Empire.

Part One: Emergence of the Fiend.


“Altitude mode activated, we’re ready to climb.” A young lieutenant said, looking up from his post.

“Good, tell Damacel we’re ready when he is.” The captain replied, shifting in his seat uneasily. The two pontoon thrusters creaked into life and started to lift upward and the carrier-ship started to rise into the heavy clouds over the sea. In the main hold, the prototype fighter gleamed brightly in the dull red light, and by its side the pilot lounged idly by its side. A young woman in a sergeants uniform slid down a pole and ran up to him.

“The ships in position My Lord, the captain just awaits your mark.” She saluted. Shaking himself out of his half-doze, he stood up. “Thank you for the message sergeant, on your way out tell the engineers to open the gate.”

“Yes My Lord.” She saluted again, turning to leave. “Good Luck!” She called over her shoulder. As he watched her leave, he opened the hatch on the experimental craft and climbed in. Glancing at the various instruments, he eased himself into the chair and pulled on a peculiar helmet with two dome shaped earpieces and an eyepiece.

“Hello,” he said silently to the ship, “I hope we can get along well together.”

The ship, unsurprisingly, said nothing in reply. A hiss of static came over the radio, and the young sergeant spoke. “Are you ready yet, the hold will start to lower in one minute.”

“I’m ready, all I have to do is start it up.” He replied, switching the power on. Inside the engine the two energy discs started to spin in opposite directions, and green lightning arced between both of them.

“Starting ignition process, power balance is ok.” He reported. Sweat ran from his forehead and his arms trembled in anticipation as he slipped them into the two control joints.

“All systems one-hundred percent and weapons are operational, flight deck powered up, and neural-control system is ready.”

Warning lights lit up the carrier and people rushed around, meanwhile on the bridge the countdown had started. “Five, Four, Three, Two, One, the Behemoth is launched!” the young lieutenant called out.


As the hold lowered, jet streams of fire burst around the sides of the blast shield and after a short pause, the ship launched rapidly out. It was of a strange design, with an angular body, two arm shaped wings and a large booster at the rear. Its cockpit was designed like that of a mantis and the large wings elbowed their way out on the side. It flew with tremendous speed and skimmed its way across the winds like no thing had before and it effortlessly plunged in and out of the clouds.


“Its perfect…” Damacel breathed, his heart racing, “It responds instantly and does it with such finesse.”

“How is it?” The captain asked with a note of pride in his voice.

“The empire has done it captain, she’s created perfection.” The awe-stricken young lord replied.

“Captain, we have a problem!” the sergeant shouted, “Rebels have found out about us somehow, a large force of type-three fighters are coming.”

“God, we haven’t got any firepower!” The captain exclaimed.

“I’ll deal with them captain.” Damacel said in a low voice. “The weapons on this craft are in working order, and this is a test mission.”

“Are you insane!” the sergeant yelled at him, “They are only fifty percent operational, if they fail we can’t back you up and we’ll all be history!”

“As they say, I’m dammed if I do and dammed if I don’t.” He replied calmly.

“What do you mean by that?” She said suspiciously.

“The captain said himself that your ship has no firepower, and there is no way you could outrun them, so I’ll hold them off while you make your escape.”

“Its a good plan you know.” The captain said to the woman.

“Alright, just don’t get that thing destroyed or our heads will be on a platter.”

“Trust me, now go before they get in firing range.”


As the carrier made its escape, Damacel’s craft decelerated and turned to face the marauders. “Time to see its battle form.” He murmured to himself. With a few quick button presses, the ship began to shift form. The craft started to go into a spin rapidly with bridge flipping down, turning into a head and the two wings unfolding to become arms. Finally, the main booster swivelled round to become a leg-base. To his amazement, the control panel shifted too, with the two units where the controls for each engine locked onto his arm. “So, the sticks control the thrusters and weapons,” he remembered, “And the arm brace controls the arm movement… I hope I can get the hang of this in time!” he joked to himself.


“That’s it, the thing that the Leader wants sir.” One of the pilots said to the commander of the group.

“And it looks like its gone into battle mode as well, you know what this means.” The commander replied.

“Yes sir, we do.” Another soldier said, grasping her gun more firmly.

“All right troops, we’ll engage the enemy long enough for it to get here.”

The fighters’ engines roared into life, and they sped towards their foe.


Damacel quickly activated both arm-mounted guns, and they flipped out to ‘greet’ the approaching danger. Power swelled in the conduits running over the ship and energy started to build at the end of each barrel.

“For the Leader!” the commander shouted, firing his pulse rifle in short bursts.

Almost with contempt, Damacel blocked the shots with the shield plates built into the arms. “For the Goddess and the Empire!” he yelled in defiance before releasing a shot at one of the fighters. The explosion was tremendous as the beam of light ripped the attacker apart, leaving the charred hull to spread debris over the area. Another of the fighters appeared from behind and fired his cannon at the ships undefended back.

The headset that Damacel wore was more than a simple tool however, as well as increasing his control over the ship it allowed him to sense more than humanly possible. A quick fire of the shoulder-mounted engines incinerated the shots, and a burst from the accelerator boosters did the same to the pilot and his ship.

