That said, there is a time for coffee, though I feel we can all agree that most of the time, it is time for tea. Now then: 
 
      
 
    There is a long silence on the beach, as the Beach-Party-Facilitation Minions, Swimsuit Contest Minions, Seafood-Chef Minions, Aquatic Ops Minions, and at least thirty other different minion varieties stop whatever their doing to witness the utter downfall of one of the well-disliked Operator-Class Minions. Chaos slowly turns his head to look at Negative Space Exploration and Research Minion, who is paralyzed in ultimate terror. 
 
    “Well well well. So you really thought you could call me a black bunny and get away with it?”  
 
    “N-no! Your antennae are really super cool! Sir, ple-” 
 
    “Do you think my antennae are ears, is that what you think?” 
 
    “Sir! I beg of yo-” 
 
    “And all while drinking coffee!?” 
 
    “No! It’s all a lie pleas-” 
 
    “With the meatbag of meatbags, my nemesis, Order?!” 
 
    “PleasesirdontkillmeIdontwannadi-” 
 
    Chaos’ grin is radically wide, as if he’s already relishing the satisfaction of punishing his underling. “…I suppose we will have to do something about this. Such disrespect calls for a punishment to ensure my respect is reinstated properly.” 
 
    “PLEASEPLEASEOHPLEASECHAOSPLEA-” 
 
    “I think this would be a good time for-” Chaos says, stopping his sentence for dramatic effect as Negative Space Exploration and Research Minion whimpers in terror. “Time for,” the Overlord says again, obviously enjoying this. 
 
     “Time, for the Minion Wagon!” 
 
    “NOOOOOOOOOO!” Negative Space Exploration and Research Minion cries as he falls to his knees amidst the frantic cheering and gasps of the minions surrounding. Love and Aoline share confused glances. 
 
    “YEEEEEEEES!” Chaos returns with a grim, excited grin. 
 
    “PLEASE, OH GOD OF ANY, SAVE ME-” 
 
    “OH NEGATIVE SPACE EXPLORATION AND RESEARCH MINION!” Chaos says as he holds up his hand to his antennae as if to listen. 
 
    “Wh- ... what?” 
 
    “I CERTAINLY HOPE YOU ARE READY FOR THE MINION WAGON!” 
 
    “NO SIR PLEASE PLEASE NOT THE MINION WAGON! ANYTHING BUT THE MINION WAGON!” Negative Space Exploration and Research Minion cries as the minions on the beach begin chanting “Minion Wagon!” over and over. 
 
    “I THINK THAT IS THE ONLY WAY TO SOLVE THE PROBLEM. OFF TO THE MINION WAGON!” Chaos says as he grasps Negative Space Exploration and Research Minion by the wrist and begins dragging him into the tower. Negative Space Exploration and Research Minion flails wildly to escape his Overlord’s grasp, but to no avail against the rock-crushing force constraining him. Every minion on the beach skips, sings, dances, and moves toward the tower along with Love and Aoline, who are both terrified and fascinated by the concept of a Minion Wagon. 
 
    Chaos drags Negative Space Exploration and Research Minion all the way down five floors, all while the poor minion grasps at anything to save him from his dire fate. They finally get to a large, crimson door in one of the basement floors, securely locked with multiple magic devices. At the other side, everyone can hear the demonic wailing and moaning of what sounds like souls being tormented in the deepest depths of the most dark and fiery hells. Chaos waves his free hand over the devices, and they come loose, allowing the door to slowly, menacingly swing open in anticipation. 
 
    Inside the room is nothing but darkness, with the exception of a wooden horse-drawn wagon, flooded in a mysterious sanguine light. At this moment Negative Space Exploration and Research Minion lets out the loudest screech in his life as all of the other minions cheer with limitless glee. The Ambient Atmosphere Creation Minions quickly get to work in jeering, playing spindly violins, and screaming along with the Minion Wagon’s next victim. 
 
    Chaos drags him in, spares one grinning glance to the audience outside, and then closes the door. 
 
    Negative Space Exploration and Research Minion screams with limitless, fathomless terror for only a few seconds more and then goes silent. Chaos steps out from the door with an unconscious Negative Space Exploration and Research Minion in his arms, locks it back, and turns to the crowd. On Negative Space Exploration and Research Minion’s features is the incarnation of terror; eyes and mouth wide with fathomless shock. 
 
    “He has paid for his crimes. Let this be an example to any dweebish minion who would ever dare trespass on my unquestionable law. I feed you, give you a home, and show you the wonders of the world; I expect you to respect my simple requests. Should you not, you too can expect the Minion Wagon, just like Negative Space Exploration and Research Minion here. Now, back to your posts, I’ll handle our “intruders” myself,” Chaos says as he promptly plops Negative Space Exploration and Research Minion on the floor. The surrounding Minions flood their overlord with compliments and re-declarations of loyalty before they all set off back to their assigned jobs, trampling gleefully over the unconscious criminal minion. 
 
    Chaos turns to the remaining five, Love, Aoline, and the three captured minions. He smiles. 
 
    “Now then, I suppose this is the part where I take care of you all, then,” the Overlord says, sending another debilitating chill down Aoline’s spine. She finally remembers to take this moment to hide her knightly seal, unpinning it from her waist and quickly shoving it into her pocket; it is only now that Aoline notices Love hasn’t had hers on for as far back as she can recall.  
 
    “Hmm, I suppose you should,” Love says with a courteous nod. 
 
    “Minion Acquisition Minion!” Chaos calls out as he gestures the five to come along with him. Quickly a short, skinny minion steps down from the stairs and addresses the Overlord. 
 
    “Yes sir!” he says the second he delivers a jaunty salute, folding an arm against his chest in pride. 
 
    “Get me the reception-minion squad. We have guests,” Chaos says, giving the two knights a kindly look. 
 
    “Right away!” Minion Acquisition Minion says before rushing off. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Twenty One: Two of a Kind 
 
    The three minions and two knights are led into one of the tower’s upper floors, a dining room that would appear too big for the tower to contain if viewed from outside. Love expects Chaos has cast all manners of dimensional-magic spells upon the floors and rooms, probably to keep the building compact and uniform from the outside while having three castle’s worth of space on the inside. The five are then promptly shown to their own seat at an extravagantly-long royal table, embossed with gold and precious gems along its entire length. 
 
    Love spots that one of the end sides of the table is slightly darker than usual; she wouldn’t be surprised if he’s used this to kill someone. Chaos is known to be quite creative in his choices of weaponry, after all. 
 
    Chaos takes a seat at the other side of the table as his minions swarm around, setting down multiple plates and eating wares, everything required for a kingly feast. To Chaos’ hand is delivered a delicate glass filled to the brim with a golden tea of some unknown and rare variety, and he takes a sip, not spilling a single drop as if it were a precious wine. Chaos waits for a few seconds more when the Instrumental Harmony and Ambiance Creation Minion squad begins playing out a charming piece of dining music; and at that, he begins. 
 
    “Very good, now then. I have the feeling you all have come to tell me more than the betrayal of Negative Space Exploration and Research Minion,” Chaos begins with a wide, grin, his jaws stretching and curling around his face in an unnatural, almost cartoon-like manner. Aoline looks over to Love; it’s time to make the case. 
 
    “Well, my lord, I feel as though I’ve run across some knowledge that would be in your best interest,” Love says, choosing her words carefully. It seems as though Chaos is cycling through one of his more forgetful phases, and as such unaware of the rather-obvious fact that the two of them are Royal Knights. She’ll have to keep it this way if she can, or things could get very ugly very fast; as long as he doesn’t remember, everything will be fine. 
 
    “Oh?” 
 
    “My lord, are you aware of an event known as ‘The High Tea’?” questions Love, quickly subduing Chaos’ expression a bit as he combs his mind for the information. 
 
    “Hmm, let me see ... I believe it is a sort of fairy thing in which one of the  ... oh, you would know, yes?” Chaos says, looking to the side. Love’s learned from the few times she’s spoken to him that this is a subconscious tell that he’s aware he’s forgotten something, which is quite, quite often. 
 
    “It is when one of the legendary first realm creatures descends upon the mortal plane, my lord. They allow only one person to visit with them, in which they can gain knowledge beyond anything in our own reality.” 
 
    “Well, that sounds interesting,” he says as he refocuses his glare upon the knights. “So are you, perhaps, saying anyone can go in as long as they are the first?” 
 
    “Precisely, my lord.” 
 
    “Ahh! So I could infiltrate their fairy land, and steal into the first-realmer’s portal before those detestable fairies ... hmm, fairies, I really do dislike them. Those elves and their ridiculous manner of speech, the spooks with their laughable displays of gaudiness, the high fairies themselves with their antiquated speech and close friendship to ... to my greatest foes ... what were they called? ...  something with a K ...” 
 
    “Um, Kecromancers?” Love suggests. 
 
    “Oh ...No, that doesn’t quite sound right. I know of necromancers, but not kecromancers; those sound like very silly creatures. Hmm ... they always run around with their armor ... Let’s see ... Lead by a ... a ‘Redemption’ character… weakling… a bit of a child, really…. My, it seems as though I have forgotten.” 
 
    “Well, sir, these mysterious things aside. You must know, the necromancers are plotting to take the seat at The High Tea before you!” 
 
    “... Are they now?” 
 
    “Mmm, yes, I hear they’re planning on asking the first realmer for a term of offence even greater than calling you a ... well, you know.” 
 
    “Indeed.” He draws back as if at a strategy table. “Very concerning.” 
 
    “Should they get an offence to call you even worse, you can expect they will spread this new term all throughout the Omniverse.” 
 
    “Ahh, and we certainly cannot have that,” Chaos says as his smile gains wry edges at the ends. 
 
    “No, my lord, and The High Tea happens tonight!” Love says with a nod and her best “serious” expression. 
 
    “Well then, it would certainly be a shame were some pathetic sacks of meat and gears to hop into a realm beyond comprehension simply to get a word they will not even use because I would kill them before they can open their mouths. Yes, brilliant. I have made my decision! I will be the one to take the seat at The High Tea! What is more, I will also have an admirable shot at that ... hmm, its name ... yes, that Oa character! That coward! Always hiding in its holes as it grows fat on humans and trees and machines! Yes! And what is more even then, once I go to the tea, I can ask for the knowledge to destroy my greatest enemies, the ... the ...” Chaos is silent a moment, and again looks to the side. 
 
    The minions share a few sly, knowing gazes, well-used to this, and Love stays motionless with the utmost of politeness. Aoline just stares, entirely confused in this seemingly dreamlike event to her. 
 
    “Just what are they ... Cooking Minion,” Chaos addresses.  
 
    “Eh, yes sir?” Cooking Minion answers. 
 
    “What is the name of the minion that I ask when I want to remember something?” 
 
    “Oh, Secretary Minion, my lord.” 
 
    “Ahh, very good. Secretary Minion, you can come out from behind over there,” Chaos says with a suave beckoning of the finger, recalling that one minion of his that is always just out of the common eye’s reach. From the side of the room steps up one of Chaos’ most important minions. 
 
    “As you wish, sir,” she says, her own lunar smile subdued and intelligent-looking in comparison to Chaos’ enormous, horrific maw. 
 
    “Now, tell me just who are my greatest enemies? They’re just at the back of my mind, I’ve dreamed of them for ages, I know ... I just cannot recall,” Chaos says, tapping his forehead in thought.  Secretary Minion nods with a smile, and opens her mouth. 
 
    “Hrm, my lord, is it really that important?” Love asks, doing her best to look calm amidst what could be her final moments. 
 
    “Why yes, I would say it is. Secretary Minion, their name, please,” Chaos says, pushing things along. The mid-height minion nods. 
 
    “The Royal Knights of the Old Kingdom of Reinen, sir.” 
 
    “Ahh yes! The Royal Knights! Those despicable meat cabbages! Yes, those walking contradictions, vying for political power while ‘not accepting payment of any kind’; trusting the goodness of human-like beings, rather than controlling them like they truly desire in their inner-most beings. They simply do not understand; humanity calls out for dominance, they need it, the same way they need air to breathe!” Chaos exclaims with fiery poise, standing up from his seat as quickly as he had sat down. He begins pacing, eying Love and Aoline with sword-like sharpness as he begins his calm step around to their side of the table. With tea in hand, he continues: 
 
    “Those knights, those foolish knights, with their armor and their order and their Order and their symbols and their ... seals, yes,” he says after stealing a quick glance over at Aoline. “Those adorable little badges, as if it would command any respect outside of the Western Kingdoms. These, these foolish bags of meat and emotion cannot even reach out of their own dimension. It strikes me as ironic, that the only time I find them outside of their realm, is when they’re running away from their responsibilities, their ‘holy days’, their ‘vacations’. Yes, they are enormous cowards, and they point their fingers at me?! HA!” Chaos continues, now directly behind Aoline, who is clenching to her chair for dear life. 
 
    “What these poor knights do not understand is how miserable they are, wasting all of their time and resources fighting me, when they could simply ... let me take them. There will be a new age in the Western Kingdoms once I enter The High Tea. I’ll have all the knowledge I’ll need. Once I strike down Redemption, that pathetic, bureaucratic, garbage pile of ideologies, and Order, that detestable, contemptuous, hero who is too busy redesigning her home to save any of the thousands of lives lost every day to things preventable,” Chaos begins with a strong disposition before he turns to his minions. 
 
    “Minions, you may be excused,” Chaos says with a wide grin. The swarm of minions promptly obey their master and leave the two knights alone with the Overlord, who is about ready for a meal. 
 
    Chaos pauses a moment, eying over both of the ladies, laughs with an abyssal deepness that shakes Aoline to her foundation, and then continues. 
 
    “Yes, the thousands sacrificed daily to the hands of Whihelmish’s unending avarice and lack of compassion for their common man, Ragnivan’s chasmic indignity and desire for blood to fix their problems, Kanvane’s disgusting orgy of ideas and curiosity, running deadly scientific and magic tests on their very own people for the sake of ‘true science and magic’, and Spirakander’s laughable negligence in planning and farming, feeding the other three kingdoms for the right price, but allowing their own children to starve! Are they so blind? Can they not see that this is the problems of humans, the most despicable creatures in the Omniverse? Once I have the tea, the endless death and destruction will be spared, as all will bow down to me! No, not to Whihelmish’s lavish, careless dictators, not to the defunct and baseless kings and queens in the Ragnivanian line, not to Kanvane’s elitist oligarchy of fattened magician tricksters, not to the well-to-do “freely elected man of the people” of Spirakander, and not to some useless corporation of knights who profess love to their lands, but turn their eye the moment I reach out and ask for their obedience. Once they surrender to me, they will not ask for food, for it will be in their hands. They will not want shelter, for they will have no need. They will not want life, for their years will be limitless. They will be made truly free, just as my minions are; I respect them all, because they understand that one can only be made free if one is owned! Creatures like humans need boundaries, and I’m willing to shower myself in the waterfalls of knightly blood to come, all in order to put those boundaries down over them,” by this point in his monologue, he is caressing Aoline’s neck with his razor-sharp, blade-like fingers; gently stroking her jugular as he looms over her from behind. Love looks over to Aoline, and gently places her hand upon her lap. Aoline does not respond, simply looking straight ahead with complete focus. Chaos laughs lightly, at the sight of one knight attempting to comfort the other, and then he continues. 
 
    “I certainly hope some of these knights decided to step right into one of my countless towers; that would be lovely, as I could repaint this table here using the bodies of two contemptuous knights as the instruments of brushing. It has been in the need for a fresh coat of paint, after all. Really, I am certain the two knights would hate it when I tore off their limbs and used them as paint brushes before I divided them from their torso and strewed their entireties all across to make certain I get an even spread! ... But I digress ... we three have more pressing matters, don’t we?” Chaos says as he presses his touch just a bit more. 
 
    Aoline only now realizes that the table looks as though it’s been splattered with dried blood.  
 
    The Overlord nears his mouth behind Aoline’s ear, close enough so that she can feel an icy breath come from him, and then he continues: 
 
    “I spotted you, young lady, placing something into your pocket. Even though it is hidden to common, weakling eyes now, I know what it is and I know who you are. I must admit, it has been a long time since I have tasted the blood of a youngling human against my jaws, and I would love to revisit the feeling, but truly, I am curious more than I am hungry, I suppose I would like to ask you first ... to show me what is in that pocket, there,” Chaos commands, pointing out the pocket in Aoline’s armor-padding that is holding her seal as he gradually eases himself over her, his presence extending and grasping her like a hundred tendrils hungry for food. 
 
    Aoline, her expression cold and emotionless while Chaos’ black and white essence entangles her, looks over to Love, who nods with the calmest expression she can deliver. Aoline reaches into her pocket, grasps the seal, and holds it to her side, hearing the Overlord laugh in victory as he sees her knightly seal revealed for everyone in the room to see. 
 
    “Well well well ... it seems you are, as I thought, a knight. Hmm ... Tell me, what is your name?” 
 
    “Aoline ... Demerian ... Rayworth,” Aoline says the moment Chaos’ essence begins taking hold of her nervous system; she suddenly feels incredibly warm, but not uncomfortable, like being embraced. 
 
    “Ahh, well Aoline Demerian Rayworth, would you like to tell me why you’ve come here?” Chaos asks with an amused look in his eyes. Aoline attempts to speak, but the overwhelming warmth, the sensation of being overtaken, is too much for her to compose words. Love speaks up. 
 
    “My lord, we’ve only come to tell you about the tea. I, as your Minion Treasure, can assure you of this,” Love says with a smile. Chaos looks surprised a moment, having forgotten that Love is his minion. He looks about a bit, and then slowly retracts himself from Aoline, who promptly falls to the side once released. Chaos is quiet a moment as he looks over Love. 
 
    “You ... Yes, that is right. You are no knight. I met you just ... just a few hours ago, didn’t I?” 
 
    “That’s correct, my lord. You saved me in negative space.” 
 
    “Ahh, and this one here?” 
 
    “... Well, while I am your minion I am also, like her, a knight.” 
 
    “... Yes I suppose I would have guessed as much. I apologize, I am ... I am lacking at times when it comes to remembering things. So, all you’ve come here for was to tell me of The High Tea?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Nothing else?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “... You are surprisingly kind for a knight ... could you, strange, her name dances in my head. What is your knightly title?” 
 
    “Love,” she says, taking a stand to meet Chaos as a friend, or at least, that is how Chaos might see it. The Lord of the Tower draws back in shock, a rare action for him, for he is widely-regarded to be fearless. 
 
    “I ... yes, Love, you are ... we are friends, are we not? My only friend among those thousands of knights?” 
 
    “Why yes, we are friends, though you forget often, and then try to kill me.” 
 
    “Oh, oh my, I am ... I am sorry about that. I never thought ... right, well, forgive me, please.” 
 
    “Well, as long as you don’t infest my little friend here, I don’t see why not.” 
 
    “Oh, are you quite certain? It looked rather obvious that she wanted to be a minion. Behold, she’s unconscious from the excitement!” 
 
    “Mmm no, I think that was fear, though she does seem to have a ... interesting admiration towards you, and I’m pretty sure taking control of her body isn’t going to help her obsession.” 
 
    “Well, I suppose not. Very well, she shall be spared ... How interesting.” 
 
    “What’s interesting?” 
 
    “That you would come all the way here ... I suppose you took the minions for negotiation leverage.” 
 
    “Mhmm.” 
 
    “So why bring this dear Aoline along?” 
 
    “She wanted to impress me, and I suppose the other knights by association.” 
 
    “Ahh, a brave, perhaps foolish aspiration ... Thank you for telling me, Love. Can I get you another cup of tea?” 
 
    “Oh, no, this is lovely.” 
 
    “Very good very good. So, what’s ne- ... No, wait, we still have more to speak on.” 
 
    “Oh?” 
 
    “Yes. Love, should I simply let you go, there is no matter, for I trust you well, but her, our little Aoline ... is she honest?” 
 
    “Only about as honest as I am.” 
 
    “Ah, so not particularly ... perhaps were I to ... yes,” Chaos says, placing his hands together pensively. 
 
    “What is it, Chaos?” 
 
    “Love, to prevent me receiving a bad name, I ask you to relinquish your vow to the royal knights, and become my minion.” 
 
    Love hums to herself, and nips at her thumb in thought. 
 
    “That’s not a good idea, Chaos. I’m sorry,” Love says. Chaos scoffs, and looms over her as he takes her hand. 
 
    “Is that so?” he asks, staring intently into her cloudy eyes. Love searches his face, and begins thinking on it seriously. 
 
    “I ... I’m not sure, Chaos.” 
 
    “Imagine Meeo, you and I can drink tea together, every day. We will go on adventures, and your weak, human flesh will no longer test you! You can be free!” 
 
    “The Knights will hate me, Chaos.” 
 
    “They may, but you will have earned a friend worth a million times their pathetic, temporary feelings combined!” 
 
    “Well, I ...” she hums, defeated for words. 
 
    “You must understand, should you decide to continue your ... laughable human activity, I will be forced to take Aoline instead. You know well that tragedy must follow a visit to me, Meeo; or else the knights might see me as negotiable to their stupid, archaic terms.” 
 
    “And what’s so bad with that?” 
 
    “Order and Redemption wouldn’t give me a chance. You remember the Kingdoms and Powers International Peace Conference.” 
 
    “... I’m surprised, Chaos, you’re more lucid than usual. Forgetting me just hours ago but recalling that years off.” 
 
    “I have my moments, I suppose. Regardless, you must make your decision. Will you waste my generosity on your friend here, or will you rightfully own what is meant for you?” Chaos asks, sharpening his gaze. Love is again silent as she thinks of the implications. 
 
    “I’ve always wondered, to be honest.” 
 
    “Yes, yes! Your life will be like a dream! Have you not wondered what it is like to not need sleep for months, or for every food to taste like your favorites? Have you not wondered what it would be like to run in the fields, without worry or care, just like you did when you were a child, but better? Be mine¸ Meeo, and you will have all of this and so much more! I will place the world in your hands so long as you serve me. Truly, I could use someone like you ... a friend, even friendlier among all of my minions. It is sometimes lonely, you see. Once I get to The High Tea, there will be no place for you there anyway, of the droves and legions of knights I will drive out, only to you will I stay my hand. They are temporary, but you and I, we can be eternal. Accept the reality that you were meant to be my vassal, and serve me!” Chaos says like a king to a noble, rallying support for his cause. 
 
    Love is still a moment, and just looks over the Overlord for a bit. She smiles and, ever so lightly, she blushes. 
 
    “Okay, Chaos. I’ll be yours,” she says with a slow nod, far less casual, and far more subservient than her usual. The Gentlemen Terror grins widely, and grasps her gently to overtake her with his essence. 
 
    “Very good! Now relax, breathe, let me in,” he says as dark tendrils of consciousness begins to pull out of his body and reach for Love like a dreamless, raven smoke. 
 
    “Actually, have you ever had a minion not possessed by your essence?” Love asks. Chaos squints just a tad, showing his pleasure in something. 
 
    “Oh, no I do not suppose I have. Would I need one?” 
 
    “Mmm, well I suppose it’s worth a try. Multiple unique minds are better than one, yes?” Love says with a friendly smile. Chaos pauses a moment, scoffs with a grin, and nods. 
 
    “I suppose it is worth a try. So, for now, you shall be referred to as ... Friend Minion ... No, how about just Friendion?” 
 
    “I love it.” 
 
    “Very good! Now, my Friendion, when should we invade?” 
 
    “Hmm, do you have an extra-dimensional clock?” Love asks, referring to a clock that runs by Omniverse’s singular, straight movement of time, rather than a planet’s day-night cycle or a subspace’s realm’s specialized time-dilation rules. 
 
    “Perhaps. Minion Acquisition Minion,” Chaos says to a door way. From the halls well-lit by the sun outside rushes Minion Acquisition Minion. 
 
    “Sir!” 
 
    “Get me Temporal Recollection and Vigilance Minion ... Oh, also bring me Petting Minion,” Chaos commands with his usual, calculated grin. Minion Acquisition Minion salutes, rushes off, and brings forth a minion with thick glasses and antennae that split two ways like clock hands, and a small, very cute minion that really just looks like a blob with a big ol’ happy face. 
 