Two more ships came at him from each side, but with a synchronised shot both were destroyed, sending the remains into the sea below. A quick flash on his eyepiece told him that the carrier was hiding nearby, observing the battle. Another group attack followed, three this time, but they were decimated by the ships lightning gun. Damacels mind grew more adapt at mastering the controls of his ship, and the ferocity of his attacks increased at the same rate. With every attack by the enemy, the counter-attacks grew more spectacular, with various types of shots and energy repelling them in new ways. As was expected, only Damacel and the commander were left. The commander discarded his gun and drew his energy sabre. In response the two guns folded in and were replaced by streams of energy emerging claw-shaped from each fist.

“You’re good, I never though anyone could take my whole group out in five minutes.” The commander said urbanely over the radio.

“Why thank you friend, maybe if you trained that rabble better it might of lasted ten.” Damacel said carefully, trying to get his opponents mind flaming.

“Spare your pointless jibes fool, you are too late. While you were amusing yourself we had time to call our special weapon.” He laughed harshly, a mirthlessly cold laugh. From behind him a sound not unlike that of breaking glass occurred and the air shattered leaving a jagged edged hole full of shadows. A ship emerged from the darkness, one that had the strange construction of Damacel’s ship.

“Good bye imperial bastard, we won’t meet again.” The commander taunted, jetting off into the cloudbank to the west. The ship hovered in front of Damacel’s, looking intently at the ship.

“I will not fight you… You are not ready yet.” A female voice spoke.

“I am glad you see sense,” He replied, “I take it you can sense your enemies condition.”

“Of course, but you are not my enemy, not yet anyway.” She paused, “I will not hamper you at the moment, despite my orders. Our paths will cross, you will be ready.” And with that, she flew back into the shadows and disappeared.


“So she just left?” the sergeant asked in amazement.

“Yes, she just said that I wasn’t her enemy yet and our paths would cross again, then she left.”

“Strange,” the captain murmured, “First one of our most secret designs appears on the enemy side, then the pilot flees even though that would disobey direct orders.”

“So what can we do?” the lieutenant asked, scratching his head.

“We head to Parian to finish this ship.” Damacel decided.

“Why not Imperial capital? They have better resources.” The sergeant asked.

“Call it a hunch, but something is amiss here.” Damacels eyebrows furrowed with concentration. The next-generation fighters were the most closely guarded secret, and only a few people had the implants required to control the ship. Looking up, he started to speak his thoughts out aloud, “Parian is where my family lives, and my hunch tells me that it would not be safe in the capital for us.”

“A conspiracy of some sorts?” the lieutenant wondered.

“Possibly, so are you all agreed on this?” Damacel asked them.

“Of course,” the captain said, “Your family is paying us after all.”

“Very well then, I think it would be a good idea if we all got some sleep now since its eighty leagues to Parian, am I right?”

“Seventy-six, and a fraction.” The sergeant corrected.

“Thank you, now if you don’t mind, I need to catch up with my beauty sleep.” Damacel said with a hint of a smile.


Damacels green eyes stared thoughtfully out of the porthole windows in his cabin. As a basic military ship, it was sorely lacking in style. His pale green hair was cut in a ruffled style, more by the barber’s poor skill than any will for it. He had to admit that it suited him, as well as the basic empire uniform that all soldiers were forced to wear. It consisted of a long black wool cape, knee high leather boots with steel caps and plates, a loose pair of trousers made of a material that resembled sailcloth. On his muscular upper body he wore a shirt made of a stretchy, body-hugging material with full-length sleeves and a loose garment that resembled a hybrid doublet and three-quarter length shirt made out of the same material as the trousers that came down to mid thigh length. This was accompanied with a studded black leather belt and scabbard for the standard issue sword, and a holster across his back for his heavy rifle. For some unfathomable reason in the past, an emperor decide to make the whole uniform black, giving the imperial soldiers a slightly fearsome look.

He sighed and turned away, catching a brief look at himself in the mirror. The young man had a face that while not was breathtaking, had some beauty in there. Today had been so filled with the anticipation of flying the ship he hadn’t given a thought to anything else, even the crew of the ship for that matter. Shuffling up to sit at the end of his cramped bed, he closed his eyes and tried to remember things his excited mind did not acknowledge earlier in the day. There was captain Terel, a middle-aged man with grey hair, an insanely large pike and a roguish personality somewhat akin to a pirate. Then the young sergeant Celste, a slight young woman with blue hair, large luminous eyes the colour of topaz and an erratic personality. Finally there was lieutenant Dalel, a tall blonde haired man with a nasty looking pair of falchions at his side. For some reason as he laid down on the bed, the fact that he had remembered so much surprised him but that didn’t seem to matter as his tired, heavy limbs dragged him into sleep.


“Awaken, mine soldier.” A voice came to him through the thick, cloying darkness. As his eyes opened, a familiar figure was standing in front of him, one he had known all his life. The two were standing in an ambience of colour.

“Hello Cerianne.” Damacel said in a voice full with love.

“I doth appreciate thy worship my child,” the Goddess spoke, “How fairs thy parents mighty Damacel.”

“They are well Cerianne, Mothers expecting.”

“I hath seen this with mine own eyes Damacel, she is five months gone already.” She paused, a worried look on her timeless face. “The appearance of another of thy kindred has our side worried. You are right to avoid the capital Damacel; I have sensed great misbalance there.”

“Cerianne, I could feel that as soon as I linked with it, was that expected?”

“Yes, the technology enhances thine already adept mind causing thou to sense these things.”

“Can this ability be used for other things?” He questioned.

“Indeed, many a myriad task can be performed with practise.” Her head dropped wearily, “We shalt speak when thou doth reach home Damacel, thine path will be revealed there.” With a flicker, she disappeared.