    “At your service, sire,” Temporal Recollection and Vigilance Minion says with a bow while Minion Acquisition Minion passes the excited blob over to Chaos, who in turn picks it up with an arm and begins gently petting the top of its head. 
 
    “Excellent. What is the current Omniverse time?” 
 
    “Looks like ... hmm, 131420591.273, sire,” the minion reads, giving the Omniverse Expeditionary Librarium’s number of how long they have been recording the time of the Omniverse. 
 
      
 
    Should the Reader be wondering, the O.E.L. has long charged themselves on not only measuring the Omniverse and its laws but  to catalogue every single dimension that exists, learning of their technology, magic, animals, minerals, vegetables and otherwise.  Should one want to visit the O.E.L. headquarters, one would be recommended to find the nearest space gate and travel to Dimension #1, the dimension holding the O.E.L. and the first dimension they have set foot on. Their leader, an ancient enigma called Ywn, is said to be as old as the Omniverse clock concept itself, and has led the O.E.L. into a seemingly-unending era of prosperity. By this point, they are considered the scientific capital of the entire Omniverse, which is fairly impressive considering all the trillions of dimensions out there. Now you know where we get Omniverse time from! Won’t that be an interesting tidbit of information to share at the dinner table? 
 
      
 
    Hearing Temporal Recollection and Vigilance Minion tell the time, Love thinks just a moment to come to the right answer. 
 
    “Alright, The High Tea shouldn’t happen until the twilight period in Liefland, which would be ... hrm ... yes, be about two more hours. That would be the time you would get there and start watching, okay? Please don’t forget,” Love says. Chaos nods as he twirls Petting Minion’s antennae around playfully. 
 
    “Yes, that shall do brilliantly. Now, let us celebrate your presence as my newest minion. Minion Acquisition Minion, fetch me Ultimate Party Facilita-!”  
 
    “Sorry, my lord, but I’m going to have to go for a bit,” Love says as she picks up the unconscious Aoline. A look of concern crosses Chaos’ face. 
 
    “Oh, you need to ... go?” 
 
    “Yes, I need to keep Aoline and another knight from getting killed needlessly.” 
 
    Chaos squints an eye. “They are only knights.” 
 
    “Yes, but so was I, and we’re friends, right? Besides, aren’t humans also part of your domain?” 
 
    Chaos looks aside a moment in thought. “... I suppose you are right. Very well! I will rush in at the time I see best, be prepared to fight at my side!” 
 
    “I will- goodbye, my lord,” she says with a final bow before she makes her way back to the magerium. 
 
    “Safe travels, then. Be careful not to get wounded! Remember that your flesh is inferior and prone to fatal damage!” Chaos calls in a worried, parental sort of way. Love glances back just a moment to nod, and then leaves. 
 
    On the way up to the magerium, she passes Combat Minion, who gives her a friendly nudge, and Magic Minion, who bows her head in thanks. 
 
      
 
    

 
 
   
  
 


 Chapter Twenty Two: Dangerous Wrong-doer brutally murders innocent elves without mercy 
 
    Love steps out from Everlock with an unconscious Aoline, on the other side is a large group of guards, who quickly shove their spears up to her face. Love’s mind churns gears yet again, as she considers how to keep herself from incriminating the other knights, as well as escape. 
 
    “Hold your flesh, sewerly criminal! Move not or know your maker!” the front-most guard commands to Love. 
 
    Love meets the guard’s eyes, and makes the most evil, Chaos-like grin she can come up with. 
 
    “Out of my way, I’m here for my door, w-weakling!” she says. The fairy draws back in refined shock, as if he were expecting her to resist. 
 
    “So be it! Men, cha-” the fairy is silenced upon Love quickly crossing her foot to his crotch, shooting the poor fairy up a few feet into the air from the impact. The fairy falls to the side with a look of unfortunate infertility on his face, as the others take her action to mean they can actually use their weapons in their intended manner. 
 
    A dwarf leaps forward with his hammer poised high and angry, but like the fairy, is countered in the second by Love rotating and smashing him in the face. The group is upon her now, and she makes the interesting decision of putting down Aoline and using Everlock as a weapon. Amidst the dodging, leaping, and side-stepping, Love throws down the frame of the door as if it were Monument, just very blunt, and more splintery. It only takes a few seconds for Love to smash down the entire group of guards into a giant mess of unconsciousness and wood slivers. She delivers a superior scoff and turns from her defeated foes. 
 
    Now that Love’s door has a fair bit more red on it, she hastily pushes it into her pocket dimension and takes out the large roll of paper strapped to her waist. She pulls out several lengths of paper, tears them into three point five meter segments with legs and arms, and again pulls out her brush and ink to paint. On each of the three lengths she paints a very large, angry eye, and punches each one in their center while uttering a very nasty magical word, guaranteed to be at least three times worse than any non-magical word, and it animates her servants to life with the full intention to harm. 
 
    The three paper defenders stand up, bow, and turn towards the sound of oncoming guards in the hallway. Love takes this moment to retrieve Aoline, make her escape to a corner, and cast a drawn-out cloaking spell as the three paper golems smash and crash through the guards with magic force; she doesn’t expect the towering paper beings to hold them off long, for fire magic is rarely far away in any kingdom with any legitimate understanding of the arcane, and paper, as most know is deathly allergic to flame. She flies down the halls to her escape the same time the first fire-ball is thrown by one of the assault mages now in the attacking force. 
 
    Love is able to sneak her way up to the knight’s quarters. Law is there with the two lower knights, Dresmond sitting with Law, and Lain sort of curled up to the side. Law spots Love, smirks in an embarrassed sort of way, and motions to a chair. 
 
    “How is Aoline?” Law asks with a relieved look about him. 
 
    “Fine, just a bit exhausted,” Love says as she lays down Aoline on one of the room’s beds and takes a seat. 
 
    “So she did come along,” Law notes with a smirk, certain now that Order’s account was correct. 
 
    “Mhmm. I suppose you heard from Order?” Love says. There are a few glances exchanged between the other knights. 
 
    “Yeah. The fairies went absolutely nuts when you escaped ... Lord Knight General Order’s the new one on the chopping block,” Law says, his smile dying to less-joyful matters. 
 
    Love does not flinch. In fact she expected just this. 
 
    “Oh my ... Well that’s not good at all. No sir. Definitely not part of the plan,” she lies with a concerned look. 
 
    “Actually, they were planning to kill all of us, but she cast a few spells to slow the guards and bought us three enough time to escape. We fled here, knocked out the guard for the place, and were just discussing what we would do to get her out.” 
 
    “Rayull,” Dresmond says. Law looks over. 
 
    “Yes, Dresmond?” 
 
    “I feel it would also be worthwhile to note our new little time contingency,” Dresmond says with an air of complete composure. 
 
    “Of course. I was just getting to that actually. Meeo-” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “They moved up the execution to tonight, during the High Tea.” 
 
    Meeo crosses her arms. “Well, this just gets better.” 
 
    “We overheard some of the fairies around. Pitch couldn’t bear to oversee the execution himself, so Gallin recommended they just move it up for the sake of giving the fairies peace of mind before it happens,” Law says, leaning back a moment to check the windows again. Love stares blankly a moment, and nods. 
 
    “I see ... I suppose Pitch does care about his people ... and what they think of him.” 
 
    “It seems that the officials have muted the whole thing too. The people back home won’t hear she’s dead until days later. The fairies didn’t want any more ‘necromancer sympathizers’ running to stop them,” Law says, his gaze becoming increasingly empty with each word. Lain sighs, his face in his hands. 
 
    “So this is it, then. The Chaos-Foe is going to die and it’ll be all my fault?” he says without moving from his little ball. Law rolls his eyes as Love hums with minimal worry. They don’t know Order like she does. Even if every friend of hers would die out tonight and she would have only enemies, Order would survive. 
 
    “Now Lain, don’t you worry. There must be some way we can solve all of this. Let’s all relax, take a deep breath, and-” 
 
    “Meeo, we should be honest with these boys. Either we rescue Order and then all get captured by Liefland’s elite corps, I heard them downstairs, and then die at the High Tea, either by the necromancers or the fairies, or else you, Dresmond and I leave behind Lain and Aoline-” 
 
    “W-what?” Lain asks. 
 
    “Don’t be a coward, if we brought you along Oa would activate the spell and you’d just waste more lives,” Law snaps, quickly silencing Lain back to his woe. Meeo sighs. 
 
    “Oh, Hosy, I’m afraid you were never one for words ... but there’s a part of me that knows, even if it means we’ll die, it would mean more to fight and die than to live even a million more years.” 
 
    “That’s not fair, Meeo. I’m not three-thousand-whatever like you are. I haven’t found a mate yet. I’ve never had the honor of shaking Redemption’s hand. I’ve never had the honor of choking Chaos. There’s so much I haven’t done yet, and I know it sounds selfish, but it’s what’s natural, it’s what’s reasonable. Not just for me, but for Dresmond here. I’ve never seen any first-year knight as exemplary as him. I want to see him do great things in the future, I know he-” 
 
    “Sir,” Dresmond speaks up. Law cringes. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Might I recite to you the fourth foundation in the Royal Knight’s High Code?” Dresmond says, referring to a certain one among a rather poignant set of rules written by Rayda himself: the ancient ruler of Reinen, The Western Kingdoms, and the savior of the human race from the dragons. 
 
    “No nee-” 
 
    “Well, I think it would be a lovely idea,” Love says with a hopeful smile. Law is silent for a moment with the exception of his breathing, heavier than any natural human could draw. 
 
    “Alright. Do it,” he says. Dresmond clears his throat, and begins. 
 
      
 
    “The High Code of the Knights of Royalty of The Kingdom and Ideology of Reinen:  
 
    Foundation Four: 
 
    A Knight of Reinen shall spend his every living breath for others. 
 
    As the Knight is divided from wealth, he shall not lose love for his fellow for power. 
 
    As the Knight is divided from fame, he shall not lose love for his fellow for love of glory. 
 
    As the Knight is divided from the flesh, he shall not lose love for his fellow for pleasure. 
 
    As the Knight is eternal, in spirit, he shall not lose love for his fellow for the fear of life and death.” 
 
      
 
    Dresmond stops a moment as Lain looses a muffled sob. He then continues the recital. 
 
      
 
    “He will be remembered in the hearts of all who know of The Knights, and in the hearts of his brethren. All Knights of all kinds, be they young, old, male, female, Spiralkandrin or of the Cold Plains; even should they draw the great fire in their lungs, they will hold his love, for he held theirs.  
 
    This is what departs you from all others; for you have taken the time to be wise, and know the value of all that is around you, be it the rapture of nature, be it your greatest enemy. 
 
    This is an unbreakable bond between us. It is our final and greatest defense against those that would have, law, order, and love stolen away into the dark. Hold this in your heart, Knight, and spend every living breath you have to aid others; love is the key, love is the cure to the disease of all fears. 
 
    Glory, to the Crown in our Hearts!” 
 
      
 
    “... Glory to the Crown in our Hearts,” Law says, humbled the moment Dresmond quoted the first word.  
 
    “Glory to the Crown in our Hearts!” Love joins in, using the millennia-old cry of the knights, now simply replaced with “Glory” in most settings.  Lain takes a stressed breath. 
 
    “Glory, to the Crown in our Hearts,” Lain adds with a dismal tone. 
 
    A silence overtakes them, and then Law speaks up. 
 
    “You’re right. Damn, you’re completely right... . I’m sorry. It’s so easy to forget that ... that what we do decides the value of our life to the crown, not how long we live,” he says as he presses his draconic nails into his forehead in shame. Love nods with a smile. 
 
    “Now now, we all forget at times-” 
 
    “You don’t.” 
 
    She smiles sheepishly. “Well then, you’d be surprised. Now, feelings time is over everyone. We need to find a way to save my best friend!” Love says in a manner that reminds Lain a good deal of his whelpling-grade magic teacher when he was but eight years old. Law scoffs in agreement, Dresmond salutes, and Lain grievously looks up from his hands, wet with misery. 
 
    “Ma’am,” Dresmond addresses. Love looks over. 
 
    “Why yes, Dresmond?” 
 
    “I believe I have a strategy that may prove effective.” 
 
    “Oh, that so?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “Well, let’s hear it then,” Love says, the corners of her mouth turning up sharply, because she already knows it’s the plan they’ll use. 
 
    “Thank you, ma’am,” Dresmond says the moment before he begins with another lengthy speech. 
 
      
 
      
 
    

 
 
   
  
 


 Chapter Twenty Three: The Plan 
 
    Dresmond leans in, joined by Love and Law. 
 
    “My plan would be a three-part operation that would ensure, should even one operator succeed, the survival of the entire group. Not one of us would need to rely on the other, so the success of the operation would rely on our singular abilities. I think that no matter who fails, the other two have a great chance, as their forces will be diverted between us.” 
 
    “Very good, now get on with it,” Law butts in. 
 
    “Yes, sir. Sorry, sir. We will split into three: I will go to the official’s communicarium and find the chat stone that connects to our knight offices. I will then alert Redemption personally that Order is planned for execution and that Oa will soon arrive at the High Tea.” 
 
    “He’ll be here in seconds if he could; no way he’d let Order die,” Law says with a wry smirk. Love nods. 
 
    “Oh yes, he’s quite mad for her,” Love says. 
 
    “Indeed. Love’s job would be to break Lord Knight General Order out of her holding place. As we’ve overheard, she has been moved to a pocket dimension cell inside the keep’s magerium. They’re holding her there to ensure her security after your ... well, ma’am, your really cool escape, if I can speak out of turn.” 
 
    “Of course, please carry on,” Love says with a rather proud smile. 
 
    “You will have to go in, get the key, keys, or whatever they’re using to keep her inside, and then transfer the mana necessary for her to pull up a summon gate.” 
 
    “Not a bad idea, Order’s the best we have when it comes to mana pools, and with Love’s expertise setting up a temporary space gate should be easy for them,” Law says, unmoving. 
 
    “Thank you, Rayull. Now, should I have been successful, Redemption would run right into the space-transfer area and teleport right here, probably along with any other high-level knight he could grab in time. Were I to fail, we would still have several knights accept the call to summoning, as of course, that’s what the Rush Corps is there for.” 
 
    “Sounds good, but I see a flaw: what about the guards? I don’t doubt your soldiering skill, Dresmond, but there will be dozens. They’ll smash you to a pulp and throw your ass right into the dungeon,” notes Rayull, almost humorously. 
 
    “That’s where you come in; if you catch my drift.” 
 
    A spark draws up from Law’s cold reptilian eyes. “Change of mind; I don’t like your idea- I love it.” 
 
    “Thank you, sir. So then Love will get Order, summon inside the pocket dimension, pull out as many knights as they can, and exit, we will then have Love and Order lay down a concealing-magic field that will mask our presence until Oa arrives.” 
 
    “Great, but that won’t stop Aoline and Lain from leveling the entire palace from the explosions once Oa activates their spells,” Law reminds. 
 
    “Well, we would have to worry about that, but the little help I got while I was away should prove to solve that problem,” Love says with a calm nod and a very quick wink. Law’s smirk quickly turns down. 
 
    “Yeah? What sort of help?” 
 
    “It’ll be a surprise,” Love says with a smile. 
 
    “…O.E.L.?” Law guesses, going with the first reasonable, however undesirable offer for assistance. 
 
    “Not saying.” 
 
    Law draws back in potential disgust. “Subspace Mercenaries?” 
 
    “Not saying!” Love says as she crosses her arms good humoredly.  
 
    Law scoffs as he catches on.. “An Overlord, then? Pfft, wait no, High Overlord Chaos agreed to help us!” 
 
    Love’s smile instantly flinches. “I’m not saying!” Love says again, glad Law finds the possibility of such things ridiculous. 
 
    “Well fine, I guess that’s really as far as we can plan, yes?” Law questions. 
 
    “I’d suppose so. I’m not sure how we would plan for contingencies in this case.” 
 
    “W-what about me?” Lain asks, entering the conversation finally. Love, Dresmond, and Law exchange some glances, and then Dresmond nods. 
 
    “I suppose you should look after Aoline,” he says, quickly causing Lain to cry “I’M SO USELESS!” and return to his weeping. 
 
    “Stay quiet for Rayda’s sake,” Law chastises, reducing Lain’s sobs to sniveling whimpers. 
 
    There is a silence for a moment as the three more-capable knights muse on the plan a bit more. 
 
    “... How about if we fail?” Law asks. 
 
    “Well, I’d presume we would get executed, Oa would appear, hear the screams of our slow death, activate the spell on Lain and Aoline, level Liefholn keep, kill the Liefland royal family, and then take the High Tea’s seat for itself as its minions kill everyone,” Dresmond says, gaze direct at Law. 
 
    “Pretty bad,” the dragon man says. 
 
    “If you dislike the idea of an entire nation falling in one night, I’d say so,” Dresmond says. 
 
    “Hmm alright, and how long do you think we should have all of this done?” Love asks. 
 
    “From what I’ve heard the Tea will be in about an hour and thirty, when The Sun will be on the later twilight ridge; I’m pretty sure this will be the same time as the execution from what they were saying below. So, yeah, I’d suggest we get started ASAP because I have no idea how long your part will take,” Dresmond says, his shoulders now slumped comfortably to his sides; a sharp contrast to the rigidness he showed yesterday. Love nods. 
 
    “It’s a wonderful idea, Dresmond. I agree with Hosy here that you’ll accomplish great things someday,” Love says with a gaze that Law remembers from his childhood, one she would have every time he successfully used any of the manners she had taught him. 
 
    For a moment, Law feels the sharp prick of jealousy in his side. He decides he’s not about to let a first year-recruit outdo him for his surrogate-mother’s approval. 
 
    “Thank you, ma’am. I look forward to many years of service.” 
 
    She nods. “Now let’s not dally. Time for hands in,” Love says as she puts her hand in front of the others. Dresmond pauses a moment, unsure of what she intends, and then gets that he should put his hand on top of hers. He does so, and then they both turn to Law. 
 
    “That’s dumb, I’m not going to-” 
 
    “Come on, Hosy, go teeeeam!” Love says in a way both of the male knights find completely inappropriate considering the situation. Law looks about a bit, takes a breath, and then puts in his hand. 
 
    “I’ll do my best,” he says, the spark in his eyes steadily returning. 
 
    “Alright! Now we’ll say: ‘It’s not okay if we screw up’ on three- ready? One ... two ...—" 
 
    “It’s not okay if we screw up!” 
 
    “It’s ‘sigh’ okay if we screw up.” 
 
    “It’s not okay if we screw up.” the three say in unison with vastly-differing levels of enthusiasm. 
 
    “Cool, now let’s get to it. I think I’m actually looking forward to this,” Law says as he rotates his armored shoulders in a stretch.  The other two agree, and the three go to save Order, the fairies, and themselves. Lain watches them leave before muttering a few quiet, inspiring things to himself as he tries to get off the floor and be of help. 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter Twenty Three and a half: Goodbye as we know it 
 
    Inside a secure, magically- barred pocket dimension, a certain, muted Order is held down with chains, bars, and magical-devices of all sorts to keep her from casting even the lightest of spells. Among the row of elite guards is nothing but empty blackness, and their prisoner. Order’s eyes, showing an enthused golden, have still not lost hope; she’s certain Love will succeed… and, in the slight chance she were to not succeed, she’ll still complete the mission. 
 
    From the portal that leads between the royal magerium and the pocket dimension comes Pitch, eyes reddened from tears. The guards move aside for their king, and they watch curiously as he leans over the restraint cell. He attempts to speak for a moment, but has trouble holding breath. He waits a moment and then tries again: 
 
    “Know I you cannot speak. With fears most black it has led to this, and I wished to make my love for you once more known, so that you will never question, even in death. Verily, I am unable to stop the events in motion, as should I resist ... the chill on my side tells me Gallin would approach for the crown himself, speaking of me as a traitor to the fair kind of fairies. To retain the royal line, to gain the great words earned at the Highest of Teas, your death is necessary, my dear, old friend. He would not tolerate, and I would not bear, having to see you destroyed. He will see to your proceedings, and I shall sit at the Tea. I have thought for many moons on what I would ask, and now I know. Before you see our sad moon in the sky tonight, know that I will have gained the answer to your suffering. I will ask about your nemesis, and your most secret of musings of him. I will tell the world, and you can then rest assured, that you will be the one tree in Liefland’s garden of execution that died for the love of others ‘stead of the love of self. Tylvania and I have divulged our feelings to one the other, and we will call our next child after you. You will always be remembered in my mind as the greatest, and goodest of heroes, dear Ranalie. Sleep softly, and dream of finer days,” Pitch says before he gently kisses Order on the forehead before turning away. Her expression does not change even as he turns to leave. Her gaze remains iron, as she knows the real struggle is yet to come, and it won’t be an execution. 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter Twenty Four: Contact and Receive (AKA: Chapter Twenty Four: Dresmond Ulveroth Edition) 
 
      
 
    The three knights embark on their mission, going down to the first floor, exchanging a set of permitting glances and then splitting up to complete their various tasks. 
 
    Dresmond floats cautiously down the east halls, footsteps on the edge of perfect silence. He passes a few inattentive guards and keep workers, straight into the official’s working chambers. Dresmond rounds a corner, ducks into the pitch of a door frame, and looks over the working chambers. 
 
    Four guards split into groups of two, casually chatting as they guard the communications room and the logs room. It is only now that Dresmond realizes the three of them lacked to discuss what their policy on covert engagement would be. Regardless, the only way he’ll be able to get by will be to procure and use an effective disguise, which is unlikely considering he is a human, or else to win a fight against four guards at once. He thinks it over, sighs, and is about to make his move when he hears several deep, metallic crashes from behind. 
 
    “HEY YOU FAIRY F****! GET YOUR WEAK ASSES OVER HERE! IF I DON’T SEE A WHOLE F****** CREW OF FAIRIES RUNNING TO STOP ME RIGHT NOW, I’M GOING TO LEVEL THIS ENTIRE F****** KEEP!” a very-familiar voice yells, using a sort of language Dresmond is all too familiar with. 
 
    Dresmond quickly ducks deeper into the frame as the four guards rush to the source of the dragon-kin’s voice, not noting the rather suspicious shadow pressed into the corner of their eyes. Dresmond waits a few seconds more and exhales in relief; he quite admires Rayull’s way of getting attention. 
 
    Dresmond presses on into the empty hallway and right into the communications room. There is a single elf sitting in the middle of the room, jotting out notes with several inactive chat-stones laying on the table. He sneaks up behind him, draws his knife, and in a visceral instant presses the point against the elf’s back while constraining him using his free arm.  The elf jolts in his grasp, and begins quivering as he does his best to display that he is unarmed. 
 
    Dresmond takes a deep breath, and begins in the deepest, scariest voice he can muster. 
 
    “You,” he begins, quickly causing the elf to jolt again in sheer horror. 
 
    “M-m-me?!” 
 
    “Where’s the stone to the R.K. Offices?” Dresmond asks, making sure to exhale on the back of the elf’s neck as he speaks, as per commonly-accepted “creepy assassin/nasty criminal” etiquette. The trembling elf points over to a vast array of shelves, and directs Dresmond’s gaze straight to the one labeled “Righty-Mighty Royal Knighty”.  
 
    “Sweet dreams,” Dresmond says right before he forces the side of his hand into the elf’s neck, knocking him unconscious. 
 
    Dresmond goes up to the shelves, opens the box for the chat stone to the Royal Knight offices, and sends a spark of his mana into it; the way most would activate a magical device that runs directly off of the user’s magic power. 
 
    “Hey, Hollen, what do you need?” a young, feminine voice says from the stone. Dresmond guesses Hollen is the elf he just KOed.  
 
    “Knight Vanguard Dresmond Ulveroth here. You need to put me on to Redemption ASAP,” Dresmond says to the point. 
 
    “Oh, on what grounds?” 
 
    “International emergency.” 
 
     “Wow, uh, okay. Got it. One second,” the voice says before she goes off a moment. 
 
    Dresmond waits at the desk for Redemption to get on, but is cut short as a gnome walks up to the door. 
 
    “Higgity hey, Hollen. I was tiggity told we should evac- hell’re you?” Grumpsy the gnome asks in the usual Liefland gnome dialect; considered just slightly less infamous than the Liefland elven dialect. Before Dresmond can react, Grumpsy spots the unconscious Hollen, presumes him to be dead, and emits the most blood-curdling scream Dresmond has ever heard, comparable only to the conjoined screams of death and bloody-injuries he was assailed with every minute while on the battlefield. He has no proper term for it, but were he asked to describe it, he would liken it a cross between a drowning cat, a lightning strike, and a pre-pubescent girl being thrown off a cliff- an unbearable, unfathomable sound. Grumpsy rushes off to get help, but is tackled down by Dresmond before he can escape. Dresmond knocks out the gnome with more speed than he’s done anything else previous in his short life; he had to stop the noise. The gnome goes limp as he drifts off to enjoy peculiar gnome-dreams, leaving Dresmond to his peace of mind, and the chat stone. At the edge of his hearing now emerging from the ringing screech of the gnome, Dresmond hears the scramble of a wave of guards rushing to his position. He quickly stuffs the gnome in a hiding spot, pulls out his wiring, and ties up the elf into his chair to look as though he were just resting. In the last few wintery seconds Dresmond finds his own spot and silences his breath. 
 
    A group of eight fairy folk soldiers rush by, only one sparing a glance into the room to spot Hollen, seemingly sound asleep even amidst the chaos unfolding, and a very inconspicuous, very normal bump sticking just over the various piles of small chat-stone boxes in the corner of the room. The group passes by just when Dresmond hears Redemption’s voice ringing from the stone on Hollen’s desk. Dresmond gets up from his hiding place and picks up the stone. 
 
    “Hello?” Redemption, thousands of miles away, asks with his own stone. 
 
    “Sir, Knight Vanguard Dresmond Ulveroth here.” 
 
    “The one I sent on the Liefland mission.” 
 
    “Yes, sir. The operation has taken a turn for the worse, Necromancers were involved in the killings, and now the fairies are certain we have been working with them to overtake the royals and steal the seat at the High Tea.” 
 
    “... How did that happen?” 
 
    “Apparently my superior, Knight Love, made some ... interesting tactical decisions tha-” 
 
    “Short, please.” 
 
    “They think we’re terrorists because Love exchanged a necromancer for the other two lower knights in our group.” There is a short silence. 
 
    “A prisoner exchange, with necromancers?” Redemption says. 
 
    “Y-yes sir. We have absolutely no time and we need reinforcements immediately.” 
 
    “Even though there hasn’t been a single documented event of necromancers exchanging prisoners. Just let Order handle this; she’s good friends with Pitch and Tylvania. I don’t think this will be a bi-” 
 
    “She’s scheduled for execution tonight, sir.” There’s another silence, this one a bit longer. 
 
    “... What?” Redemption asks, his tone instantly sharping in seriousness. 
 
    “Pitch’s hand was forced by his advisors. He thinks the people will rebel if they don’t pin it on someone tonight.” 
 
    “... for fu- ... really?” 
 
    “Yes sir.” 
 
    “I’ll be there as soon as I can. Caliburn unfold these damn necromancers.” 
 
    “We’re doing our best out here sir, but I don’t know how long we can—Oh, shi-” Dresmond stops short, feeling a dark, angry presence behind him. 
 
    On the other side of the stone, Redemption can hear a short scuffle, and then a lasting silence. 
 
      
 
      
 
    

 
 
   
  
 


 Chapter Twenty Four: Prove your Strength (AKA: Chapter Twenty Four: Hos’Rayull Edition) 
 
    The three knights embark on their mission, going down to the first floor, exchanging a set of permitting glances and then splitting up to complete their various tasks. 
 
    Law moves forward into a good, central intersection in the keep. He takes a deep breath, bows his head, and says a short prayer to both Omniverse the Allbeing and his draconic ancestors. He opens his eyes anew, reasserted in his goal to both prove his worth as a knight to the Allbeing, and to prove his worthiness as a dragonkin to his estranged ancestors. He withdraws his enormous great mace and pauses in silence. If one were listening, they could hear a slight breeze as Law takes in a slow, deep, stoic breath before the battle. 
 
    A few seconds pass, and Law abruptly joins his hands to the shaft of the mace and throws all of its weight into the ground several times, obliterating the marble tiles underneath. He slams his mace down a few more times, making sure he has the entire keep’s attention before he delivers his message. 
 
    “HEY YOU FAIRY F****! GET YOUR WEAK ASSES OVER HERE! IF I DON’T SEE A WHOLE F****** CREW OF FAIRIES RUNNING TO STOP ME RIGHT NOW, I’M GOING TO LEVEL THIS ENTIRE F****** KEEP!” He boasts mockingly with the intensity of a dragon’s blazing breath. He draws in a deep gust of wind through his ivory-white barricade of teeth as he hears doors open from far off. 
 
    There is a short silence, and then Law hears the frantic rush of fairy feet closing in from all directions. Elves, dwarves, gnomes, fairies both high and low, spooks, ghosts, ghouls, ents and even a few talking animals meet the angry dragon-kin’s challenge, weapons, claws, fists and teeth at the ready. There is a part of Law that dislikes, that he’ll have to avoid killing them on purpose, but it’s necessary to get the point across once all this is over. Should he not hold back, it would only add another layer of controversy to fairy-knight relations. 
 
    He readies his weapon, and meets the first in the group with a mace to the face. 
 
    A group of higher, middle, and lower fairies make up the bulk of the approaching force, and already Law sees a glint of fear in their eyes. Deep in the cold-blooded ore of his core, he feels a hot spark reignite; he knows he was designed by the dragon gods to fight, and fight he will. 
 
    He sweeps across the first wave of spears, knocking either the spears from the guards, or the guards themselves into the air and into the wall. Unlike Love, the guards are quickly deterred back into the entirety of the force, now forming ranks. A new front line is established, this time of the larger, stronger fairy-folk, and they approach again. Law sees that he has them precisely where he wants them; if they continue this level of caution he can buy an hour of time if need be. 
 
    “Yes, come here, fairies, I’m hungry,” he says with a wide, rocky grin. The fairies, most of which have been raised on stories of villainous dragons breaking into homes at night to feast on disobedient little fairy children, quickly flinch at the remembrance of their childhood nightmares. The officer calls out to press on, and at that the phalanx returns to the task at hand. 
 
    With a crazed glare, Law removes his gauntlet and bites into his hand, drawing a rapid stream of blood that he promptly smears across his face. 
 
    “C-captain, hark! This foe is so maddened with spirits of his ancient agonists, what chance have we, decent folk, to best such a demon!” one of the fairies calls nervously to the officer. 
 
    “Indeed!” 
 
    “Forcert.” 
 
    “Harken to these words, our dear captain!” three other voices ring out as the approaching force comes to a halt. 
 
    Law’s breath picks up in volume as he points his head up high to stare at the spear-wall out of the corner of his eye. He can now hear the badly-concealed shudders and gasps of terror from the fairies. 
 
    “Breathe, winged armlings! He is but one death-lusting foe cursed with the blood of the dark-” the officer’s encouragement is muted by the cackle Rayull lets loose.  
 
    “P-please, captain!” 
 
    “Spare us our graves!” two of the fairies again complain, eyes all focused on the maverick dragon-kin howling out smoke. 
 
    “Bah! Cowardlies of no use! The ones of the ground be a heartier flesh. Dwarf-kind, come forward and re-” The officer’s voice is again overpowered, this time from the immense, conjoined scream from the fairies at the sight of Law abruptly rushing forward, his mace poised to smash them into oblivion. The ranks break as the mass of spear-fairies are smashed into the warm air of the eternal summer realm, weapons scattering about and hitting a few of the others in the farther ranks. 
 
    Amidst the screaming insanity of the fairy folk breaking their guards and turning to run, Law draws back for another swing, and throws his weight into the retreating soldiers. The mace that weighs a fourth of the force slams into their backs, sending another array of fairies into the air, breaking their bones, smashing their wings, and imprinting securely in their minds that the stories their parents told them at night are undoubtedly true. The officer draws back, as afraid as the others, but better at seeming collected; he turns to run or fly along with the others but is grasped by the wings. 
 
    “Going somewhere?” Law asks as he snaps the officer’s insectly wings in a single instant. The officer squeals in pain as Law pulls him back, throws him into the floor, and stomps into one of his shins, breaking it like a twig. 
 
    “PLEASE! I BEG OF THEE! SHOULD ANY SPARK OF MERCY BE IN THAT HEART OF TAR, METAL, AND FIRE, I BEG, LET ME FREE!” the officer screams, flailing like a child before punishment. Law hates their pompous, high-pitched voices. The dragon-kin laughs and then, as if he had heard bad news, sobers up. As the other guards clear out of the hall to get distance, Law looms down over the officer, and looks him right in the eyes. 
 
    “Did your people give my great grand-parents the same choice?” The question is painfully rhetorical, as no known dragon-kin was spared by fairy forces during the Extermination Wars. They were slaughtered without mercy. 
 
    The officer begins crying in equal parts pain and fear. “Please! Please! I’m sorry! I’m so sorry!” 
 
    “Are you?” 
 
    “Yes! Please! I didn’t make those decisions! I never even fought in the Extermination Wars! I-I love your kind!” 
 
    “My kind? Oh yes, what was it? ‘Those death-lusting foes cursed with the blood of the dark ...’ would you care to finish that sentence?” Law asks as he grinds his boot into the fairies shin. The fairy begins writhing uncontrollably, in denial that he’s about to be smashed to death by one of those horrible dragon-men. The officer has seen his fair share of action, but never alone, and never against something so invincible. What’s worse is that, among the more popular of the dragon-kin rumors in Liefland, is that they devour the souls of their victims, sending them into a hellfire of eternal torment. 
 
    “I can’t! Please! I can’t! Pl-pl-pleleeese!” the officer cries in sheer horror. 
 
    There is a slight pause, and Law lifts his mace again. Would he strike the fairy, he would be nothing else but unknowable, splattered remnants of a corpse; a corpse among corpses he would be so unrecognizable. 
 
    “Well I have something to tell you,” Law says calmly, mace lifted high. The fairy braces to receive his ultimate end. 
 
    “He ... heh ... heh!” he mutters, unable to speak amidst the terror strangling his heart and clouding his mind. 
 
    “As a superior creature, I know when to spare a life that cannot possibly take my own; simply part of being a god in comparison to something like you. I forgive you, you piece of shit- it was your ancestors that killed mine, and as the new generation we’re given the opportunity to move away from that. Tell them that I let you live, and maybe we’ll have a new future for our kinds. Now go, crawl back to your sniveling hive like a good insect,” Law says, releasing his foot-hold on the officer’s leg. The fairy stares in shock a moment, unbelieving that one of the horrible beasts of his childhood, told to have an unquenchable thirst for murder and innocent flesh, has just allowed him the rest of his life in front of his men; watching from afar. 
 
    The wide-eyed, wing-and-leg-broken officer crawls away as quickly as he can. 
 
    Some of the on looking guards go out halfway to pull the officer back into the ranks, now a dozen meters away. Law listens to the commotion of relief and warning passing between the fairies, and then sees the officer send out a messenger to elsewhere in the castle. 
 
    Law continues to stare with stoic silence; only a lifeless body would be more still. 
 
    In the next minute, there in one over confident dwarf that approaches and attempts to use magic, and a few other fairy folk using ranged attacks to get at Law. Law promptly kicks the dwarf in his face, sending him rushing back into the group, and every arrow that hits Law only barely taps into his armor, either natural or artificial. 
 
    Having foiled every attempt that the Liefland royal guard has thrown at him, Law cannot help but crack a genuine smile. It’s such a rush for him, fighting fairies just like his ancestors- displaying his superiority to all who behold him. His smile fades only a moment after its birth when he spots something incredibly strange down the hall. 
 
    Far away, several hall intersections back, from what looks to be the officer’s sector, is what seems to be darkness itself approaching him. The guards quickly make way for Liefland’s secret weapon, the very same that had already taken care of Dresmond, and is now on its way to handle the next matter in the keep. Law squints, and makes out that it’s not darkness that’s approaching, it’s just the lanterns are dying out as the concealed something approaches. The guards, assured of their victory, clear out of the halls. 
 
    Law watches in awe a moment more, and then beholds the ghastly sight of his opponent, silently approaching with arms outstretched. 
 
    Hos’Rayull raises his mace. 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter Twenty Four: Soon to be Ex-Friends (AKA: Chapter Twenty Four: Meeo Letlind Edition) 
 
    The three knights embark on their mission, going down to the first floor, exchanging a set of permitting glances and then splitting up to complete their various tasks. 
 
    Love rushes up several hallways and then ducks into a corner, waiting for Law to do his part. 
 
    There is a slight pause, and then Love can hear a vicious racket from behind her, sounding like the shattering of rocks. 
 
    “HEY YOU FAIRY F****! GET YOUR WEAK ASSES OVER HERE! IF I DON’T SEE A WHOLE F****** CREW OF FAIRIES RUNNING TO STOP ME RIGHT NOW, I’M GOING TO LEVEL THIS ENTIRE F****** KEEP!”  a familiar voice yells with maniac confidence. 
 
    Love is pretty certain he didn’t learn that sort of language from her! 
 
    She watches with the profile of a mouse as two groups of guards rush to the source of Law’s distasteful, effective distraction. Love sees they made the mistake of leaving the path to the magerium unguarded; a fortunate turn of incompetence for her. 
 
    Love moves silently through the chambers proceeding to the magerium. Even when navigating Liefholn’s many halls, the intense magical presence of the magerium’s many devices is obvious to her. She’s rather surprised; she did not expect the Liefland Royal magerium to have a mana-signature of quite this size. There must be some really powerful magic contained inside. 
 
    The cloud-eyed knightess reaches the hall leading into the magerium, the enormous witchwood doors barely concealing the mana signature. Holding them secure is what seems to be a magic lock, probably one that uses a rune key. Love, not one to conserve her spells, goes right into casting the lock off with a specialized, arcane curse, the sort one would learn only after centuries of study; she bets not even Order would know this spell, as her interest in magic has mostly fallen under assault, alteration, and other, more blunt forms of incanteries. Love understands Order would focus on only a few schools of magic, though; she’s far busier than Love with administrative things, and when she isn’t working, she’s usually drinking with Nature and Generosity. 
 
    Almost done with her spell, she detects a presence from behind. Love quickly ducks into the dark, right in the shadow of a torch. A soldier rushes by, uses a rune key in his possession to open the lock, and the doors open for him. He enters and Love can, just barely, hear some chattering from the other side of the door. There is a slight pause, and then Love hears it. 
 
    Softly, so softly, like a sleeping bell, she hears the voice of something she expected to be long gone, ever since they were banished after the Extermination Wars. 
 
      
 
    The fairies, though most of them were not a near match to the might of the dragons and their kind, had a secret weapon, the oldest of their sort; a kind of fairy that had magic both whimsical and terrible, one that sounded no words, but was understood by all. These ones were called many names: Oldest Spirit, Greater Fae, Truest in the Dark, Highest Faery, God Wisp, but its most common-name is proto-fairy, as it is widely thought to be the first variety of fairy to exist. 
 
    They are unkind creatures and take great pleasure in capturing and destroying anything that has the concept of pain. They are very quiet, and very magical; in fact, it is widely viewed that they are invincible—though as one might expect, entities like Chaos and Order know better. 
 
      
 
    Love winces, she had thought the last of them was banished battling the dragons, but it seems that there is still one left on this plane of existence, away from its likelings. The fairies must not have banished this one, directly disobeying the mandate set on their country after the Kingdoms and Powers International Peace Conference, in which they were ruled too dangerous to be left in the hands of fairies, who were widely seen as barbaric in the eyes of the primarily-human council. 
 
    Love, guessing that the messenger was sent to release the Old Breeze of The Forest from its sealing place, quickly exerts her magic to cast a spell of great concealment. She has prepared for this moment, like every other moment leading up to now. 
 
    “Mil’fall!” she casts, finishing her spell, quickened at the cost of exuberant amounts of magic power. 
 
    Just as her heat, mana, and soul signatures disappear from all sight, the doors swing open by themselves, the torches blow out and into the hall walks a living blackness, sounding more like the swaying of trees than the steps of a creature. The very tall creature, body aglow with symbols unknown and plenteous, walks out from the doors. It lumbers over just next to Love and stops. The hallway is assaulted with a choir of sunken bells as it speaks. 
 
    “Where are you, Meeo Jawry Letlind? Where are you?” the creature communicates with its ancient chords, attempting to pinpoint Love’s location by listening to her thoughts. Her spell is sufficient, fortunately, and the Great Faery, its face empty and void, continues down the hall to complete two-thirds of its errand before returning. 
 
    Her time is very limited, the Old Fae will likely catch Dresmond and Law and then turn around to find her. 
 
    Meeo waits a few seconds after it’s out of sight and then, again to her fortune, the same guard comes out with the rune key in tow. The spook guard, monikered Sirragan Spik, is knocked out by a mysterious foot from nowhere and is looted of his precious rune key. 
 
    The invisible Love uses the key and the doors open up. The knight rushes past the various magical devices, objects, creatures in cages, seals and what-have-you, up to the pocket dimension; a large tear in the fabric of creation. She pokes her head in, notes the comfy surroundings, the multiple guards, and Order constrained with more anti-magic binds than Love can count in this quick moment. She gets to formulating a plan, and then leaps into action. 
 
    From left to right, the five guards are as follows: 
 
    Goltrei Merritman, a Dwarf who hates humans like the plague, 
 
    Matimerial Ilsovyne, a High Fairy who is the leader of the squad and Pitch’s highest-ranked operative; he’s keeping a close eye on his pocket watch. 
 
    Spirran Setlisay, a grey spook, standing nearest to Order’s holding place, squatting up and down with intense, adorable seriousness. 
 
    Setlin Serian, a red spook that is dancing back and forth with stoic composure. 
 
    Aevywn Hannendyn, a master elf archer staring vacantly towards to pocket dimension’s fireplace.  
 
    “How much waity batey time and fatey do we have remaining? Check you gear-bellington ensemble, if you please” Aevywn asks with a slow gesture of the head. Matimerial glances to the hands on his watch. 
 
    “Round five minutes more ‘fore we make travel and prepare her destruction,” Matimerial says, charged with being the one to lead Order out to the center square to be executed. 
 
    “Aye, couldn’t come sooner, I say,” Goltrei adds. Matimerial shrugs with a weary sigh. 
 
    “How is our held quarry, Spirran?” he asks. 
 
    “Good is prisoner, Report to nothi-  ... Look there why? What see you?” Spirran asks Order, seeing her trail with her eyes what looks to be the presence of concealing magic entering the room; the silhouette is very large, about the size of a doorframe. The muted Order begins shaking her head violently the moment Love goes up and tears in half the magically-barring slip that inhibits dimensional travel; Meeo is now free to use Everlock. 
 
    “Is something of grim accord, Spirran?” Matimerial asks, noting Spirran’s strange response. 
 
    “Looking is prisoner. Something at staring.” 
 
    “It would not be outside of humanity’s grief to see higherling beasts before one’s death. Such is their bleak condition,” the fairy says as an invisible Love sets Everlock in-between Order, Spirran, herself, and the four other fairy-folk. She steps atop Order’s mass of magic restraints and begins casting a few spells. The moment she starts with her magic Matimerial sees his watch glint blue. 
 
    “Sorceries nigh! Search and behold our trespasser, Setlin!” he says to the anti-mage spook with sharp alert the moment he detects the presence of mana-flow inside the dimension. 
 
      
 
    It’s worth stating here that spooks have different unique magics they can make use of based on their body color. There are all sorts of lists and studies done on this, but what is pertinent right now is that red spooks can release a mist that can detect the presence of magic, and grey spooks are, among other things, capable of increasing the potency of nearby spells. 
 
      
 
    Following his commander’s order, Setlin Serian releases a red mist from his vaporous entirety, as is the unique spook spell (or “spookery”) of the red spook variety. In the next second the mist magnetizes to Love and outlines her clearly on top of Order’s holding place. The moment the outline is clear, the group can hear the sound of a door being open and shut at a quickened pace, causing it to disappear just as quickly. Aevywn draws her bow and rapid-fires several bolts at the presence, intending to end this fight quickly and get home soon to fetch her two children for the High Tea celebration. All of the enchanted arrows stop flat in the middle of the air, each denting into what sounds to be invisible wood. 
 
    “What witchery becomes us on this, our most harrowed of nights?” Matimerial asks in shock as he finishes unwrapping his magerium-prototype staff to begin flinging his fury of fire spells at his target, all to be enhanced by his grey spook companion. 
 
    “Some sort of dark human magic, I’ll handle this,” Goltrei says with a dagger-sharp glare and his anti-magic hammer lifted. Goltrei rushes forward towards the invisible door, poising his weapon to obliterate whatever presents itself in front of him. Everlock bursts open with a high-level frost spell, its blizzard spewing out of the door and instantly dropping the room’s temperature to the deep negatives. The lightweight spooks and Matimerial are instantly knocked against the wall of the pocket dimension and are held stationary by the freezing wind. Aevywn, like most elves, are sensitive to extreme temperatures, pushing her to unconsciousness as an angry Goltrei faces the current of freezing hail with every ounce of his dwarven bravery. As her enemies struggles against the current of “frosteriel-ever-fluent”, Love leaps from out of Everlock and delivers a swift, magically-accelerated kick to Goltrei’s face, knocking him out amidst the sub-zero air. The torrent of great frost resides, and the three conscious ones are released from the windy hold. 
 
    “By Pitch’s wing! Humans are to be feared! Gallin was true to speak so awedly of you, dark knight!” Matimerial shouts as he finishes unveiling his staff from its inhibiting wrappings. Suddenly the staff, overcharged with occult magic, bursts into a dark flame, its sentience screaming back into existence. 
 
    “HEY! WHAT THE HELL WAS THAT FOR?!” the malignant spirit yells as the staff takes flight from Matimerial’s hands and into the air.  
 
    “I beckon your aid, angry spirit. Waste this one that opposes us!” 
 
    “WHAT? SHUT UP YOU SHIT-FAIRY. I DO AS I PLE-” the large spirit spots Love, who recognizes the voice. 
 
    “Oh my, Terioth,” Love says with a wide look about her as her cloaking spell phases out. The spirit, now gaining elephantine size and the color of a forest fire, grins. 
 
    “WELL WELL, LOOK WHO WE HAVE HERE; MUST BE MY LUCKY DAY.” 
 
    She draws back. “Eh, I don’t think this is the time for you to-” 
 
    “HAHA! FINALLY! ALL THOSE YEARS OF BEING SEALED ... YES, SURELY, MY TIME OF REVENGE HAS COME!” Terioth yells while he takes deep breaths and fills his lungs with unholy fire. Love quickly begins with her counter-spell. 
 
    “Noble Spirran, make haste!” Matimerial exclaims, commanding his grey-spook companion. Spirran the spook wastes no time in using his spookery to enhance the level of the flames in the area. Love feels a sharp rise in the temperature around her.  
 
    “SCREAM IN FIRE!” Terioth exclaims through his spirit as his frog-like chest extends from the well of flames inside of him. 
 
    “Vu’shell,” Love casts just as Terioth releases the spew of fire from his core. A wall of anti-fire rises in front of her, protecting both herself and Order from the flamethrower. Terioth takes another breath, but not quickly enough to stop Love from leaping back inside Everlock. He coughs and suppresses the flames, then looks over to Matimerial when he speaks up. 
 
    “Speak truly: you two are of acquaintance?” the fairy asks as the two spooks stumble around in shock. 
 
    “YEAH, WAS FIGHTING FOR OVERLORD TORMENT IN THOSE DAYS. SHE WAS ONE OF THE KNIGHTS TASKED WITH DESTROYING HIS HELL GATE ARRAY,” Terioth says, referring to an older war in an older day. 
 
    “You were dismissed back to a darker plane by her?” 
 
    “CORRECT, FAIRY FLESH. COME WITH ME AND I WILL ALLOW YOU THE HONOR OF HELPING ME KILL HER.” 
 
    “Tis a dangerous endeav’, my dark one. Perhaps patience may prove more fruitf-” 
 
    “**** YOU. OIT-DAMNED COWARD FAIRIES- USELESS EVEN TWO THOUSAND YEARS LATER. I’M GOING IN ALONE,” Terioth says as he brashly approaches the door. Amidst Matimerial’s warnings, Terioth opens Everlock and begins forcing his muscular mass through the cute, colorful frame of Everlock. 
 
    Matimerial and the spooks watch as Terioth enters, looks around and is then tackled to the floor by a group of long, dangerous run on sentences: horrible creatures that exist only by their rare necessity, when too much needs to be said at once and not enough space or punctuation exists to bridle them to the plane of common-sentence existence; additionally Love takes this moment of distraction to exit Everlock, bow drawn and ready to hold up the fairies as Terioth is pulled into Negative Space to do battle with the dangerous, horrifying extensions of unnecessarily elongated prose. With no time to cast a spell, Matimerial slowly falls to his knees and drops his magic catalyst, eyes focused with anger. The two spooks follow his example. 
 
    “Very good, now stay put,” Love says with a smile as she steps back, closes Everlock and begins undoing Order’s bindings. Order’s expression is a mix of surprise and discontentment as Meeo removes the muting slip of magic paper from her lips. 
 
    “Meeo, this isn’t what I had in mind,” she says with a sharp glare. Love hums. 
 
    “Ahh, I suppose you would have preferred been executed then?” 
 
    “No, I mean ... yes. Meeo, it would have been better for me to just die than you to get caught up in this more. You were supposed to prove my innocence.” 
 
    Meeo smirks. “Was I?” 
 
    “Yes! But ... but we don’t have a choice now. We’ll work with what we have. Come on,” Order says as she gets up and brushes herself off. 
 
    “What do you have in mind?” 
 
    “... We wait for Oa, strike when it’s busy with Pitch and Tylvania, that’s our best chance ... Wait, damn, then again we do have Aoline and Lain’s conditions… we need to think this through…” Order mentions as she hops up and to keep an eye on the high fairy and his spook comrades. 
 
    “Worry not, Ran. I have it all squared away,” she says with a nod, right hand gently stroking the string of the bow. Order raises her brow at Love with a look of concern. 
 
     “That so?” 
 
    Love’s smile forms into a confident grin. “One could say I’ve taken out a very potent insurance policy.” 
 
    “You need to be upfront with me, Meeo. What did you do?” 
 
    “It’s a secret,” Love says, holding her finger to her lips complimented with a wink. Order stares at Love as if she had said something stupid, but expectedly so; a slight tilting of the head, direct gaze, and raising of the eyebrows. 
 
    “... A secret?” she asks. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    Order has her own fair share of secrets, but Meeo’s the one person she’s always shared them with. “Well, what is it?” she asks. 
 
    Meeo winks again. “For once it’s a serious secret.” 
 
    The two pause as Order attempts to search Love’s gaze for some explanation. If she’s not telling her outright it must be something deadly serious. “... Alright, whatever, let’s just get out of here.” 
 
    “Gladly; come along this way and we’ll be back in the mag—” Meeo stops herself, hearing the dreamy, harrowing “ding” of a Faery bell. Love and Order share a pair of shocked glances. 
 
    “Is that what I think it is?” Ranalie asks. 
 
    “It is, apparently Liefland cheated on the war agreement and kept one or two around.” 
 
    “Shit.” 
 
    Love crosses her arms. “Now, Ranalie, I feel such a dirty exclamation wouldn’t really be prop-” 
 
    “I can’t believe it… I don’t have Monument. There’s no way we could fight it!” Order exclaims as the two of them see what appears to be a magic darkness entering the magerium at the other side of the portal and approaching. 
 
    “Hmm, this won’t do at all. Ranny, this way please,” the cloudy knightess directs as she turns around to Everlock. 
 
    “Foolish vagrants. The first of our noble kind is not one that can be escaped,” Matimerial says with a wry grin, overjoyed that the Faery is now approaching its final mark. 
 
    “Humans are doomed, mission success,” Spirran says with a few foreboding squats. As Order and Love open up Everlock and close it behind them, the both of them realize that the ringing has not stopped. 
 
    “Come here, Meeo Jawry Letlind, Ranalie of Reane. Come here,” the ancient, calm voice says right to their minds. The two knights are suddenly overwhelmed with the gripping desire to go back through Everlock and meet with the great nature spirit. 
 
    “King’s sake, lock it!” Order says, pushing her hand against her forehead as she battles the crushing headache. Love complies without pause and locks the white and blue door behind the two of them. 
 
    “Your door will not help you. Come here,” the Faery commands as it extends through the door using arcane magics of great, dark whimsy.  The bells grow only louder as the two fight its influence. 
 
    “Charge your bow,” Order says as she gets on knee and begins casting a trap-spell. Again Love is compliant and speaks a few soft words to her next arrow. The two, both beyond-master-level magicians, finish up their spells in roughly the same time, just as the whimsical, consuming presence leaks completely through the door. 
 
    “Now!” Order says as the towering great Faery lays its sight upon them. The trap-spell, obeying its creator, leaps to life and explodes straight up, engulfing the Faery in its powerful vertical flame. Order, having forgotten that this is negative space, sees the Faery not burn, but freeze.  At the same moment Love fires her arrow, charged with weakness, into her target, smashing its head clean off in a shocking display of fatal marksmanship. 
 
    The Faery regenerates in the following three seconds and looks down to the shocked duo. 
 
    “I exist out of your realm, flesh-ones. Surrender, and come here,” it says, grasping enough of Meeo’s brain to bring her shortly to her knees. Order is of a slightly stronger sort when it comes to dealing with mental influences. 
 
    “Get up, Meeo!” Order says as she tries to pull Meeo to her feet and then, seeing that she is unresponsive, picks her up and starts running. 
 
    “No need for that. Come here,” it says again, its mental arms grasping at Order’s mind. Ranalie looks behind her and sees that the distance between herself and the Faery has not widened, as if she’s running on nothingness. She begins casting another spell to counteract the sound of the bells in her mind, now reverberating through her entirety. 
 
    “No need for that. Your mind has grown weak,” it says, gradually dictating her body. Suddenly Ranalie feels a complete blankness in her head, the magic words she was thinking of have now been covered with pages upon pages of the sound of the deep bells in long, wonderful longevai songs. 
 
    “Very good. Your will has grown weak,” it says again, this time bringing the Masteress Knight to her knees, and then flat on the ground. 
 
    In the next moment she feels an army of warm, welcoming hands pick her up, and engulf her in their collective heat. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Twenty Five: The Execution  
 
    Meeo wakes up outside in Liefland’s grand square, her clothing pulled up to reveal her stomach. Looking to her left and right, she spots Order, Law and Dresmond, all bound next to her with their stomachs vulnerable as well. Around them is a sizable crowd of angry, excited fairy-folk. 
 
    “That one just woke up!” 
 
    “Necromancer friend, die prepare to!” 
 
    “Suffer for your grave evils!” are among of the few shouts she hears as Law turns to her. 
 
    “Evening,” a bruised, spit-covered Law asks, the first to awaken. Love notes that his shirtless body, constricted in magic binds, has the marks of strain on them; he’s been trying to break them. 
 
    “Oh, good evening, Law. How are you?” she asks nonchalantly, flopping on her side to see him. 
 
    “Good, now help me get out of these bonds. You have a spell or something, right?” he asks as his muscles bristle under the binds. Love looks down at her hands, and notices there are mana-flow-sealing notes on them. 
 
    “It seems that I don’t,” she says with a chuckle. 
 
    “You’re kidding? I’m not going to die like this.” 
 
    “Hmm, are you afraid of dying?” Meeo asks with a kind smile. 
 
    He scoffs. “I welcome it, but we are bound in honor to complete our mission. Besides, my ancestors would laugh if I were to die a prisoner, and the Allbeing would cry if I were to die before completing my duty. I won’t be dying here, for myself, and for the good of everything,” Law says with a wide, unafraid grin. 
 
    There is a pause between the two amidst the foresty air and then Love nods just as she’s hit with a half-eaten apple. 
 
    “G-good, I’d have it no other way,” Love says with a calm smile matching Rayull’s in its fearlessness. Rayull turns to look up at the stars, with a great bold moon shining down upon them through the clearing. He says “yeah, neither would I,” and returns to exerting himself against the vines holding him to the ground. 
 
    The half-dragon’s struggle lasts for about five more minutes until Order begins muttering to herself; she seems to be having a dream. Love turns her head over to Order and blows hard, turning up her white hair a bit; causing her to quickly break a smile. 
 
    Under the full moonlight, Ranalie’s skin has such an eerie, unnatural coldness to it; she’s so beautiful and pristine, and yet so lively and full. Something stirs within Meeo as she looks over her best friend, who is perhaps the most gorgeous person one can witness under the light of the moon. Love gulps nervously before she blows once again. 
 
    “R-Ro’, quit it… you ass,” she says with a sort of playful glee that’s strange for her. Love puffs with all her might one last time, and sighs as she fails again to wake her. Meeo hums and then looks over to one of the fairies in the crowd. She gets their attention and gestures over to Order with her eyes. 
 
    Taking the hint, a four-year-old dwarf tosses his mostly-finished lolly-pop at the unconscious Order, causing her to flinch softly. It takes her a moment to get herself together, but the youthful, almost sensual radiance on her face fades to the Order everyone knows the moment she takes proper account of her situation. She sighs and speaks: 
 
    “The execution, then?” she asks with a bland tone. 
 
    “That’s right.” 
 
    “Why yes, Ran’. It is about that time,” Law and Love affirm respectively. 
 
    “Great ... So we’ve failed.” 
 
    “Seems that way,” Love responds with a smirk. 
 
    “... And I don’t suppose anyone’s coming to help.” 
 
    “We don’t know that yet. It was Dresmond’s assignment,” Law says, speaking with surprising-stability for someone forcing everything they have against their bindings. Order raises a moonlight brow and pushes herself up just enough to spot the unconscious Ragnivanian boy with a large amount of grief on his features, vined-up at the far end. Ranalie returns to her neutral position. 
 
    “This isn’t fair. Dresmond can’t be more than twenty, and they’re going to kill him,” she starts, finally realizing the last time she was here in Liefland was a whopping three hundred years ago; allowing more than enough generations for a people to go nuts. 
 
    “That’s the station of the knights,” Law notes plainly as the sunset hues in the sky fade into blues. 
 
    “It is, but it shouldn’t be. Knights should die to necromancers, criminals, crazy-ass wizards, wayward dragonkin—” 
 
    “Pardon me, ma’am?” Law asks with a half-humored growl. 
 
    “Don’t act like it doesn’t happen. Dragons, orcs, anything out of society’s line ... and Chaos, dammit! They should die to things that should actually be threatening! But what the hell even happened to these people!?” 
 
    “Fairyfolk,” Law notes, making sure the distinction between them is clear. 
 
    “No, Law. They are, like anything that speaks, worthy of a person’s respect ... well, maybe not ... anything, but Humans, Fairy-kind, Dragon-kin-” 
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    “Sure: Void Types, Orcs, Trolls, Drowgen, Ruseils, and any of the crazy whatever-they-ares we see in subspace. Us knights die protecting these people. It’s a little damn hard though when there are societies like this one that try to kill you for lending a hand! Like, who the hell even educated these people? They’re stupid, stupid and xenophobic,” Order says amidst a hail of objects and saliva hurling at her. 
 
    Love clears her throat. “Order, you need to calm down; this won’t he-” 
 
    “Aw, shut up, Meeo! This is such bullshit! People are going to die and I get a front seat to watch just like every other time. Kingssakes, I’m useless.” Order chastises herself, instantly surprising Law; he’s never seen her complain about anything, let alone this hard. 
 
    “Lord Knight General,” Rayull says. Order sighs, takes a deep breath, and remembers all the times that were as close as this. 
 
    “Yes, Law?” she returns with a calmer, though still stressed demeanor. 
 
    “Don’t give up hope. Maybe ... maybe the fairies would be willing to help for when Oa comes,” he says, winning expressions of surprise from both of the lady knights; neither expected him to be so open to the idea of trusting the very same people that were entrusted with the torture and execution of his ancestors. 
 
    “You want to reason with them?” Order asks, making sure Law isn’t indirectly suggesting a giant shield made out of fairy-bones. 
 
    He sighs. “... Well, yes. It’s pretty obvious I can’t break out of these, even using fire, and all of our magic is bound, so perhaps they’ll be willing to hear from the criminals themselves,” he suggests as he lets up on the vines that have shown no signs of tearing from the past fifteen minutes of force. 
 
    Order overlooks the crowd, an angry, quite-beautiful bunch numbering several hundred from as far as she can see around herself. She takes a breath. 
 
    “Noble Fairies of Liefland, turn your listening to here, this miserable spot held by unfair convict,” Order begins with a louder, more authoritative voice, quickly gaining suspicious, interested glances from the surrounding square. 
 
    “Speak!” 
 
    “What lies have you to tell now?” are among some of the responding voices in the crowd. 
 
    “I will be sky-clear to you, noble, gentle creatures: you have been tricked! Our sort, though from far off way like the kind of the dead, hold no avarice to your souls. We desire your prosperity, not your destruction, your happiness, not your misery. Release us and we shall keep our promise, and shield you from the oncoming evil.” 
 
    “And of what sort is this?! You offend us with your patronizing squabbling!” 
 
    “Lies and treachery, as expected!” she hears in response as the sky darkens into twilight. Meeo coos strangely as she watches the sky darken, and turns to Ranalie. The clouds begins to overtake the stars as they swirl around the moon. 
 
    “We’re running out of time, Ran. Let me give it a try!” Meeo asks with a smile over to her friend. Order nods and Love begins. 
 
    “*Ehem*… Oh, I quite disagree, fairies,” Love says simply with more grace than Order’s ever heard a person hold herself with when constrained to the ground. The unified vision of the square now shifts to her as Dresmond pulls himself from a dream. 
 
    “Good luck,” Order whispers. 
 
    “Oy, why’sat?” a random dwarf asks Love. 
 
    “Everything my commander said was the truth, and we know because we have been fighting these necromancer folks for a long time. Oh, but wait,” she says, effectively quieting down the crowd right before another outburst, “I can prove it, too!” she finishes, silencing the yelling and rage amongst the audience as Gallin approaches the center of the square’s amphitheater. 
 
    “How so?” 
 
    “Tell us!” 
 
    “Yeah, sure,” only three of the many voices call out. Love, with a confident look on her face, clears her throat to provide some sort of additional pause before she lays down the prediction. 
 
    “Well, I’d bet that while Gallin makes his speech things will get really misty and the necromancers will come.” 
 
    “Yeah, and you know this because you’re with them!” an indignant, sissy-elf voice cries out. 
 
    “No, I know this because that’s how necromancers appear in numbers, especially when invading towns. We know this because we’re professionals. Now, perhaps you’re a fan of having your tea parties ruined here in Liefland, I don’t know because I’m a foreigner, but I really think you should trust me when I say, humbly, we’re the best people here for the job of getting rid of these nasty necromancers, and that you should trust us t-” 
 
    “Not a soul here cares for your lies, human.” Gallin says with crowd-silencing authority the moment he tires of the human’s attempts at gaining their freedoms. Cheers erupt from all about as the Tallest of Dwarves takes the podium. 
 
    “Oh, are you so sure?” Love says with a confidence about her that Gallin would take great joy in removing. Gallin simply chortles at the thought of fairies actually being swayed by human trickery. He wouldn’t say it were he asked, but he’s quite thrilled to be killing Love especially; something about her that makes his stomach churn. 
 
    “Very sure. Now, listen well, my brothers and sisters of the fair queen. We take out our lives in this land of leaves, this Liefland to protect ourselves from those that would rally up to have us destroyed. We have four such spies here in our midst. It took our best agents to discover that they have been working in secret with the necromancers,” he says as he presents the four helpless knights. His monologue is encouraged by the collective cheer of the fairy folk, eager to feel secure from the thought of the humans possibly being right about the necromancer’s approach. “These horrible, lying, evil, dragon-licking warmongers have come to blind our senses as the necromancers move upon us, but I can assure you it has all been taken care of. The necromancers have been defeated for I have dispatched our most-elite group of fairies to dispose of them in their secret base. We had our kingdom’s finest tracker go with them and follow the traitor’s route to and from the base. We will see them parade straight into this very square in a matter of moments, triumphant in their battle against the vile undead, dragon-kin, and humans in their underground stronghold. They will arrive to the dying screams of these three evil humans, and one dragon-man!” he notes, the crowd hissing in disgust when he points to the humbled Rayull. “As such, they are due for execution. Traitors to the Crown of Light are all treated the same way, given the most painful demise our world has to offer, as living, squirming soil-food for prized crying crillions!” Gallin says amidst the fever-pitch of cheering as he states both what’s obvious and what’s most exciting to the fairies. 
 
    With a very smooth, graceful, un-dwarf-like gesture, he motions to the winter gardener, the designated executioner, to bring out the crying crillion seeds. They’re thick, wide, dagger-like seeds, the sharp point meant to be pressed into the ground or, in this case, a living creature. 
 
    Dresmond promptly breaks out into a cold sweat as he clenches his fists. 
 
    “Are you afraid?” Law asks, watching the veiled winter gardener display the fist-sized seeds for the entire crowd to see. Dresmond lets loose a quick, quiet puff of air from his lungs. 
 
    “Yes. Aren’t you?” the boy says with an honest fear in his eyes. Rayull never noticed before, but the lad is very striking when he’s not concealed by his hood; he has both prominent Spiralkandrin and Kanvanian features to his face. 
 
    “I am, but I’ll be ready when we get our chance to escape,” the dragon-kin says with a glare far-more confident than Dresmond would expect of a person about to be executed by his nemeses. 
 
    “... You think we’ll be okay then?” 
 
    “I know we will. Love has it all figured out. Did you contact Redemption?” Law asks. 
 
    “I did... I hope you’re right,” Dresmond says amid the frantic cheering of the crowds when the winter gardener brings the seeds to the group towards the far left; apparently he’ll be starting with Order. 
 
    “I am. She’s never failed anyone,” Hos’Rayull says with a ridged grin, saying something he knows isn’t true; she was never there for him when he needed her the most. In reality he really only has himself to blame; however, for each time he could have talked to her at the breakfast table, he kept dialogue to a minimum and instead kept his nose buried in one of his martial arts books. His office has bookshelves of them, each one testament to one step closer he could be to his guardian, but isn’t. 
 
    “Oh, Hosey. You’re too kind,” Love says with a smile, her life’s failures flashing through her mind. Law nods. 
 
    “Thank you ... mother,” Rayull says as the executioner kneels down and looms over Order with the first seed. Order’s eyes are the deadliest red imaginable; she’s not ready to die, and she know she won’t. Just as the winter gardener gets close enough for Order to see through his hood, she feels a sharp, godless chill run down her spine; not one of fear, but of foreboding, intense magic. 
 
    Order has developed her senses to pick it up the moment it is nearby: the mana-signature of Overlord Chaos; the only life form she’s met that would provide a threat to her when armed with her sword. The Overlord’s is a signature so unmistakably large, so brutishly-unapologetic in its power, it’s like a miles-wide earthquake to anyone with magical attunement. It’s like he isn’t even trying to conceal it. He’s nearby, possibly somewhere in the crowd. Her frown intensifies, certain that she’s now in true danger. 
 
    ‘Now then, we could request for last words from our little criminals, but they’ll be singing songs for days to come! They have plenty of time to cry and regret their decisions! Winter gardener, plant the first seed!’ Gallin commands with more joy than the four prisoners find quite appropriate for the situation. The Winter Gardener positions the first seed over Order’s uncovered abdomen, decorated with jovial, ornate markings to display precisely where the gardener will plant the seed, and then pushes into her with ceremonious slowness. 
 
    Order cries out as her muscles reflexively tense around the seed as if it were a blade. She grasps at the ground as if trying to find something to hold onto as cheers from all around her overpowers her single yelp of agony. She takes a deep breath and opens her eyes, restored and waiting for Chaos to appear. Much to the fairies’ surprise, that one scream is the only one she has for them, as if the seed were only a minor inconvenience to her. 
 
    Just now, a thick fog rolls in from the woods, encroaching upon the square; only Love ... and her Overlord, who is here now, pays it mind. 
 
    ‘Next criminal!’ Gallin says with a laugh mixed in, certain the shows the other three will put on will be much more lively than Order’s. The gardener moves to Love and prepares the next seed. Love gives the gardener a calm, long smile, which takes him a moment to process before he does the deed, and then positions the seed over her core to plunge it inside of her. It is here that he is interrupted. 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter Twenty Six: The Butcher enter his Workplace 
 
    There is a loud horn played off in the distance, deep in the woods away from the square. Gallin laughs with victory and raises his hand a moment to halt the gardener. 
 
    “Behold, fair men and women of the noble light crown, our heroes have returned!” the well-dressed dwarf says, ushering out cheers even more numerous than from when Order was impaled with her seed. By this point the fog, almost magically-thick, has engulfed the entire center square and is now moving past the castle. Even the light of the moon is drowned out. Not a soul can see more than ten meters ahead, which starts to make a few of the fairies uneasy; they recall Love’s words just moments ago about how the necromancers would approach. 
 
    “What did the knight there say? Don’t necromancers invade places with mist?” 
 
    “Motha, I very much wish to return to our roamy domey house and homey!” 
 
    “The dead ones are coming. We have been fools!” are a few of the outbursts from out of the crowd. Gallin sighs with a pretentious smirk lining his beard. 
 
    “Relax my dear brethren, there is nothing to worry about. Our soldiers were instructed to blow the horn upon their approach as they always do! Things have gone well,” Gallin says as he peers across the distance. This expression of confidence calms down the group in the square a fair deal, and they are now eagerly awaiting the fairies to come striding in triumphantly with Oa’s head supported on ten pikes. Gallin never thought about it until now, but the thick fog mixed with the black of the oncoming night gives off a very ominous feeling. He is about to give the signal to continue the execution, when a single gasp is let loose by an elf. 
 
    They look to where they expect the fairies to approach, but instead see the eerie, uncertain movement of figures, close enough to the lanterns and torches to be noticeable, but far-away enough to be indiscernible; like living shadows. 
 
    “Welcome back, heroes of Liefland!” Gallin says with a wide grin, doing his best to appear fearless in front of his fellows. There is no response, but the fairies in the crowd begin to make out what seems to be horrible, contorted faces, grinning at the fairies like gourmands before an awaited meal. The horn blares once more. The light of the lanterns and torches diminish as the shadowy group approaches the square. Everyone in the crowd is now certain that Gallin is wrong and that they are all going to die tonight. Their silence holds only until one of them steps out and states the obvious. There is a long moment of the crowd staring at the shambling, shadowy force, and then from the edge of it all approaches a figure taller than Liefland’s many trees. The figure is of such an overwhelming height that it stretches out of view from the small flickers of lights remaining. Gallin begins trembling and does his best to look confused, rather than terrified. “Everyone stay calm and-“ Gallin’s voice is overpowered by the sound of a void, emptied-out husk wearing Liefland’s elite military garb being plopped into the center of the amphitheater next to the dwarf. 
 
    There is a wide, collective gasp in fear as Gallin steps away from the organless, boneless mangling of what was just ten minutes ago an elf. There is a short moment in which everyone in the audience, afraid to speak or move at the thought of it aggravating their invaders, realizes that the human was right. 
 
    Gallin struggles to speak and is only exacerbated when the rest of the bodies are dropped from above by Oa’s great hand; every single one of the fairy folk sent to fight the necromancers. At the same moment, hundreds of necromancers come forward and pass through the crowd, entering the city and ensuring they have surrounded the entire capital. 
 
    “I AM SOMEWHAT OFFENDED. SOMEHOW I WAS UNDER THE IMPRESSION THAT YOU FAIRIES UNDERSTOOD THE POWER I HOLD OVER LIFE AND DEATH, BUT INSTEAD YOU SEND YOUR FINEST WARRIORS TO GRAVES EARLY, IF ONLY BY THIRTY MINUTES. ASIDE, I MUST THANK YOU, IT SEEMS YOU FAIRIES HAVE DONE THE DEED FOR ME IN BRINGING THE KNIGHTS ON KNEE TO BE EXECUTED LIKE THE REST OF YOU. FOR WITHSTRAINING THE KNIGHTS SO THAT THIS WOULD BE FAR QUICKER THAN EXPECTED, YOU HAVE MY GRATITUDE. YOUR DEATHS WILL BE QUICK, AND YOU WILL ALL BECOME PART OF SOMETHING GREATER THAN YOURSELF. SOON THE POWER TO REVERSE DEATH AND GRASP SOULS FROM NETHERWORLDS WILL BE IN MY HANDS, AN UNPRECIDENTED ACHIEVEMENT NOT ONE BEING IN ALL THE OMNIVERSE CAN TRULY LAY CLAIM TO. WITH YOUR PIECES INSIDE OF ME, WE WILL- ... HMM ... ONLY FOUR OF THE KNIGHTS- THERE IS SUPPOSED TO BE SIX. NO MATTER. AS I PROMISED I SHALL ACTIVATE THE SEALS UPON THEM, LEVEL WHATEVER PLACE THEY ARE HIDING IN, AND TAKE LIEFLAND AS MY WORD IS AS SURE AS YOUR DEATHS. THIS COULD TRULY HAVE NOT GONE BETTER. YOU HAVE GIVEN ME ALL THAT I HAVE DESIRED,” Oa says as it raises its left hand to make the seal-activating gesture. 
 
    “Wait!” Love says, looking up to the tower-beast along with the others in the square. Something feeling like a gust of wind, a sigh, comes from Oa’s height.  
 
    “... I HAVE TIME TO SPEAK, PARTICULARLY TO MY MOST-TREASURED OF MORTALS. TELL ME OF YOUR THOUGHTS, WEAKLING,” Oa says as it kneels down to get a better look at Love, its giant stolen skull glinting dully in the lamplight. The fairies and knights look to Love, all faces mixed with horror and confusion. 
 
    “Thank you, Oa,” Love begins with perfect serenity, “Actually I’d like you to… again reconsider doing this, the fairies are not bad people, just… ignorant and annoying,” Love says, smiling as she delivers one-damning glance to Gallin. Hundreds of stolen voices laugh in Oa’s wide, long throat, and Order gives Love a trusting, pained glare; she’s buying time for everyone. 
 
    “OH? OUR FIRST DISCUSSION LEFT SOME DOUBTS?” 
 
    “Mhmm. I think now would be a good time to settle this.” 
 
    “AS YOU WISH. LIKE I SAID EARLIER, I WILL TAKE THE SEAT AT THE TEA, AND NOTHING ON THIS EARTH OR ANY OTHER CAN STOP ME. I WILL HAVE HER BACK, YOU SEE, IT IS FATE’S MANDATE.” 
 
    “Now Oa, don’t be selfish!” she says in front of the entire crowd, horrified frozen as the necromancers watch their movements from the roofs. 
 
    “TRULY? I DO THIS ENTIRELY FOR HER, YOU KNOW.” 
 
    “So you two could be reunited?” 
 
    “YES.” 
 
    “If that was your goal, why didn’t you just ... kill yourself back then? You could have spent all this time together, you know,” Love asks. Oa exhales a breeze onto the group, chilling them to the bones. 
 
    “... WELL SAID, SMALL ONE. IN HONESTY I WILL ADMIT I HAD CONSIDERED IT MANY TIMES, BUT I WAS AFRAID. FEAR WAS WHAT HELD MY HAND. I KNOW NOT WHERE SHE IS, AND IF I WERE DEAD PERHAPS SHE WOULD BE IN ONE LAND OF THE DEAD, AND I IN ANOTHER; FOREVER SEPARATED. THIS COURSE WAS THE ONLY ONE THAT WOULD GUARANTEE MY CONTROL.” 
 
    Love raises her head a bit as if she were looking down on Oa, and forms a wanton smirk. 
 
    “But you were fine with taking the lives of others.” 
 
    “THEY WERE AN ACCEPTABLE PRICE TO BRING HER BACK TO HER RIGHTFUL STATE. I AM NOT AS EVIL AS YOU BELIEVE.” 
 
    “All the people you killed would disagree, I think.” 
 
    “POSSIBLY, THOUGH IRRELEVANT.” 
 
    “You don’t care for the decency of life?” 
 
    “ONLY HER OWN AND MINE.” 
 
    “Really? Did you feel nothing in any of those hearts of yours when you butchered people?” 
 
    “... YOU FAIL TO GRASP THE CRUX OF THE SITUATION. I DID NOT ENJOY KILLING THOSE MILLIONS, BUT FOR THE SAKE OF RESEARCH, BOISTERING OUR RANKS, AND SELF-REPAIR I HAD NO CHOICE IN THE MATTER.” 
 
    “I disagree, Oa; you’re pretty wrong there.” 
 
    “OH?” 
 
    “You had the choice to die with her, but instead you’ve been afraid for all these years. All you’ve done is delay the inevitable.” 
 
    Oa looks to the fairy-folk, the knights, and then looks back to Love. “... JUST AS YOU ARE AS YOU SPEAK TO ME ... YOUR WORDS RING TRUE IN THE EARS OF THOSE AROUND YOU, BUT NOT IN THE EARS THAT WILL AVERT YOUR DEATH. PERHAPS I WAS WRONG ABOUT YOU, KNIGHTESS; YOU ARE TRULY FEARFUL FOR YOUR OWN LIFE— AS SELFISH AND PATHETIC AS THE REST OF YOUR CHARGE.” 
 
    “Possibly, but I do it to help the people around me first. If I can live through this, that’s great, but my biggest goal right now is to either turn you around ... or stop you.” 
 
    “STOP ME? WHAT DO YOU HAVE TO DO SO? ALL OF MY ACTIONS AND STRATEGIES WERE FLAWLESS. THE ONLY THING THAT COULD STOP ME NOW WOULD BE AN UNPRECIDENTED, UNFORWARNED DISASTER THAT I COULD NOT HAVE PREPARED FOR. NOW WHAT FINAL WORDS DO YOU-” 
 
    Oa stops as it hears the unmistakable, soul-crippling laugh of the High Overlord: the true public enemy #1, as he’s been for millennia; the one being that strikes down the gods and humbles nations. 
 
    Everyone looks up to the sky, listening for the voice of a wayward killing machine. 
 
    “Well well well, look what I have found here. Fairlings, is it really true that your adorable High Tea is happening in only a few minutes? I certainly hope I am not late to be given my seat. Oh, and look here! It’s Oa and his trashlings! Been a while since I kicked you poor composites around… Of course, my dear masteress Order, I have not forgotten about you either! It really seems as though everyone is here! A wonderful celebration! The only thing that could make this party better would be some ... hmm, yes, some tea!” rings the mysterious voice, vibrating through the souls of everyone in the square. Oa stares upward looking for the source and is struck with a flying tea cup filled with chilled red-leaf from out of the air. 
 
    “WHAT HOLE FROM THE UNDER-HELLS DID YOU CRAWL FROM, MOST DEPRAVED COMPETITOR?” Oa yells. 
 
    “A small, precious bird spoke into my ear. I have my finest minion to thank for it. Now, I would love to stay and talk about things but I suppose you are all a bit busy, and while I do enjoy intruding, I also enjoy being punctual. I will be going to the tea, so you all have a lovely time,” Chaos’s ghost-like voice rings out. By this point Order is trembling more at the idea of Chaos’ closeness than the crying crillion planted inside of her. 
 
    “UNACCEPTABLE. IT SEEMS AS THOUGH YOU FAIRIES AND KNIGHTS ARE THE LEAST OF MY PROBLEMS. BROTHERS IN DEATH, FIND IT, KILL THE MONSTROSITY!” Oa commands, its words striking a few in the crowd as a bit ironic. Eight-tenths of the necromancer horde move to Liefholn Keep to locate and engage Chaos, and Oa looks back to the knights as Gallin quietly creeps their way, along with a shadowy figure dashing out from Liefholn. 
 
    “Not all has gone as planned, eh, Oa?” Love asks with a mix of smarm and pity. Oa scoffs violently, sending a pound of turf soaring from its mouth. 
 
    “THIS IS TRUE, BUT I HAVE MORE METHODS UP MY SLEEVE THAN ONE WOULD EXPECT. THE NIGHT STILL BELONGS TO ME AND MY LOVE. BEHOLD,” Oa says as it again raises its hand to open the seals placed on Lain and Aoline. 
 
    “Oa, wait! There’s too many people here, you can’t just-” 
 
    “I CAN. ALL LIVES BELONGED TO ME THE MOMENT I CHEATED DEATH FOR THE FIRST TIME. NOW DIE, WEAK-FLESH. SETLEAN, IMP-” 
 
    “Not so fast!” Lain cries just before he grasps onto Oa’s leg, the very same moment it begins casting the release spell. Oa looks down in shock as one of its prepared living bombs clings right to its tree-sized ankle. “I’ll take you with me!” Lain yells, having witnessed Order’s planting by the gardener from within Liefholn and there decided he too would do his duty as a knight. The words of Love, Law, and Dresmond have inspired him to the greatness he dreamed of as a boy as he realizes his greatest strength is found on the inside. 
 
    Oa hadn’t planned for this sort of contingency; it will have to make do. Arriving at the knights, Gallin begins working on Order’s ties in a frantic attempt to free her. He’s willing to bet on them now, even if they do turn out to be traitors. 
 
    “THIS CHANGES NOTHING. YOUR LIFE HAS BEEN A WASTE,” Oa says, canceling the casting and then removing the seal spell on the two young knights with another spell, allowing the two to be killed by Oa personally and eliminating the chance of them exploding upon their deaths; Oa also figures it will need all the spare mana-control it can get if it will be crossing fists with the legendary High Overlord in only moments. The spell mark disappears from Lain’s chest, and in the same moment he is crushed by Oa’s leg. The living graveyard paints Lain’s smashed body across the ground from to scrape off the corpse, and Oa then raises its foot again to rid the world of Order next. 
 
    Unbound and freed to cast spells the moment Oa prepares to stomp down, Order activates the alteration-magic pathways along her entire body, returning to her the inhuman strength and speed she’s used to. She bolts out of the way in a zip-fast moment just before Oa’s foot impacts again into the ground. The strike blasts Gallin away, sending him flying into the nearest building and uprooting Love from the constraining vines. Disoriented from the shock, Love stumbles about and is grabbed by Order the second Oa throws down its foot again to step on her. Order puts Love aside and quickly tears the other two knights from their bindings, saving them too from Oa’s weight. 
 
    “MASTERESS KNIGHT. LONG HAVE WE BEEN FIENDS TO EACH OTHER, BUT I ASK THIS TIME THAT YOU JOIN MY SIDE OR LEAVE ME BE. THE RESULT OF CHAOS GAINING THE SEAT AT THE TEA WOULD BE SOMETHING NEITHER OF US DESIRE. GRANT ME YOUR AID,” Oa says, focusing its gaze on Order the moment she moves slowly enough to be tracked by its many eyes. Order pauses and enters a combat stance. 
 
    “Love, the weapons!” the Lord Knight General says as she keeps a close eye on Oa for any signs of movement. 
 
    “On my way!” Love responds before she bolts into Liefholn, the most likely place of their confiscated things. 
 
    “YOU ARE MAKING A MISTAKE ... LISTEN TO ME. I WILL SPARE THE FAIRIES, AND THE LIVES OF THE KNIGHTS, BUT YOU MUST FIGHT ALONG SIDE ME! WE ARE ALL HOPELESS SHOULD WE WASTE OUR TIME FIGHTING EACH OTHER. COME WITH ME AND WE SHALL REMOVE HIM,” Oa exclaims, pointing a finger the size of a human towards Liefholn keep. 
 
    Order is quiet a moment and grits her teeth at the thought of working together with Oa. “IF YOU DENY MY GENEROSITY, I WILL NOT HALT TO GIVE MY NECROMANCERS THE ORDER TO SLAUGHTER EVERY FAIRY IN THIS CITY. THEY ALL AWAIT MY COMMAND,” Oa adds, reiterating its point towards Liefholn. Order sighs and then meets her gaze to Oa’s. 
 
    “Fine, we get him and then ... then you can have your precious tea. I don’t want anyone to die here,” Order says. Oa scoffs and starts to the castle. 
 
    Order rushes to Liefholn Keep with Oa, but spares just a moment to turn her head to Law and Dresmond, gestures her head over to the groups of straggling necromancers around the square, and makes a silent, very un-Order-like throat-cutting motion.  Law and Dresmond display that they have the message, the human boy by throwing up a fast salute, and the dragon-kin by making a rigid grin. As the two ancient legends enter through Liefholn’s giant gates, Law turns to the downed Gallin, and gets him back to his feet. 
 
    “Are you alright?” Law asks, holding the wavering Gallin a moment to ensure he won’t tip over. 
 
    “A-aye. Th- ... What do you want from me?” Gallin asks with what seems to be the workings of tears building up in his eyes. 
 
    “Rally up your men. We’re killing these necromancers together, Order’s going to turn on him,” Law says with a direct, striking glare into Gallin’s eyes. The dwarf nods, and makes a signal to a guard up on one of Liefholn’s walls. The guard rushes off to the alarm brazier to alert the troops all over the capital. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Twenty Six and a Half: The Commoner’s way of Entering 
 
    A beseeded Order still in her nightgown and an Oa who leans into the halls to fit inside rush down to the grand royal tearoom, the very-same place in which the legendary High Tea is to take place. 
 
    Now in the light Order can, for the very first time, gaze upon the monstrosity that is running by her side. It is wearing a skull many times larger than herself and a great, grey coat of frayed wool that conceals its body from the neck down; it could fit anything in there. She also notes that it has not a single pair of tunnel-sized sleeves, but four pairs. 
 
    Reaching the grand doors to the tearoom, Oa raises a leg made from the trunks of great trees, the hearts of mountains, and the sinews of heroes to kick them through as if the doors are made of plywood. Splinters soar as the ancient passage protecting the room is blasted from its hinges, revealing the one chamber in the palace with a glass roof; as the first realmer’s instructed, they prefer having little obstruction when they make their decent. 
 
    Pitch and Tylvania, guarded by the great Faery, turn with wide, horrified expressions. 
 
    “By the giant’s bones. Dear Ranalie, what is the meaning of this? Why does this moving graveyard stand to your side!?” Pitch asks, arm twitching to hold him back from signaling the Faery to attack. 
 
    “BE SILENT AND PEACEFUL, WINGED ONE. WE HAVE A COMMON ENEMY IN OUR MIDST,” Oa says as its hand, a tangled thicket of flora and fauna, raises to command a halting of things. 
 
    “Oa’s right. We heard Overlord Chaos outside in the square,” Order says. 
 
    Pitch looks to Tylvania and shoos her off somewhere; they’ve grossly underestimated their need of force. 
 
    “And I would be amiss in assuming you know of what location does he now hold?” Pitch asks while Tylvania disappears past the two others. 
 
    “He said he was going to be here- probably listening in on us.” 
 
    “And we are to simply wait with this, the butcher of so many, to take arms together and battle the Black Overlord?” 
 
    “I don’t trust it either, but for now this is the best we’ve got,” Order says, sparing glances between Pitch and Oa to keep tabs on them. Pitch exhales forcefully and fearfully, allowing this only at the thought of Chaos’ nearness. 
 
    Without mention or motion, Oa feels a telepathic prick in its side; it seems as though the fairies outside are attacking the necromancers. Oa does not consider itself one to be caught-off guard, so it gives the mental order to its subjects to engage and hunt down anyone traveling to and from Liefholn keep; this should prevent word from reaching the chamber of the High Tea for the time being. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Twenty Seven: Cower and Squirm in the wake of my tactical dominance! 
 
    Love reaches the lower dungeons, where she expects the knight’s weapons to be cached. Amidst the insanity of battle above, it’s deathly quiet down here, where not even a peep of the fighting passes through. She steps through the empty chambers into what she assumes to be an office. It’s better-lit than the rest of the dungeons. She only gets as far as the doorway until she’s interrupted. 
 
    “Well, my lovely Friendion, it is nice to see you again,” Chaos says right behind her. 
 
    He’s a stealthy one, she will admit, though it’s not surprising. 
 
    “Oh, hello there, my dear Overlord,” Love says, turning and greeting him with a nod. 
 
    “Of course. It is a pleasure to grace you with my presence~ Now then, I presume you’ve come down here for the same reason I have,” Chaos says as he passes Love through the door frame, brushing his ice-cold body against her warmth. 
 
    “Have we, my lord?” she asks, watching Chaos walk over to one of the chests in the lit room and start going through it. 
 
    “I would presume you have come for these,” he responds the moment he finds Order’s dimensional sheath, containing Monument, and waving it about flippantly like a toy. Natural sense would lead one to believe that Chaos came down here to deprive the knights of their weapons, but Love knows this is not so. 
 
    He offers up the dimensional sheath to Love, who does her best to act surprised. 
 
    “Wha- ... pardon me?” she says as she looks between Chaos and at the dimensional sheath in her hands. 
 
    “Surely you do not expect me to kill her when she’s unarmed, do you? ... hmm, it seems that the armor is absent here ...” Chaos says. Love’s eyes widen as if in disbelief. 
 
    “But, this is your chance! You could finally be rid of her!” 
 
    “Yes, but what glory would I gain? It would not fit my title of High Overlord very well at all,” Chaos says with a wide, sharp grin. Love stares at the Lord of Magic and War, dumbfounded for a moment. 
 
    “Right, my lord, yet Ranalie wouldn’t even think to spare you if you were unarmed. Don’t you find that ... you know,” she asks as Chaos hands her Worldloss and Everlock’s dimensional sheath, more of a little bag than anything. 
 
    “Yes, dear minion, I do find it rather ‘you know’, but that line of thought is meaningless. Only lesser life forms deal in comparisons. Even though my opponent would do anything in her power to have me removed, I as a superior creature must abide by a superior code,” he says as he passes Dresmond’s harness of knives and Hos’Rayull’s Mace to Love. Love’s arms are full, but she can carry this weight easily. She needs to get back to the others and give them their weapons, so she gestures for Chaos to follow her out. He nods and obliges. 
 
    “... Honor, then?” she asks. 
 
    “Possibly; pride, or the desire for glory may also be acceptable answers,” he says, looking to the ground with an expression more contemplative than she’s ever seen on him. There’s a slight pause before Love speaks up. 
 
    “Honor, my lord. You’re very honorable. Now that I think about it, I’ve never heard of you killing someone before you announced your presence. You ask for duels, but the rest of us in the Omniverse just can’t give you that... Perhaps you want Order to live, because she’s a challenge?” Love asks with a smile. Walking with her to the entrance of the dungeon, Chaos strokes his blacker-than-pitch chin. 
 
    “Now that would be an excellent excuse to use, should I ever find myself in the need for one,” Chaos says with a hint of humor in his tone. They reach the doorway and Love turns to Chaos, causing him to meet her at the eyes. 
 
    Very quickly, she gets on her tip-toes and kisses him. Chaos’ gaze sharpens, and his smile widens. 
 
    “Oh my; I certainly hope you do not mean to imply you would wish to be my romantic equal?” Chaos questions. 
 
    “Of course not, my lord. I would never be so presumptuous to think I could ever be an acceptable partner to you. I think you’d understand though, that as a creature vastly inferior to you, I cannot help but find you ... quite admirable,” Love says with a curt nod before she turns from Chaos. She enters the hall and begins moving down. 
 
    “I suppose that is only natural, then. Very well, my Friendion. I will see you again soon,” Chaos replies. 
 
    “Yes my lord ... ahh, and one more thing” she asks as she takes up Monument’s sheath in her right hand. 
 
    “Mmm?” Chaos hums. 
 
    “I can’t go both ways all that quickly with all this stuff, so do me a favor and give this to Order right before you two fight. It’d mean more to her,” she requests as she hands it over to Chaos.  
 
    He stares at the sheath a moment, and nods. “As you wish.” 
 
    “Thank you, my lord,” she finishes as she starts down the hall. 
 
     She goes down the hall a bit, turns her gaze just a moment, and sees that The Overlord has vanished from the door way and is probably already where he wants to be by now. She smirks, and dashes away to Liefholn’s gates to deliver the arms to Dresmond and Law. 
 
    Elsewhere, Order, Oa, Pitch and the Faery are still in nervous waiting within the deep chamber. They’ve been quiet at a standoff for a few minutes now and everyone’s on the edge. Just when Pitch is about to break the silence, the spark of the First Realmer’s forms high up in the sky with a blinding flash of light, and then begins descending amidst the sound of ethereal instruments. The time is now. 
 
    “By the First Queen, The Tea is in sight, but where is our great enemy?!” Pitch asks, scanning all about the room with a paranoid gaze. Order and Oa are silent as Pitch looks over the glass ceiling carefully; the two are too busy thinking to respond. 
 
    Oa and Order have realized that Chaos holds the absolute advantage, because not only does he decide when to appear, he also is free to not appear at all until either Order and Pitch are dead, or Oa is. He can wait for as long as he needs to, and since he could probably beat anyone to the First Realmer’s portal with his speed, it means The High Tea is practically guaranteed to be his unless Order can get her hands on Monument, and somehow keep him away from the portal long enough for Pitch to enter. 
 
    Order spares a glance behind her, praying to Rayda’s Golden Ghost that Love will come running down the hall in the next moment with Monument, only to be added on with the sound of Chaos’s laugh behind her, revealing his location just in time for them to fight. 
 
    The Lord Knight General stares at the blank hall a moment more, and then Oa moves. 
 
    “I CANNOT  RISK YOUR BEING CLOSE TO THE LANDING POINT, FAIRY KING. BACK AWAY OR DIE,” Oa threatens as it finally stands to its full height, towering at fourteen gruesome meters. Pitch watches closely as Oa pulls two long, straight blades from its chest, one without a hilt. It then takes the two with a network of bolts and connects them to form a single, massive weapon. Pitch spots something coming down the hall and nods; he then takes up the royal scepter at his side for casting spells. 
 
    “I will stand for Liefland’s future. Noble old fairies, send this monstrosity to its sourly-awaited grave!” Pitch commands as Tylvania returns with the other primordial Faery they’ve been keeping a secret for all this time. Oa scoffs as it spots a second ancient darkness approaching from behind, with Tylvania, as the one in front of Pitch comes forward as well. Order leaps for Oa, casting a spell to act as a suit of armor to protect her against being stepped on. There is a sharp glint across her body, signifying she can take at least half a hit from the Titanic Graveyard. 
 
    Oa sweeps the blade across the front of the room, long enough to get both the frontal Faery and Pitch, but is slowed as both the Faery, striking the blade, and Order, striking the arm, grinds the attack to a halt. 
 
    “Catlan Creev!” Pitch casts, uttering the finishing words of his incantation. At the head of the scepter form several lances of pure mana, pulsating violently as he lifts it to throw the spell at Oa. The charged lances scramble in the air and strike Oa at multiple points; were a common human hit with even one of these lances he would be more hole than person, but Oa is at least a hundred persons and more. The spears impale themselves into Oa and then dissipate into the air as their powers are expended. Oa flexes and brandishes its own weapon ably, showing few signs of damage, and strikes with its blade again, this time from overhead. The Faery from behind rings angrily and grasps at Oa’s bent form, halting it just a moment before the Walking Graveyard pulls the Faery right off the ground by the blade and smashing it back into the floor. The Faery is cut in half and begins regenerating its body immediately just as Pitch sends another wave of magic lances at the Lord of the Dead. Oa leaps forward, is halted again momentarily by the other Faery’s attempt at protecting Pitch, and then raises its tower-sword to destroy the Fairy King in a single strike. 
 
    Just as the first realmer’s spark is a quarterway to the ground, Order strikes Oa’s arms with lightning speed, again halting the attempt at Pitch’s life. Its two arms break from the immense strength of her kick, enhanced by her many combative enchantments. Oa roars in anger when its bones snap back into place and is now held together with a fresh set of muscles. The other sleeves on Oa’s coat animate and out pushes new pairs of arms, weapons, teeth and more sorts of monstrosities prepared to tear everyone in the room to shreds. Oa and Ranalie enter a vicious duel of punches and slashes as the other four grant her their support. In the next moment a group of thirty necromancer servants rush into the room, and now the real fight begins. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Twenty Eight: Not much better Outside 
 
    Love rushes out of Liefholn’s gates and is met with a sizable group of necromancers, around them scattered the remains of every other person that had attempted to pass through the gates. She presumes that Oa’s doing its best to keep support from coming into the room of The High Tea. 
 
    Love drops the mace and knives and pulls out her door.  
 
    “P-please move aside. I don’t have any body parts to give you!” she says, raising her hands. 
 
    The first necromancer of the ten leaps forward, only to be met with a graceful, whimsical spin from Love. Everlock swings with her, smashing the necromancer to the other side of the room and initiating the short fight. Wave-after-wave of knives, blades, and other unpleasant sharp things soar at Love, her response to such being opening up Everlock and catching them all inside. She promptly shuts the door after they’ve exhausted their supply, and then opens it again. In a violent explosion each and every weapon thrown against Love is shot back out from the door at the unfortunate necromancers who are rapidly disintegrated from the hailstorm of iron and steel. Love smiles, picks up her things, and rushes through the gates to the outside. 
 
    Immediately she’s met with the roar of battle coming from all sides; she thinks she should have been a little faster to get here. All around are elves firing arrows in clean, uniform fashion, dwarves tangling with the necromancers in close range, the fairies casting spells of illusion and attack, along with every other able-bodied fairy folk in an attempt to protect their country and the final bastion of their kind in all the Omniverse. Love spots Law and Dresmond surrounded by a group of necromancers that are closing in quickly. 
 
    “Oh Hosiiiiie!” Love calls as she throws the gigantic mace, wrapped with a certain knife harness, over the wall of fighting fairies and necromancers to Law. He catches it with frightening ease and slings the harness over to Dresmond. Hos’Rayull gives a single look of appreciation to Love, and then something clicks in him as he tightens his grip on the metal. 
 
    “YOU F****** CORPSES ARE LONG DUE FOR A BURIAL. COME HERE AND I’LL HELP YOU INTO THE GROUND!” he yells as the disposition of the necromancers surrounding him instantly changes. Law leaps at them, and slams down his mace, smashing three fully into the earth and sending five others flying off from the impact. Dresmond, now armed, also shows greater confidence in the fight, though he cannot afford the same sort of brashness Law fights with. Love does not pause to join in on the fight with her bow, mowing down a group of two dozen with a rapid-fire assault of enchanted arrows. She knows that she has an appointment; however, so she moves back into Liefholn to complete her primary objective while firing more down. She disappears through the gates, and the battle rages on. 
 
    The waves upon waves of necromancers do not let up; they know well they outnumber the fairies and knights ten to one. As the minutes pass, the fairies are being cut down gradually, bodies filled with knives falling to the lush grass. The great spook amalgamations smash through the hordes of the cloaked half-deads, but too are painfully divided and killed by the necromancer’s plenteous, evil artifices. 
 
    After jointly going through more than one hundred necromancers, Dresmond engages one necromancer that is made more of metal than anything; it seems to be an authority among the others. The horrifically-thin officer, standing at roughly four meters, approaches the young knight silently. By this point Dresmond has exhausted all of his knives except one, which he is now using for hand-to-hand fighting rather than throwing. He holds his distance from it, keeping perfectly calm, but when the other necromancers in the vicinity spot their superior going for the young man, they join in on the attempt at his life. 
 
    Dresmond suddenly finds himself surrounded and alone while Law fights in a frenzy several groups away. Dresmond is quickly forced to push into one foe at a time to prevent being surrounded, but this tactic will only work for a few seconds until they catch on. He cuts through one, and then another, and then comes to terms with his situation just when it’s too late. 
 
    “Rayull!” he shouts, calling for his officer and friend’s help. Law cannot hear him over his own maniac yelling, smashing through crowd after crowd of necromancers. Dresmond sees that Law is bleeding now from the dozens of weapons stuck into him from the top of his skull to the openings in the plate armor at his legs. Dresmond spared too much attention to Law and is met with the terrifying, confusing feeling of a sharp, consuming pain that seems to go through his entire being. He had never been stabbed before, only shot, so this feeling of his flesh making room for such a large piece of metal is new to him. 
 
    “LAW!” he yells as he swipes his knife at the culprit behind him; the blade missed his spine, but he knows he can’t keep this up much longer. He feels another blade enter him from behind, causing him to spin around again in retaliation, but then another, and another, as if they’re manifesting right into him from the air.  Dresmond screams as he goes for another and another necromancer, but by this point he has bled too much, so his thrusts only dent their bodies. 
 
    The large authority of the necromancers looms over the soldier knight and speaks with the stolen cords of a young boy. 
 
    “We remember you. You killed our brother with your dragon fellow. We will do to you what you did to him. Your parts will be useful in reconstructing our comrades,” it says, the five-year-old’s voice striking Dresmond with fear as its innocent tone clashes with the ungodly horror possessing it. From out of the authority’s cloak comes a sharp, metallic hand, connected by multiple hinges to allow an inhuman range of movement. The downed Dresmond spits at the monstrosity reaching towards him, and then pulls in another, deep breath. 
 
    “SOMEBODY HELP ME!” he cries just as the metal hand reaches his eye. 
 
    “Crown and Country!” a deep voice chimes nearby like a hot oceanic breeze. 
 
    Dresmond’s fear is abated the second he sees the authority disappear from his vision, being divided in half by what Dresmond believes is the blade of a tall, thin sword. Before losing consciousness, the young knight’s last sight is of a man in shining plate, radiating the light of his blade’s many glowing runes. Dresmond falls limp, and Redemption speaks again. 
 
    “Here,” Redemption says, pointing down to designate Dresmond’s spot across the chaos of the battlefield. A knight well-trained in healing magics rushes up and gets to work as the rest of the knights pour across the square from a coalesced portal, killing the necromancers in droves and sending them packing across back into the forest. 
 
    Redemption looks across the field to ensure the knights are winning the fight, and then rushes into Liefholn to find Order.  
 
    It’s only a moment before Dresmond regains consciousness to the wizened features of an elderly-looking knight healing his wounds and removing the knives in his body one by one. 
 
    “Can you stand?” Knight Hospitality says with a smile as she offers him her hand. 
 
    “Y-yes. Thank you!” Dresmond says, taking the hand and getting to his feet. 
 
    “Very good, now get back into it. We have much still to do,” she says as she pats him on the back to go back into the crowds. He nods, and runs forward to join the fairies and knights in a renewed assault against the necromancers. 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter Twenty Nine: The Table and The Guest 
 
    Oa finishes casting his next banishing spell, and the second Ancient Faery dissipates; if it cannot kill these ancient ones, it might as well put them somewhere else. Oa turns back to the unprotected Pitch, distracted by the droves of necromancers at its command, and prepares its blade. It aims it across the room for the Fairy King; it might catch a few dozen of its own in the strike, but their minds are all together. 
 
    The necromancers all dive to the sides the moment the blade is thrown down at Pitch, who didn’t see it coming. The blade crashes down, and the Fairy King is struck like an animal in a slaughterhouse, his star-blessed blood painting the floor for seven meters. The only one that cries out is Tylvania from the back of the fight; out of everyone, only she has the breathing room to see at this moment. Oa laughs, curdling the blood of the Fairy Queen, turns its head and moves toward Order now. At that, Oa feels a bolt of condensed mana strike it at the neck. It looks to the entryway to find Love. 
 
    “Get out of here,” Love says, staring the horror directly in its face with her bow redrawn. Oa laughs again. 
 
    “DO YOU TRULY BELIEVE I CAN BE MOVED BY THE LIKES OF YOU?” it responds as it watches Love shoot bolt after bolt at the group of necromancers that were originally on Pitch. Oa decides it will kill her first instead. 
 
    “Not really, at least, if you weren’t chopped up into little pieces I suppose I couldn’t- but there’s someone nearby that can do that for me,” Love says, firing her fiftieth bolt in the last twenty seconds. Oa reaches forward, blocks every path of escape, and grasps her with one of its many cold arms. By this point the entire swarm of necromancers is throwing everything they have at Order, distracting her from saving her friend, just as she was for Pitch. Tylvania simply stares from the back, her weaker arrows having proven useless so far. 
 
    “OH? YOU HAVE A FRIEND, DO YOU? WHO WOULD, NAY, COULD WILLINGLY SAVE YOU AT A TIME LIKE THIS?” It bellows as it tightens its grim to nigh bone-crushing strength upon her. 
 
    Her features sharpen with fatal confidence. “My Overlord.” 
 
    “YOUR OVER-” Oa stops, its enthused heart suddenly pulsing with terrified blood. It looks up, up into the glass roof, and above in the blackness is a pair of glowing, circular eyes and a hideous, viciously-sharp set of jaws grinning with a madness that outmatches even Oa’s insanity. 
 
    “Well, that will not do at all,” Chaos says from above. 
 
    In frenzy, Oa tries to snap Love’s neck with its thumb, but the roof gives way and the arms holding Love are parted from Oa’s body instantly. The necromancers swarming Order suddenly stop and turn target, giving her time to see what’s happening . Her eyes widen with shock and confusion; Chaos just saved Love. 
 
    Oa’s arms smash to the ground just before a freed Love takes to her feet and prepares her bow. 
 
    “I WILL END YOU, OVERLORD!” Oa yells as every necromancer in the vicinity descends on the blacker-than-pitch nightmare king. All of the necromancers wail on the master swordsman Chaos, their knives, swords, axes, razors and blades of all sorts useless against the High Overlord’s light-absorbing body. Chaos shrugs casually as he is assaulted with every ounce of strength the necromancers have. 
 
    “It seems like you will be having a bit of trouble with that. You see, my dear, disgusting corpse ... tree person ... thing, I have become quite good and proving others wrong across my years, and you will be no exception,” Chaos says with an untouched grin. Oa roars in rage and begins slamming its sword down at Chaos again and again. Chaos leaps out of the way with effortless mobility, making a mockery of Oa’s strength as it crashes down its blade repeatedly in a rabid confusion. 
 
    “Blind this stupid animal,” Chaos says to Love, designating her target. She opens fire in the moment and clears out most of Oa’s face, each arrow tearing off a few eyes each. Oa enters a frenzy and begins sweeping the blade across the room. Faster than Oa can see with its hundreds of damaged eyes, Chaos rushes to its side, leaps up, and delivers a mountain-destroying kick to its face. 
 
    Oa’s skull-mask soars off along with its lower jaw, sending the necromancer lord flying to the side. Oa squeals with bone-cracking volume as The Unquestioned High Overlord rushes up, tears away its sword, and uses it against Oa. Chaos, known to be able to lift whole buildings, finds a feat like this pathetically easy. Simultaniously there is a great flash of light, opening up the portal to the tea; a long, spiraling hallway of glowing whites and twinkling silvers. Order, freed from the conflict, knows what she must do. She starts for the doorway. 
 
    Love sees this, and though she breathes in to tell her not to go, Order is too swift, or perhaps she was simply too slow. It appears Love has no choice in the matter anymore, though her mind has been made up from the very start, even before she received the orders to return from the front line. 
 
    “I WILL NOT REST, THE TEA IS MINE!” Oa screeches as Chaos uses the sword ten times his size to slash off Oa’s arms one by one. Some of the necromancers split to Love, others to take part of Chaos’ blows, and others to stop him. None are effective in the slightest though, for Chaos is too durable and strong, and Love is too dexterous and intuitive to be foiled by their attempts. 
 
    Only a moment of their conjoined teamwork and Oa is a reduced to a limbless, arrow-infested husk of rage, squirming in an attempt to crush the knight and The Overlord. Between Chaos’ forceful, train-weighted movements and Love’s unquenchable volley of arrows, the necromancers serving Oa resemble confused piles of garbage more than anything else after the two are done with them. 
 
    “I AM ETERNAL I WILL NOT DIE. YOU WILL ALL BE DUST BY THE TIME THE NEXT TEA COMES, BUT I WILL REMAIN! I WILL HAVE HER BACK! MY SPIRIT WILL BOND BACK TO MY REALM IMMEDIATELY AFTER YOU KILL THIS VESSAL. YOU’RE COMPLETELY NOTHING TO ME! YOU CAN KILL THIS BODY, BUT I HAVE A TRILLION MORE TO REPLACE IT! I’LL RETURN AND USE YOU ALL AS FURNITURE!” Oa screams as Chaos poises his blade at Oa for the final time tonight. 
 
    “How dare you address me,” The Overlord says as he lets down his blade at Oa’s skull, splitting it open and sending the shards of flesh, bone, metal and bark flying to all corners of the room with a wave of old, blackened blood. Oa’s body goes limp, just as Redemption and the rest of the Royal Knights rush into the room. They spot Oa, motionless, and Chaos looming over the gigantic corpse in victory. 
 
    “You, demon! Where’s Knight Order?” Redemption yells while throwing an authoritative point of the hand towards Chaos. The Overlord looks over to the portal of the High Tea, and sees Order making quick time to the table far down the ethereal hall. Chaos’ grin flickers just a moment before he turns back to Redemption and the other knights. 
 
    “Terribly sorry, dear lady, I have an appointment that I cannot miss,” Chaos says, before turning around back to the portal and rocketing in. Redemption throws a few nasty words at Chaos for calling him a “lady” and then spots Order rushing down the hall. 
 
    “Courage, go!” Redemption commands, sparing a glance to the hunter-garbed, short-haired lady with a reckless grin on her face and a dire wolf companion. There’s only one knight that can move faster than Order. 
 
    “Let’s go, Cyt!” Knight Courage says, leaping in the air and brandishing her jagged, long spear, Cu’Yahain. 
 
    “As you wish, my lady!” Cytowyn the Dire Wolf says just as he darts directly underneath her. In a trained reflex, she hoists right onto him. Courage and her great canine bolt through the halls, hot after the two. 
 
    Using speed-enhancing magic, Order is about eight-tenths of the way through the hall, but coming up on her left is Chaos, laughing the way he usually does when he’s been challenged. Order checks her six just in time to evade a thrust from Chaos’ razor-sharp arm and also spotting Courage storming towards the two of them. 
 
    Chaos and Order reach the end of the hall, blocked by a set beautiful of doors. The Overlord steps forward to Order to take another shot at her as a voice at the other side starts up. 
 
    “Ahh, what manner of racket is this?” a voice rings out from the doors. 
 
    “The rightful Overlord of Everything, I have come for the tea!” Chaos responds first as he throws more dismembering punches at Order, each one barely evaded. 
 
    “Don’t listen to him!” Order says, stressed for breath as she watches for any of Chaos’ very slight, very quick telegraphs before he sends another strike. 
 
    Back in the tea room, Redemption watches with wide eyes. He presumes at first that there’s no way any of the other knights could be of help at that distance, but after pondering it he realizes that isn’t quite true. 
 
    “Love!” Redemption cries out. A winded Love steps over. 
 
    “Yes ... eh, sir?” she asks between breaths. Redemption nods his head to the portal. 
 
    “Can you make that shot?” he asks, eyes still focused down the hall, watching Order scarcely dodge Chaos’ strikes. Love looks down and nods, Tylvania and the fairies grieving over the dying Pitch, beyond saving though the knights are doing their best. 
 
    Meeo squints in a way that doesn’t quite look right to Redemption; as if there’s something off about her. “Yes, I’m quite sure I can make that,” Love says, pulling up her bow for one last shot. She pulls back her string, takes a deep breath, and feels another magic bolt materialize in her hand. In this case, it will need some additional kick to it considering the physical resistance of her target, so she focuses ten times the usual mana into it, increasing its penetrating force. Love aims very carefully, making absolutely sure that her mark is where she wants it. 
 
    Back in the hall, the voice behind the door responds. 
 
    “Well, who is it, then?” 
 
    “Tis I.” 
 
    “Lord Knight General Order!”  Chaos and Order exclaim simultaneously. 
 
    “Hmm, this simply won’t do at all. Here, I’m going to make another hall for you all to walk through, and by then you need to decide for sure who’s coming, alright?” 
 
    “Alright!” 
 
    “As you wish,” Order and Chaos respond in their own ways. 
 
    “Very good then!” the voice says just before the doors fly open to a brighter, much longer hallway. The unarmed Chaos takes another shot at the unarmed Order before Courage and Cytowyn zoom up from behind and pick her right off the ground. Chaos is left watching as Cytowyn, thought to be the fastest of all animals thanks to his myriad of speed-augmenting enchantments, ushers the two knights a quarterway down the long hall in a matter of seconds. 
 
    "This simply won’t do," he thinks to himself. 
 
    “Hastenteil!” Chaos casts, spending an exuberant amount of mana to forgo 97% of the spells’ incantation. To improve his speed further, he pushes his essence out and "releases it", tripling his speed. Order listens to what sounds like a rockslide of metal crashing behind them. She looks and sees Chaos right on their tail, moving at roughly the same speed. 
 
    “Guys, he’s right on us,” Order says as she stares behind her with wide eyes. 
 
    “Hell no, how?” Courage asks, glancing briefly over Order to spot the rocket-speed Overlord casting what looks to her to be a lance spell. 
 
    “He's going to try t'cripple you. Punch it- everything you have!” Order commands. 
 
    “We don’t have enough mana flow!” Courage growls. 
 
    “I’ll take care of that!” Order says as she lays hands on Cytowyn and instills mana at a deafening speed. Cytowyn’s eyes spark blue while a grin spreads across his canine face. 
 
    “Alright! That’s more like it!” he says, exerting the extra mana the moment he gets it and nearly doubles his already immense speed. Chaos needs to take this chance; he’ll need a spell that can break through the barrier all three of them could put up, and still be strong enough to cripple Cytowyn. Chaos continues making hand gestures of an arcane sort, and then speaks. 
 
    “Imbue, Chasen Lancyl- be mine,” he utters, skipping most of the incantation again for the trading of mana for speed. Chaos’ arm ignites with a raging blue fire, pulsating viciously in search of something to consume. It gradually forms into a throwing spear and is then arched by Chaos for the throw. 
 
    Far behind the four, several knights watch their trusted Love make her final estimate; she knows that Chaos won’t miss, so she can make a much safer guess as to her target’s position by the time it reaches down her range. She takes a breath and releases the monstrously-strong arrow from her grasp just as Pitch breathes out his final words:  
 
    “From nature, to eternity- I now step,” he says as the light dies from him, and his spirit moves from its coil. 
 
    Back down the hall, Chaos throws the spear forward and is quickly met with shield spells from both Order and Courage. It isn’t enough; however, for the two of them are too busy imbuing mana into Cytowyn to create an effective barrier. The bolt of magic strikes Cyt through the legs, sending him to the ground instantly. Order, who wasn’t holding on as well as Courage, is sent flying down the hall. Courage gets up from her wolfen companion to face Chaos, but is crossed at the face by the overlord with the force of a speeding train. The bloody-faced Courage spins out and falls only a few feet from Cytowyn, both out cold and bloodied by the pint. 
 
    Order takes the landing perfectly and tears down the hall, using her mana to increase her speed many times that of a common human. She’s only seconds from the door. She will indeed make it there before Chaos does if nothing interrupts her… but of course, how could she be so lucky? 
 
    A long, magic bolt of mana shoots straight through her leg and sends her to the ground. Order spends one moment before crashing to look behind her and spot, just at the edge of her vision, Love with her bow. Had she the time, Order would yell, cry, and cuss at her so-called friend, but she's quick to the floor. The Masteress Knight tumbles across the white hall, her crimson essence painting it in a row, and there she stops only a meter from the door. 
 
    Chaos comes up with an expression of concern and then speaks with a small grin. “What a shame that you do not have friends like mine, my dear. You really should choose better company,” he says before stepping into her left arm and passing her up to the door. Order pulls as much breath she can into her lungs and screams as she smashes her right fist down to the floor. 
 
    “You… you bastard!” 
 
    Chaos scoffs cheerily as he pulls Monument, snug inside its dimensional sheath, from his jaws. “I believe this is yours.” 
 
    Order’s eyes flash three colors in shock as he dangles her one and only true weapon in front of her like bait to a desperate fish. 
 
    “H-… How did you….” 
 
    “You seem to forget my resourcefulness, Masteress.” 
 
    “Who helped you?” She asks bluntly. 
 
    He leans down gracefully as he places Monument neatly and gently along her chest. “You already know, now if you will excuse me, there’s a rather exclusive event I must be a part of,” he says just as he takes back to his full height and starts off for the door. 
 
    Order flexes to move her mangled body, but she’s finally been pushed too far. She decides to speak instead as Chaos reaches to knock upon the door. 
 
    “Her too?” She asks with deep blue-grey eyes. 
 
    Chaos looks back just a moment. “Just what are you talking about?” 
 
    “You’ve taken someone else I love. It never ends.” 
 
    Chaos’ smile dies out for a moment at the thought of her words, but it’s back just a moment after. A good idea popped into his head, and he’s sure she’ll love it. 
 
    “I have not taken her, I’ve simply shown her the truth. You should applaud her, little knight, for she is your superior. You can join us adults once you decide to act like one,” he says with a just nod as he turns for the door and knocks. 
 
    The tears are at the verges of Order’s eyes, she simply can’t believe it.  
 
    “Why, hello there, tea person. Tis I, your beloved Overlord, here for the tea,” Chaos begins, looking down at Order at the corner of his eye. 
 
    “Oh, hello there! Did you two finally settle things?” the cheery voice asks from the other side. 
 
    “We certainly did. It will be me, the one and only overlord, to sit with you and discuss things,” the dimension’s highest Overlord says with a wide, overpowering grin. 
 
    “Oh, goodie! Come right in!” the voice says before the doors open into a descriptionless realm of unprecedented beauty. Order does not even look through the doors as they open, she only looks back, watching Love wave and then walk away. The doors shut, the hallway impends upon itself, and Order suddenly finds herself coupled with Courage and Cytowyn out of the hall, in front of a shocked Redemption. 
 
    “Ranalie! What happened?” Redemption asks, his eyes unable to reach that far into the mile-long hall. Order is hard for words as the three downed knights are surrounded by others well versed in healing magics. It takes her a moment to gather herself. 
 
    “Daniel,” she says, her eyes a wide, motionless blur of confusion. 
 
    “Yes?” Redemption returns. 
 
    “Love shot me in the leg,” she says with a blank, bewildered expression. Redemption spares a quick glance behind him, and realizes that Love is nowhere in sight.  
 
    He shakes his head. “... She must have missed.” 
 
    Order squints her eyes. “... She never misses. I’ve never seen her miss.” 
 
    “Then why?” Redemption asks, watching Order's wounds disappear under the lighted, magic-bound hands of the fellow knights. 
 
    “I think ... I think Chaos was the help she found; something like th-” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “We needed someone to save us from Oa, and it turned out to be him.” 
 
    “... But she shot you!” 
 
    “Yes, I think that’s because ... I don’t know why. Maybe she knew I couldn’t handle that sort of ... gift,” Order says, her eyes trailing off down the hall where Meeo had appeared during the fight. 
 
    “Don’t be crazy. We both know you’d be one of the best-suited people to have taken the seat at the High Tea.” 
 
    “... Daniel,” she says as she works her free hand’s fingers along Monument’s handle. 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “We both know that’s not true. I would have asked for the same thing Oa would’ve.” Redemption's grasp on Order's hand tightens.  
 
    "That's not true!" he says. 
 
    "I miss them. I miss them so much," Order mutters, tears failing to properly collect in her cold, millennia-old eyes. She’s all dried up. 
 
    “Who?” Redemption asks, pressing into Order. 
 
    She’s silent, and with a wide eyed stare shakes her head. “I don’t even remember their names. It’s been so long, I don’t even remember their faces,” she says, staring at the stars above through the broken glass ceiling. Redemption sighs and continues. 
 
    “It… it doesn’t matter, she attacked a fellow knight, and as such should be marked as a traitor. We’ll find her and bring her to justice,” Redemption says after loosing a hot breath of air. Order looks down, and sees the healing magic placed on her has almost finished doing its job.  
 
    “So… so she’s on the list too, then,” she says. 
 
    Redemption nods with a grim, intense expression. “I’m sorry.” 
 
    Order shakes her head as she moves again to stand upright. 
 
    “It’s okay, let’s get-” she stops, feeling a shot of blood welling up in her throat. Order is quickly put back to the ground by the knights, and Redemption points out the obvious. 
 
    “Did you forget? Idiot- You still have the seed inside of you! We’ll have to remove it here too,” Redemption says. Order strains once more to stand, but Redemption keeps her close. 
 
    Time passes as the healing knights work together with a fairy-execution specialist to remove the seed entirely and heal her to perfection; thankfully no organs were damaged through magic, as they prove to be a much-more complicated procedure than simple wounds, breaks, and burns. 
 
    The knights wait patiently for Chaos to emerge. When he does, he simply tears open a dimensional portal and leaps in, but not before calling Redemption a “beautiful and refined woman of aristocracy”. Then there is more patrolling about for any straggling threats, and after is discussion, apologizing on the side of the fairies, and a small ceremony to crown the young fairy prince, Tylvania and Pitch’s only child, Oberon. 
 
    Once Order is back on her feet she immediately begins searching for Love and by tracing her mana signature, Order finds it lead into the knight’s guest quarters and then into Everlock; Aoline also seems to be missing. Order takes a guess they’re holding up with Chaos, and her trail could be followed through to Towerne. She discusses this with Redemption and they decide to set forth on an official expedition to hunt Chaos through the confiscated Everlock once they’ve properly prepared and chosen the appropriate knights to join them on the mission. Afterwards, the bodies of the dead are collected, and the knights set off, the kingdom of fairies saved, but The High Tea and the King of the Fairies, lost. 
 
    No one seems all that happy, least of all Gallin, who forced himself to take a seat and just watch all the knights pass by on their trek back from their rescue mission. 
 
    They say Liefland is a wonderful place to visit, even if you’re a human. 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter Thirty: The Walk Back 
 
    Through the evening forest, the knights are led by Matimay, every soul holding a lantern of their own. It is a quiet parade, lit by the solemn, blue flames of their magic lights. Few words are exchanged, but there are two people that are more willing to talk than most. 
 
    Dresmond, walking right next to Law on the way back inspects the small, temporary discolorations of where his wounds used to be; a common side-effect of healing magic. He sighs, looks behind him and can just barely spot the dreamy, misty lights of Liefland in the distance. Law notes that his companion has stopped. Law waits with him just a moment to admire the sounds, scents, and sights of the deep forest, and then speaks. 
 
    “Dresmond,” Law begins, nodding to the path to follow the other knights as he finishes folding a cat-print note into one of his in-armor compartments. 
 
    “Right, sorry,” the boy responds, lasting one moment more before turning back to the mossy road. 
 
    “I must say, I’m not really all that surprised.” 
 
    “About what?” 
 
    “That you were the only recruit out of the three that’s still here.” 
 
    “Really? Did the other two seem ... incompetent?” 
 
    “Not that. I just feel like, out of all you three, you’re the best suited for this line of work. Tell me, did any of the soldiers on the front lines run in like Lain did?” 
 
    “... Quite a few, but most of them did it because they were sure they would come back.” 
 
    “Interesting, you humans. So many of you seem to take suicide so casually.” 
 
    “For the ones that die, I suppose they did.” 
 
    “Yes well, dragon-kin take it much more seriously. A female will have at most three children that reach adulthood throughout her lifespan. From what I’ve read of the reservations, our culture still holds on; most of the children die from training and tests of ability before they’re even twenty. We spend so much time thrusting our children into danger, that when one of them does it voluntarily, it’s sung about for weeks, if not years.” 
 
    “I see. I suppose we honor humans similarly, though I guess it’d be more common place amongst us.” 
 
    “I remember one time ... Your human societies, no offense, are rather insane. I remember one time I saw on the newspapers a pair of boys dying to protect their mother from a highwayman. One was killed outright, and the other died of wounds shortly after. Had that happened in a dragon-kin society, those two souls would have been immortalized in songs and tales, but the very next day I checked the paper, expecting a multitude of services honoring the selflessness of the two children, and instead I find news on political gossip- as if it had never happened. I was disgusted.” 
 
    “Is that so unusual? Societies need to go on; everyone has a job to do and we can’t just waste our time crying about people that are now irrelevant.” 
 
    “... I respectfully disagree, Knight Dresmond.” 
 
    “... That’s alright. I’m not sure how much my thoughts matter anyway.” 
 
    “Why’s that?” 
 
    “I’m surrounded by brave, selfless people every day in The Knights. I realized though, during the very first day of my combat duty, that I was… a coward.” 
 
    “... What?” 
 
    “I told you how the squads I was with had died. Those brash, badly-equipped, boys shouting for the glory of their own kingdoms, they were the heroes, not me.” 
 
    “But you survived; you did, and are still doing, your job in the war! You were the only one out of those multitudes that got out!” 
 
    “Because they charged in. I watched them.” 
 
    “... You stayed behind?” 
 
    “I don’t know why. I came up ready to kill the eastern menace, but the moment I was shot in the arm from a stray bullet, all of the propaganda, all the hatred, just melted away. I wasn’t angry at the enemy; I was just scared for myself. The second I got hurt I wanted to quit, but I knew I wouldn’t have much of a life for me after the war if I ran away ... I’d be removed from The Knights, and no one would hire someone who was kicked from The Knights; that would only be the best case scenario. I’m… Lain couldn’t seem to figure it that I’m a disgrace,” Dresmond says, looking away from Law, who is staring straight at the boy. 
 
    “... Why are you telling me this?” 
 
    “When I saw Lain throw himself at Oa I knew I had to come clean. I’m not a real soldier… I know we talked about this earlier, but I… I couldn’t get it off me.” 
 
    Law snuffs. “Well, maybe when you get back on the front lines you will be.” 
 
    “... I don’t ... I know myself better than that. I’ll crumple into an abandoned building the second I’m free to move,” Dresmond says, stumbling for a fleeting second across a root before regaining his balance. 
 
    “That could be, or you could do as Lain did, and follow the code of The Knights. Being honest with a fellow knight like me was a step in the right direction, but you must understand we’re all on the long road to perfection; none of us are quite like our ancient King, but we dream and fight ourselves and our foes for the day that we might be, I ‘spose.” 
 
    “The King… Rayda ... he must have been something.” 
 
    “I heard from Love that he was the most incredible person she had ever met ... and that meant something to me, because she was the most incredible person I had ever met.” 
 
    “... You two must be close.” Law looks on to the traveling crowd of knights ahead of them. 
 
    Law subconsciously reaches to pat the note deeper into its compartment. There’s a look of pure disgust on his features. “I don’t know anymore. You heard s’disappeared conveniently after missing her shot and hitting Order in the leg?” 
 
    Dresmond squints an intrigued eye. “I didn’t.” 
 
    “S’was ... like a mother to me. She nursed me from the egg upwards to be a man of ... dignity and honesty, and now she shoots her best friend in the leg and disappears. I just ... this past night have been very confusing, Dresmond. It’s all gone by s’fast, and I feel like we have barely any answers,” Law says, keeping his gaze straight into the long halls of the wood around them. Dresmond is quiet a moment and then sighs. 
 
    “I have faith in her. She’s been with The Knights for thousands of years, after all.” 
 
    “Yes, she has. It’s weird. I remember when I was a child, I would ask her why, if she’s so old, does she not know everything. S’would always smile, kiss me on the forehead and say: “because that’s someone else’s job.” Here we are though, thousands of years with people like Redemption, Order, Love and their kind, and where has our kingdom gone with The Knights? What have we really done, now that Rayda’s gone? What have we given?” 
 
    Dresmond hums. “... Hope. More than anyone, I’d say. There’s a reason people still join The Knights, sir,” Dresmond says, making sure the two of them make eye contact. There is a slight pause, and then Hos’Rayull speaks up. 
 
    “... I suppose you’re right,” Law says, scratching his neck. 
 
    “I am, if it weren’t for arch mages joining The Knights, either before or after they learned longevity magic, the Western Kingdoms wouldn’t even exist, or worse, we’d be just like the Easterners.” 
 
    “ ‘Barbarians in the clothing of nobility.’ ” Rayull says, giving a popular quote. 
 
    “Yes sir.” 
 
    “Well ... thanks, Dresmond. You did a fine job, getting the other knights here.” 
 
    “And you did a great job providing a distraction. I’ve actually never met a dragon-kin personally before you, and I’d say you’re a high cut above most of the humans I know,” Dresmond says frankly. Rayull coughs, as if he had something stuck in his throat, or just received a very unexpected, very welcome compliment amidst such a horrible night. 
 
    “... Thank you.” 
 
    “No problem, Sir.” 
 
    “And don’t call me ‘Sir.’ ” 
 
    “... You got it, Rayull,” Dresmond says just as the lights of Liefland disappear completely. Neither of these knights will ever see the lights of the fairy city again, but neither of them mind. Law’s too preoccupied with thoughts of Love’s disappearance, and Dresmond too distracted by the thought of his inevitable return to the battlefield. 
 
    The two men follow the other knights through the wood and arrive back at the headquarters hours later. While others rest, Order and Redemption stay up through the night discussing their plans for finding Towerne which, with his blatant mana signature left behind and Love’s Everlock, should give them enough info to at least get close. 
 
    Law does his best to clear his mind of Meeo’s words on the note. He’ll burn it the second he gets into privacy. It’s obviously her handwriting, but no person in her right mind would write such a thing. 
 
      
 
      
 
    

 
 
   
  
 


 Chapter Thirty One: Nobility of the Grinning Court 
 
    Love walks out of Liefholn’s great tea room having hit her mark perfectly. There’s a part of her that has difficulty with the fact that she shot her best friend in the leg, but the rest of her is stronger and as such chokes it out in the moment. She hasen’t forgotten why she’s doing this, and she hasn’t forgotten that she’s the only one aware of the broader situation at hand. Love stops in the middle of a hall, out of the sight of the others as soon as she can; the moment they realize what’s happened, they’ll be after her. She’ll become the prey of The Knights. 
 
    The Spell-Weaving Meeo goes up to the knight’s sleeping quarters without problem and finds Aoline, still asleep. Love steps up to her and then gently strokes the girl’s cheek. The young knight’s sleepy eyes open to look about. 
 
    “Love ... what happened? Where’s Chaos?” the white-haired young lady asks as she rubs her eyes. Meeo just stares at the girl for a moment, realizing that Chaos’ essence got far enough into her to cause a sense of intense adoration for him- she’s infected with infatuation. 
 
    Love glances aside covertly. “Mmm, quite a bit’s happened, actually. I was just about to go back and find him,” Love says, checking her dimensional sheath and locating Everlock, lying soundly inside its pocket dimension. She’s going to have to give up her precious door for this, but she knows it’ll be worth it. Aoline clears her throat, thinks a moment, and then looks up, smiling brightly and without a hint of fear. 
 
    “C- ... can I come with you?” Aoline asks, looking around to see if anyone’s watching, out of curiosity, more so than unease. Love hums, squishes her index finger into her cheek and nods. 
 
    “Yes ... hrm- yes I suppose you can, just know that chances are things would be easier for you if you were to stay here with the knights,” she says and then pulls out Everlock and stands it up. 
 
    The young woman doesn’t miss a beat. “That’s fine. Now let’s go find our overlord!” Aoline responds when she hops up from her bed, the sleepiness fading away quickly. Love gives a kind, albeit concerned smile and opens Everlock. With not even a glance behind her, Aoline hops into Everlock with the chipperness of a sparrow. 
 
    Meeo takes a moment to look behind her just before she enters Negative Space. 
 
    “… This is it, then, isn’t it?” 
 
    She appreciates the silence of the room a moment, Everlock cracked open waiting for her entrance.  
 
    “I won’t be able to turn back from this one, but it’s the right thing to do,” she says, trembling lightly as she decides finally to reach for her kitty stationary. He deserves to know, at least, and she know he won’t rat her out. She writes a quick note to Knight Law, leaves it on the bed, and steps into Everlock, leaving the door behind, because she can’t very well take it with her. 
 
    After giving her door a tender goodbye, she travels alongside Aoline through the swirling spaces. At the other side they meet the very same minion that was watching the entrance the first time, sitting on the very same couch, with the very same blank, bored look on her features until she spots the two. 
 
    “Oh, uh, hi! You’re those folks from before!” the short minion begins, promptly getting off the couch and going over to the staircase. “I’ll be just one moment,” she adds before disappearing up the case. Love looks to her side and notes that Aoline is practically trembling with excitement; knowing this, she’s not all that sure if her excitement is something to be encouraged or opposed- fascination can be dangerous, depending on the object that holds it. Love never thought it would happen, but someone has gone from adoring Order to adoring Chaos in the span of a day.  
 
    A stoic, solidly-built minion comes down the steps. His antennae look more like the blades of knives than anything, and his breath has a powerful thinness to it, as if he’s just breathing it to humor those around him, rather than requiring it to live. 
 
    “Come with me. The Overlord’s waitin’,” he says, his slanted eyes inspecting the two humans for a moment before he motions for them to follow. Love follows with her usual smile and Aoline, after taking a deep breath, follows as well. 
 
    Something seems off to Love as she goes through the tower, as if this place is somehow totally new to her, and yet mixed with the feelings of home. It weighs on her mind until the minion escorting her opens the door on the tower’s ground floor, and this time instead of a long, white beach with minions playing about while doing various, ludicrous tasks, it is instead a forested island with the tower standing defiantly tall amidst the trees. Aoline gasps the moment she looks out. Love makes no semblance of surprise on her face, a matter of fact she would expect Chaos to have an enchanted, trans-dimensional tower like this one. This is how he has been able to avoid detection by The Knights for all these millennia. Towerne: the fortress that crosses realms. 
 
    “Wasn’t this a beach?” Aoline asks. 
 
    “Hmm, I don’t think it’s the beach that changed, Aoline. I’m pretty sure this is just another one of his.” 
 
    “That’s… incredible,” Aoline says softly as she marvels at the limitlessness of her admired tyrant. 
 
    “I suppose Chaos’ magic has that effect on people,” Love says as Aoline begins scanning around to take in as much as possible. 
 
    “Right, I don’t doubt it. So wh- ... oh, hey! Cooking Minion!” Aoline shouts out when she spots a short, rather adorable little trouble maker cooking something on a free-range magic grill. Cooking Minion’s antennae perk up at the delight of someone paying attention to him. He turns around with a suave gaze, exuding spicy brilliance. 
 
    “Yes?” the tiny minion says with a long grin, not so unlike his dark master’s. 
 
    “It’s me! Aoline!” she shouts with a grin of equal satisfaction, appreciating the sight of someone she recognizes in the lair of the Overlord, a location that would churn most knight’s nerves right to their core. 
 
    Cooking Minion seems far more confidant while practicing his craft, Aoline notes, almost as though he has some secret advantage over the people he’s talking to. “Hmm, yeah I remember, it’s been like, half a day, after all. Nice to have you back. You lookin’ for Chaos?” 
 
    “Yeah!” 
 
    He nods into the woods. “Cool, he’s just over at the animarium,” Cooking Minion says while delegating a patty to the air. 
 
    “The what?” Aoline asks. Love nudges her gently. 
 
    “It’s where he would keep animals,” Meeo says with a collected smile. 
 
    “Oh! ... So where’s the animarium?” Aoline asks. The tall, scary minion motions again with his hand over to a dirt pathway just to the right of Cooking Minion’s grill. 
 
    “I’ll direct y’there. Come along,” he says, promptly accompanied by the two ladies. 
 
    The serious-looking minion leads the two lady knights through a series of scenic pathways decorated with shockingly cute, intricately-carved sign posts each made by the careful hand of The Overlord’s own Aesthetically Pleasing Directional-Navigation Apparatus Creation and Installation Minion. They pass Magic Minion, who looks up from her book and smiles with a warmth that Love has not seen on the faces of The Knights in a long time; the minions seem happier than them, somehow, as if they still have something the knights do not. After a pleasant walk through The Overlord’s well-tended garden forest, the trio reaches what looks to be a field of animals, frolicking, resting, eating and singing in their peculiar animal voices. In the center of a group of sheep and one lion is Chaos, standing over the herd and feeding them by the hand from a bag slung around his shoulder. 
 
    Love never thought she would see the day in which she’d witness the infamous Slayer of Billions feeding a pack of happy, fluffy sheep in a pastoral field, but by this point she can believe he’s capable of most anything, be it painting pictures of flowers, or painting one of his towers with the blood of innocents. She expected to see this from what she’s read, but seeing it for herself is somewhat humbling; she can understand now how Order’s had so much trouble justifying the Chaos Hunt in her mind. He seems like a rather good fellow. 
 
    From across the field, Chaos’ antennae perk up, detecting them even before they had reached the tree line. He turns, waves and stores the bag back into his dimensional throat for later use. A few of the sheep trail off and follow Chaos while he naturally, calmly saunters over to the three. 
 
    “Well now, this is a surprise; though quite the welcome one, I would say,” Chaos says with a direct, commanding gaze, “I would like to thank you for your help in delaying Order to the tea,” he adds, looking over Love with a stare a bit different than his usual. Love smiles, and bows her head as Aoline looses a confused, abrupt “huh?”. 
 
    “It was my pleasure, my lord,” Love says, petting one of the stray sheep, who in turn rolls its fluff onto the grass in comfort. Chaos nods his head gently as he enters Love’s personal space. Aoline’s eyes grow ever wider now that The Overlord is not even a foot from her. 
 
    “As you may have guessed, I successfully took the seat at the High Tea and I asked for Oa’s true location; its phylactery,” Chaos says, his chilled breath frosting against Love’s warmth. Meeo smiles. 
 
    “Oh?” she coos. 
 
    “ ‘Oh,’ indeed! It turns out I will be going to destroy it soon, and I would love for you to come with me, my dear Friendion. That is, if it would please you,” Chaos says before stroking his hand, the very same that stole the lives of uncounted legions, gently against Meeo’s cheek. Love bends a bit into his hand, and Aoline’s eyes widen even more. The sparks of jealousy mark the young girl’s eyes. 
 
    “Well, I’d love to,” Meeo says. Love beholds a smile on Chaos that is richer, kinder and lovelier than any other time she had laid eyes on him; somehow she feels more safe and at home on this strange island with a tower than she does in the center of The Knights’ headquarters. 
 
    “Very good, let us discuss this further elsewhere, I do believe Cooking Minion will be preparing something for us all quite soon, but not you, Operator Prime Minion you already ate; and you have a tournament to prepare for, I believe,” Chaos says with a knowing squint before leading the ladies and minion out of the pasture. 
 
    Love’s smile is broad and calm; everything is going exactly according to plan. 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter Thirty Two: The Requested Secret 
 
    A short while earlier, Chaos has just entered the room of the High Tea. The glowing doors shut behind him, and at his front is a petite, childish figure, clothed in luminescent white. 
 
    “Oh, well hello at last, Mr. Overlord Chaos! You’re Roem, right?” the androgynous child asks, hopping on top of his or her own chair. 
 
    “... I am?” 
 
    The kid nods. “You are indeed.” 
 
    “... I believe you are mistaken. I am known as Chaos, High Overlord of the Omniverse, let alone my own realm. That is what I have been named since I have existed!” Chaos says with an untouched grin. 
 
    The child curtly swings a foot over the other. “Then who named you that?” 
 
    “... Well, the people that I have oppressed named me, I would presume.” 
 
    “Oh? Well what were you called before you were oppressing people?” 
 
    “... Ahh, a fair point,” Chaos says, his grin lessening to just a smile. 
 
    “You can be honest with me, Mr. Chaos. I know you’re quite forgetful,” the bright-eyed child says, waving a finger and causing the floating teapot to begin pouring a sparkling, steaming liquid from its spout. Chaos looks to the side a moment as he strokes his chin, and then he nods. 
 
    “Very well. So my name was Roem, you say?” the Dark King asks as he steps up to his own seat. He lands on it with the grace of a dark monarch butterfly, not making a single sound but proclaiming complete superiority over the defenseless chair. 
 
    “Yes, and I’m afraid you’ll forget that too.” Chaos scoffs lightly at the boy. 
 
    “Oh, I am really that forgetful?” 
 
    “You certainly are. Aside that, it really is a pleasure to meet a creature of the pools, Mr. Chaos,” the child says, waving a finger again to deliver the teacup to the Overlord Gentleman. Chaos takes the small, intricately-marked cup, and pours some into his jaws. It is the best tea he has tasted, ever, and he’s had billions of varieties. 
 
    “Pardon me, a creature of the pool?” Chaos questions, squinting a wide, round eye at the pleasure of the tea’s immaculate taste. 
 
    “Oh, well I’m not allowed to explain it to you unless you ask it for your one thing that you really want to know,” the kid says, raising a snide brow. Chaos hums, takes another sip of tea and then responds. 
 
    “So, I can ask you about anything.” 
 
    He nods. “Yes, absolutely anything!” 
 
    “And you will be honest about it?” 
 
    He nods again. “Absolutely!” 
 
    “But only one question?” 
 
    And he nods once more. “That’s right!” 
 
    “So I could, theoretically, ask you for the knowledge in how to cause you to tell me anything else I would like to kn-” 
 
    “No, that’s cheating.” 
 
    “Hmm, so just one piece of knowledge, then?” 
 
    “That’s right!” 
 
    “Very well- give me a moment to think on this,” the powerful black spirit Chaos says before tapping his forehead a bit in thought. Just what would he like to know more than anything? 
 
    Chaos taps his face a bit at different places, then he strokes his blacker-than-pitch chin as if he had a beard, then he taps his foot as he comes near his conclusion. 
 
    At that, he snaps his fingers and turns to the child at the other end of the table. 
 
    “So, what if I were to ask you where Oa’s real self is? I could track it down and end that fool once and for all! It would be quite the achievement! I could invite it for tea, and then say something, and then kill it! Yes ... Yes! ... Yeeeeeeee-” 
 
    “W-wait, that’s what you want? You want to find out how to kill someone?” Chaos looks strangely at the boy, whose face is marked with a cross of confusion and disappointment. 
 
    “Well, they are evil.” 
 
    “So are you!” 
 
    “Only in the finest sense of the word,” he says with a pleased grin. 
 
    “I’d think the people you ki- ‘ehem’ that aside, Mr. Chaos, you could ask about anything.” 
 
    “Yes, I am well aware.” 
 
    “Like how to regain your memories?” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Or you could inquire about the truth of the Omniverse?” 
 
    “I suppose I could.” 
 
    “Ask about how to achieve ultimate power?” 
 
    “I certainly could.” 
 
    “You could ask me about the creator of the Omniverse! The Wizard! The very same that opened the skies and breathed out the stars! You could meet the first mover!” 
 
    “I am quite aware,” Chaos says with a nod. 
 
    “So, understanding that why would you, pardon, waste your only question on something’s location?” the child asks, not all that surprised, but still trying to talk The Overlord out of it. Chaos takes another sip, and then laughs. 
 
    “Well, naturally being the best would not be nearly as fun if it were not challenging. Certainly, I could ask for ultimate power, really, I could just ask about how to reverse my forgetfulness which I am, for the record, certain is not quite as bad as you make it out to be, and that would be more than enough for me to formulate a military strategy that would easily topple every capital of the Western Kingdoms in a matter of days; I’m quite certain of it. Of course, then it would be boring.” 
 
    The kid leans in. “Boring?” 
 
    “Well, of course. I would be so busy managing resources and ensuring that each society was running in a fashion that would completely abolish crime, hunger and sickness. I have quite a bit of essence I could use to infest the populations, but not enough for all the millions of people of the Western Kingdoms. So that said, if I were to wish for the ability to take over the kingdoms, I wouldn’t do it, simply because I would have to deal with the human equation on an even larger scale, and I think I’d rather just be away with it all.” 
 
    “... You really dislike humans, don’t you?” 
 
    “Most of them, yes. There are always diamonds in the rough with any sentient race, but very rarely are they worth the effort to spend any significant amount of time with them.” 
 
    “So, right now, you feel as though the most desirable thing for you to do would be to kill Oa, show everyone how amazing you are, and loot its home for treasures, I’m guessing?” 
 
    Chaos takes a long sip as he squints an eye in pleasure. “Yes.” 
 
    “You could simply ask for the knowledge of how to deal with the ‘human equation’ instead.” 
 
    “Hmm… no, I think not. As I said, dealing with humans has a tendency to create stupid outcomes. Tell me, could you truly name one instance in which humans have brought more good than evil into our world?” 
 
    “Yes; actually, if I were to name every instance, it would take centuries. But how about one: Not an hour ago, a force of your precious humans banded together to ward off a horrible evil. Even though they were accused by the fairies of being traitors, your humans pushed on and saved their lives. If it were not for them, every fairy in Liefland would be dead; no more than two hundred lost their lives,” the child says, his gaze direct as he takes another sip of glowing tea. 
 
    “Hrm, well that is all good and well, but this is an exception. The Knights have more good than bad in their ranks, unlike most every other institution of mankind. I still battle the knights because while they may be well-intentioned, they are foolish, like all the other evil, stupid humans.” 
 
    “You’re wrong, Mr. Chaos, there is a latent good in humanity that-” 
 
    “Pardon, youngling, I would love to discuss your opinions on pest-races, but at the moment I believe you were about to tell me about Oa’s whereabouts?” Chaos says, placing the tea cup down and imposing himself into the table. The boy sighs. 
 
    “... Your mind is made up?” he asks. 
 
    “It is. I will kill Oa, and rid the Omniverse of the necromancers. Their kind never should have existed in our world, much like humans, but humans seep even more deeply into the molding cracks of our many realms.” 
 
    The luminescent child stares into the well of his teacup, sighs again and then looks up. 
 
    “I’ll give you this one for free, Chaos: You’re a human,” the kid says, sharping his gaze.  
 
    Chaos laughs. “Hmm, perhaps you are not as honest as you say.” 
 
    “It’s the truth, Chaos. You were infested by an overlord even greater than yourself. It programmed the black and white essence, condensed mana, around your body, to increase your strength, durability, intelligence, everything but your memory, which is programmed to lose itself.” 
 
    “And why would this higher overlord do a thing like that?” Chaos says as though he were talking to someone who is an intellectual child as well as a physical one. 
 
    “To make sure you don’t try to prevent its resurrection through some means. It’s a deep conspiracy, thousands of years in the making. You’re only a pawn on the chess board and you will one day realize just how insignificant you are.” 
 
    Chaos shrugs it off. “Hmm, preventing its resurrection? And why would I even dream of doing something like that?” 
 
    “Because at your core you are prideful, and have trouble tolerating something stronger than yourself existing. You’d strike blades at anything that isn’t overtly and obviously your superior.” There is a short silence before Chaos retakes his cup and sips. 
 
    “Interesting. I suppose I should write that down,” he says, expression mixed with thought. 
 
    “The sad part about all of this, Chaos, is that you will forget that you’ve forgotten. I have seen many souls in your so-called “Omniverse”, and you are among those I pity the most. Your memory has been forced out of your head by the body that wraps around you precisely three hundred sixty two thousand five hundred sixty five times, and it will happen again in about twenty-eight minutes, and then again at random intervals. Of course, you won’t forget everything, you’ll just forget shards, pieces, enough so that you’ll barely ever realize that you’ve forgotten something, and there will come about a day when you will be so mentally pointless that you will simply live out your days without any purpose or goal. The only thing that undoes your memory loss is your sword, Kingdom Slayer, which possesses magic beyond even your reckoning. One day you will lose this blade, and you will degenerate to the very lowest mental form of anything of your caliber. Do you understand this?” 
 
    Chaos squints in annoyance. “At least I won’t be a human.” 
 
    The child’s gaze sharpens, causing Chaos to wave his free hand dismissively. 
 
    “... I understand, youngling,” Chaos says. “I suppose that is my lot in life, but to be quite honest I am quite alright with that.” 
 
    “Even worse is that you will also forget your tastes in things, and thus change your opinions on matters rapidly. Everything you held dear will change day by day– you will be comprehensively insane. Actually, you’ve admitted a human into your ranks just hours ago; Knight Love.” 
 
    Chaos draws back animatedly, as if appalled. “I ... I have? Oh yes! I have! I suppose I better go and kill her the moment I get back.” 
 
    “But by the time you get to her, you’ll recall how good she’s been to you, and you’ll change your mind, yet again, only to forget bits and pieces of it later.” 
 
    Finally, the point seems to hit home, as Chaos’ usual grin sobers to a somber, thoughtful expression. “... My ... that is fairly bitter I suppose. Thank you for telling me, young one.” 
 
    “Chaos, by your measurement of time I’m more than four times as old as you. I know much more than you, believe it or not, and this is my lot in life, telling lesser creatures the truth of whatever they desire. Usually the people I talk with only have thoughts of wisdom on their mind. A matter of fact some of the most meaningful questions were asked by those humans you dislike so much, but here you are, asking not for the way to bring peace to nations, but how to kill something.” 
 
    “If Oa dies, many problems will be solved.” 
 
    “You are not wrong, but there are better ways to fix things, Mr. Chaos.” The two are at a standstill, staring closely into each other’s eyes. 
 
    “That may be, but there are few ways as easy,” Chaos says, breaking the silence. 
 
    “... You’re right there, Mr. Chaos… more tea?” the child asks, lightening up a bit when he notices that Chaos’ cup has become empty. 
 
    “Oh, yes, thank you,” Chaos says, his admission causing the pot to hover over and deliver more tea to his cup. 
 
    “Of course, Mr. Chaos. So, you really want to ask for that?” 
 
    There’s a pause as Chaos looks aside to reconsider, and he turns back just a moment after. 
 
    “Yes, that is my decision,” he says plainly. 
 
    “... Very well. Your motivations, even if selfish, will bring good to the Omniverse, as Oa is more of a menace than you are. It is weaker, but its mind is sharper, and as such it can bring more evil into the world. Oa’s spirit resides in a device you know of called a phylactery, it’s prime phylactery, buried in the heart of a mountain.” 
 
    “Hmm, I suppose that’s a good place to put something that you do not want anyone to find.” 
 
    “Indeed, it had his servants bury it for years until it decided it was deep enough, but that mountain is no longer a simple mountain.” 
 
    “Fair enough. So, youn—pardon, oldling, what dimension is this in?” Chaos asks, enjoying the aroma of the tea. The child waves a hand, and then a piece of paper appears in front of Chaos. 
 
    “This is the dimensional designation code for the place, along with directions after you get there.” 
 
    “Oh, lovely,” Chaos says, his tone of voice charmed by the convenience the child provides. 
 
    “The matter with it is that the O.E.L.’s using their technology to block dimensional travel to this realm from any gate other than a single one in their staging area .” 
 
    “... They do not want anyone going to it?” 
 
    “That’s correct. They know Oa’s there and want to be the first to experiment on it among other reasons, so they sealed off the dimension.” 
 
    “Interesting. Those O.E.L. humans really are not the most understanding of people when it comes to my plans.” 
 
    “Indeed. That said you’ll have to use that exact gate to get there, unless of course you wanted to take down their entire power grid somehow.” 
 
    “I see, and then what?” 
 
    “It’s all written there,” the child says, motioning to the note. Chaos looks down at the notes and reads. 
 
    “Hmm, heading East?” Chaos mutters as he looks over the note with directions. 
 
    “That’s right. You will pass a great wood, ruins and dark villages, even a stronghold of men before you reach the city of the necromancers where the mountain presides.” 
 
    Chaos hums. “They have a city, do they?” 
 
    “That’s what it’s called, but in truth it’s more of a laboratory where they continue to research ways to reverse death.” 
 
    Chaos scoffs, his eyes still looking over the note. “How petty.” 
 
    “It’s quite the motivation for Oa. It’s been ages beyond your own, and it is still committed to reviving its love.” 
 
    “Even after all this time ... most mysterious.” 
 
    The child smirks, as if Chaos said something ironic. “Yes, humans are a most emotional sort. That’s both a beauty and ugliness about them, I guess,” the child says, scratching his or her soft, pinkish cheek. 
 
    “I suppose so. My foe in The Knights, Order, I have been surprised consistently with her. She has held together mentally for all this time, I would have figured she would have killed herself by now.” 
 
    “She is only able to do it by ignoring what makes her hurt, Chaos. You will see her break one day, and if she doesn’t kill herself first, you will rue it.” 
 
    “Truly, so I will have won?” 
 
    “When she does break, you will not celebrate, but lament. Ten thousand years is not kind on one’s heart, and the time will come in which she will have to face the very things she looks away from. You forget your past, however twisted it may be, but she remembers every step as well as any human can.” 
 
    “I see, how long will it be until this… ‘break’ you speak of?” 
 
    “You have much time before it happens entirely, but I can guarantee you that you will be more alive at that moment than you have ever been.” 
 
    “Ahh, most excellent!” The boy’s gaze sharpens again, causing Chaos to lean closer in interest. 
 
    “No, Mr. Chaos. Being more alive not only means being able to feel the goodness and blessings of life, but the pain as well. Hold strong, Mr. Chaos, and you will see the end of your tale, as immense as its agony will be.” 
 
    “My tale?” 
 
    “Yes, you may be surprised, but there are people reading about your achievements, both righteous and depraved, right at this moment. There are many realms above your own that know well your exploits.” 
 
    “Fascinating ... Our Omniverse is quite the miracle, is it not?” 
 
    “It is, Chaos. Now you have all that you need to know. You should be on your way,” the moon-lit child says with a bow of the head in respect. 
 
    “Alright then, oldling. It has been a pleasure sharing tea with you.” 
 
    “Likewise, Chaos; thank you for spending this time with me,” the child says with a true, touched gaze. Chaos nods, and then rises from his seat. He turns from the first realmer and then exits from the doors. 
 
    The first realmer watches him leave and then, just as the doors shut, and the dimension of the High Tea begins to fold, being plunged from existence. 
 
    “I wonder if they’ll ever figure it out,” the child says with a weary, almost parental coo. 
 
      
 
    -TO BE CONTINUED-  
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 Good day to you! 
 
    I’d like to thank you for reading Woodcastle! 
 
    Your patronage is very much appreciated, and I very much hope you had as much fun reading the book as I did writing it! 
 
    Previously named The Fairy Book and then Kingdom through the Swamp, this novel’s gone through a ridiculous amount of development over the past four-so years, but I must say I’m very pleased with the result and I think it’s hard work paid off!  
 
    I probably would have let this project just gather dust on my amazon bookshelf if it weren’t for all the great feedback and kind emails from readers that inspired me to give it a release deserving of the book! 
 
    So to those of you who have been with me from the start, thank you again! 
 
    Now then, I beckon you for aid! 
 
    Onto business matters (nothing you’ll get arrested for… yet), it would mean the very world and the stars above if you would write a quick, honest, thoughtful review for the book’s amazon.com page. It would help more people find the book and I would gladly shake your virtual hand for your support. 
 
    If that’s not the kind of thing you’re into, I totally understand. In that case, just send me an email at kellr.inkston@gmail.com and let me know what you thought about the book. I don’t get many emails, so each one is a highlight in my week. 
 
    Oh, and of course if you don’t like sending emails either that’s also okay. I mean you are just reading words on a page or screen, so personal interaction is sort of a guaranteed option. 
 
    All things considered, I very, very much hope you enjoyed the story, and that you look forward to the continuation of the series, of which you can find out about on my website, kellinkston.com. 
 
    I wish you all the very best on finding your next read, and hope your days are filled with comfortable rainy days indoors, or sunny afternoons on the beach, whatever strikes your fancy. 
 
    Kind regards to you and your kin, 
 
    Kell Inkston 
 
    Head Analyst 
 
    Inklend S.E.E.R. Department 
 
    (P.S. I’ve added an appendix in case you’re interested in more of the lore and characters, just read on.) 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    






  
 
    This page is nothing but a frightening forest. 
 
    You best travel on.


 
   
  
 

 Appendix 
 
      
 
    Dimension #13 – No one thinks to name their own plane of existence, do they? Turns out the O.E.L. found the realm containing Dimension #13’s so-called “Earth” twelfth among their millennia-long studies, granting it the simple classification of the thirteenth of all dimensions. 
 
    #13 has it’s own planets, solar systems, clusters and galaxies just like most universes, but damn, the magic there is heavy. 
 
    Known point of origin for countless Omniverse-known figures, but particularly Lord Knight General Order, and Overlord Chaos. 
 
      
 
    Dragon-kin – The full bastardization of a human and dragon, this species was created through a magical union between a human princess and a dragon tyrant before recorded history in Dimension #13. They’re of three varieties, arranged by most-human DNA to least: lesser, higher, and heraldic. Lesser kin, like Overlord Greed, are almost human in stature, and sport a great aptitude for magic in the human way, using things like spells and incantations. Higher dragon-kin, like Knight Law of the R.K.O.K.R., are stoutly built, incredibly strong, and enjoys the structure of humans with the musculature and biological traits of dragons, though they are largely magic-averse. Heraldic have much more dragon and human in their veins, and is largely incapable of common society. They are a secretive fold, hidden about all cracks of Aerna in hiding from humanity, who hunt them to this very day. 
 
      
 
    Kanvane – The magical center of the W.K.D.R. and the third most populous of the four kingdoms. Seated between the fairy tea woods to the West, Trench to the South East, and The Swampwoods to the North, Kanvane was a desirable choice for its founder, Allna Wise Eye, who erected her primary wizard’s tower in the spot of the future capitol building: The Great Council. 
 
    Always under continuous construction, the old streets of Low Kanvane have all but faded out into obscurity as layer upon layer of steps are made to accommodate more laboratories, more cute cafes, and more area for Keruz Magic Academy, widely regarded as the very best university of its kind in all existence. 
 
    It’s people are curious, considerate, and very fond of coffee. 
 
      
 
    Liefland – The Kingdom hidden in the leaves is more of a city as it sports no towns outside the royalty’s direct demesne and no formal fortifications outside of Liefholn keep, which triples as the capitol building and royal palace. 
 
    It is the final bastion of the unified fairy folk society known through the Omniverse, as poachers, hunters, and admirers mess their shit up constantly at every turn. They are peaceful people who have a great many loves, especially for art and music, though among their myriad races there are ten times as many passions found in their people. 
 
    As it stands, they have an uneasy, but trusting relationship to the W.K.D.R., who has officially stated any contact with fairy folk outside of trade or state business is to be punished severely. It is for these reasons that the birth defect of Algandar’s is so deeply reviled, though bears no threat to those inflicted, and honestly looks quite pretty. 
 
      
 
    Necromancer - Any person or thing that usurps the laws of nature to give life to that which should not have it. Many necromancers are old, cranky, senile men that want to join the Lich club, only to achieve lichdom and get smashed by the nearest paladin to its lair. Other necromancers are edgy teenagers who dye their hair black and then get beaten up for being so weird. 
 
    Neither of which are all that bad. 
 
    The really bad necromancers are those that have their lives prolonged by other necromancers. In the simple act of entrusting their soul, they allow their brethren to create any number of new bodies out of any form they desire. 
 
    Sick of getting old? Just make a new body every twenty years and be done with it! 
 
    The lord of this sect is Oa, ruler of their kind and the first of the necromancers. Only a handful know how old Oa is, and they’re all older than Chaos, who in his own right is pretty damn ancient. 
 
    Oa is a minion “child” of Ohkiij, who is the Master of the Night and God of the demons, the dead, and all that crawls in the dark. 
 
      
 
    Omniverse Expeditionary Librarium A.K.A. “O.E.L.” – The first transdimensional association to spring up in the Omniverse, their stated goal is to catalog every dimension in existence. 
 
    Of course, on the back in, they’re also raiding any society they find for their magical and scientific discoveries, but that’s not really the “appendix appropriate” version. 
 
    Oops. 
 
    Headed by an ancient, mysterious figure named Ywn, they are the military and scientific center of the Omniverse. The only reasons Dimensions #13 isn’t fully under their thumb at this very moment are two in number: The Royal Knights, and High Overlord Chaos, neither of which are quite partial to their presence.  
 
      
 
    Overlord – A sought-after title among the mighty and the ambitious, overlord is a term used to denote the very highest apex of a community, usually its ruler; not always by right, and usually by force. 
 
    Overlords are many in the Omniverse, as there is not really an authority to decide who or what gets to be an overlord. This has led to certain overlord communities to form, which for all intents and purposes are basically a bunch of really tough people fighting constantly to figure out who’s on top. 
 
    And to cut things short, when Chaos is around, he’s always on top. For this reason, most of overlord society has placed Chaos on an unspoken “always target” list. He has many, many more enemies than he has friends. 
 
      
 
    Ragnivan – Military center of the W.K.D.R. and closest neighbor to the Royal Knight’s headquarters of New Reinen. The most populous of the four in the W.K.D.R., it is a sprawling kingdom of good fields and rolling hills. Ragnivan is home to a spirited people that hold loyalty to a seated nobility that claims to have related heritage to King Rayda. The claims are dubious, but don’t let them catch you saying that. 
 
    Its folk love drama, the arts, martial and otherwise, and sports of all kinds. True go-getters, they’re an enthused people who are always thrilled to try their hand at competition, and have a superior record in the bi-annual Inter-Kingdom Games. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Rayda – The leader of The Knights of the Reign and the wielder of the quintessential blade: Caliburn. This figure, often argued to be either god or man, crossed the boundary between realms to do battle with the draconic armies. He was laid-back sort of man, speaking little but always being of good company to friend and foe alike. His achievements during his seven thousand year reign are numerous, but most notable would be his deliverance of mankind from the dragon hordes, the foundation of Reinen of the Far North, and his climactic battle with Overlord Apocalypse, though very, very few remember the tale as such; most assume it was Chaos that defeated him. 
 
    Legend has it that in his final breaths, he asked to be rejoined with his sword, Caliburn, which disappeared mysteriously during the turmoil. 
 
      
 
    Realmancy – Banned in all kingdoms but Spirakander and among the operational elite, Realmancy is a craft of the outright insane, and one of the most mentally-degenerative of magics known to man. Though most of the population does not believe realmancy is, in fact, real, there are a few circles of elite academics that do not only know of it, but can in some limited fashions perform it. Such uses are often fatal, however, as the incantations are mercilessly complex, meaning the caster could at any time “dis-exist” parts of their own body, but usually just their entire body. 
 
    Realmancy is the collection and alteration of objects and information that may or may not exist. This is accomplished by gaining “causal strands” and “pulling” until one opens up an alternate reality’s composition network, and inheriting the items into reality. There are no rules, so a person can be as irresponsible as they wish. 
 
    For instance, have you ever wondered if you were a character in someone else’s book? With realmancy you can find that out. 
 
    While the process is statistically overwhelmingly fatal, there are in fact a small, small handful that can use realmancy and survive, however, and they are right off their rockers. One should always be weary before trusting a Realmancer. 
 
      
 
    Reinen – Lord of Kingdoms and Invincible bastion against the dragons. Reinen of the Far North was long the Western Kingdom’s capitol city before the destruction of the Planar Sphere, which was the only magical device capable of holding back the immensely inhospitable cold of the surrounding arctic environment. While the other kingdoms are wide domains with great midland towns and sprawling countryside, Reinen was a small land that stretched only as far as its unwalled boundary at twenty kilometers from the center of the Planar Sphere’s placement. 
 
    Under The Sphere’s power of temperature alteration, the snowy tundra was transformed into a brimming paradise for all who would take shelter from the dragons and their kin, who could not brave the immense cold of -30 Celsius, and thus could not attack from land nor sky. 
 
    The ruination of the Planar Sphere plunged the realm back to its original colds, killing the kingdom’s harvests in the first three days, and then the citizens began to starve. Migration was a simple process, as Reinen boasted one of the only non-Rondi-constructed Space Gates in the Omniverse. It is from there that the entire population of the kingdom, along with the head quarters of the Royal Knights and its corps, all migrated to the other four kingdoms, which are now considered political and cultural peers. 
 
    Reinen remains in ruin to this day, its many secrets and ghosts upturned by only the most intrepid, or nostalgic, of explorers. 
 
      
 
    Royal Knights of the Old Kingdom of Reinen (R.K.O.K.R.) – The prime defense association of the Western Kingdoms, the R.K.O.K.R., commonly referred to as “The Knights” is the last remaining vestige of King Rayda the Golden’s legacy. 
 
    While founded officially in the year R.F. 0 alongside Reinen, The Knights, (known as The Knights of the Reign at the time) have been in service to Rayda as long as he has been in recorded history. It is the prevailing theory among historians that Rayda recruited the first knights upon his immediate arrival to the Aernan continent. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    School (of magic) – 
 
    The manner in which mana expresses itself when exiting the body. The “School” is the form the conscious (and in some, more extreme cases, the subconscious) mind assumes when attempting to press its will on the waking reality. 
 
    Often this state requires the use of words or symbols, all in the pursuit of causing one, fleeting, second-long thought required for the spell’s proper expression. Schools tend to group into elements, phenomena or singular methods of interaction, like changing an object’s weight, or shooting sick-ass bolts of lightning out of one’s hands. 
 
      
 
    Spirakander – 
 
    Long south kingdom of tourism and agriculture, Spirakander is settled in the hostile Zhan’Vant Gulf, which by the way is Draconic for “Fatal Swimming”. Despite such risk from aquatic unpleasantries, tourists and locals from all around converge onto Spirakander during the warm seasons for swimming and games of all sorts. With all that sun and sand, it would be hard to say no, after all. 
 
    Aside from the danger of the water, it’s considered to be the safest of the four kingdoms, where its scarce crimes only tend to occur due to its lax stance on less approved magics. This lenience has drawn in mages from less influential schools of magic to practice their craft and study their magics here, much of which borders on the depraved. 
 
    To the north are the dragon clan canyons, its multitude of mesas and drop offs named after the many relocated dragon-kin reservations forced to take refuge there after The Extermination Wars. 
 
    It’s people have a healthy love for a good day’s work, athletics, and music. Take a walk through King’s square sometime and pull in all the exotic sights. Those magicians and merchants certainly know how to entertain their customers. 
 
      
 
    Towerne – 
 
    High Overlord Chaos’ tower network, Towerne could rightfully be called a kingdom simply by the expanse of its demesne. As Chaos and his dimensional operation minions maintain a truly ludicrous amount of towers in a multitude of different dimensions, and they almost always go undetected, Chaos has a perfectly fortified assault point for the majority of high-society dimensions in the Omniverse. 
 
    It also makes for very easy vacation travel. Sick of your job as a mechanic minion? Change over towers and enjoy the mountain air for a bit. Sick of that? Change over again and take a dip in a beach. Sick of that? Just change jobs, Chaos wants you to be happy, after all, and he pays you in food, so it might as well be doing something you enjoy. 
 
      
 
    Trench – 
 
    A great canyon between Kanvane and Ragnivan spanning miles across, the Trench has been around as long as cartographers have survived the visit to the locale. 
 
    These old map-makers weren’t just hopping into the whole without regard, of course, rather there is a nation of insects that actively defend it as their nest. These “Trenchlings” are intelligent, speaking creatures and are many in variety, as if they are in fact multiple terrible races banded together to protect their king. 
 
    They’re a weird bunch, and not the sort you’d want for tea. 
 
    The innards of Trench sports a pleasantly-cool, if dreary atmosphere, what thin slivers of light peering inside bearing life to the sparse evergreen forests within. There’s a lot of room down there; it would be a fine place to put something. 
 
      
 
    Whihelmish – 
 
    The least populous kingdom of the W.K.D.R. and a certifiable shithole. If you don’t believe me look up the Justice Department’s crime statistics on the Western Kingdoms at large. There’s a reason the general public calls the well-snowed Whihelmish “Ninety five percent of the problem”. It is in fact because Whihelmish boasts 95% of the department’s recorded crimes, so that said it’s a dangerous, cold, rotten place, ruled by a small oligarchy of overlord who call themselves “The Lords of Desire”. 
 
    Popular pass times are drinking, gambling, prostitution on both the giving and receiving end, and murder. 
 
    Don’t go there, it’s garbage. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 About the author: 
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
    This is Kell. 
 
    Kell very much enjoys writing, despite how it looks right here. 
 
    If you’d like to find out what Kell’s up to, you can do that here: 
 
    At kellinkston.com 
 
      
 
    Kell wishes you a wonderful day, all things considered. 
 
    Kell’s just tired from editing. 
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