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The Silver Forest.

It was a pleasant day in the Silver forests, sparkling pollen dusted the huge evergreens and nearby a stream trickled into a small mere, tinkling like a small brass bell. Arianna walked across the moss covered ground, her long coal-black hair flowing down her back, coming to rest on the four downy white wings, extending from her shoulders. Rabbits happily munched on the grass under a vast tree, its limbs reaching into the deep blue sky, which when she was younger, thought that if she climbed to its peak, she could play on the puffy clouds that floated so many miles up in the sky. After a while staring at it, she sighed contently and carried on with her search for delicate mushrooms and small flowers for her sisters hair. A few thousand yards beyond the trees, children played and by the tavern, old warriors, with their grey beards and dusty wings recounted stories of yore, and most of which were accompanied by uproarious laughter and the drinking of fine malt ale.

The winged Templars and the tree spirits, the Dryads, inhabited the Silver forest, where Urai lay in a deep chasm on the planet Temparvar.

It was a huge planet, with many different races, from the Snowclaw wolfs in the deep northern mountains of Radack, the plains of Carven in the west, where the herds of the Centurions, a half man-half horse race lived, as well as the demonic Jakarats in the south and the eastern clans of the Nephil, not forgetting the sea-living Arquiles.

The only village for leagues in each direction, it was quite large, and was inhabited by a mix of races and apart from a few minor arguments, everyone was relatively happy.

The sun arced high in the morning sky and Arianna came across a magnificent waterfall, and came to sit on a small crystal behind it. She splashed her feet in a small puddle, and started to chew on a lock of her hair. Sunlight poured through the water, illuminating her pale skin with a brilliant radiance of colour. Then, suddenly a small white feather came to rest on her knee, its lingering touch making her giggle. But as she looked at it, she noticed it was unlike one she had ever seen before, it pulsed with an azure nimbus, and made her hair stand on end.

Then, the light that radiated through the waterfall turned a light, opalescent blue and she looked up, and gasped…


A trail of feathers behind it, a man enshrouded in a blaze of fire plummeted into the water, spraying a fine dew of water over Arianna’s body. As she turned to look, she saw the being that would change her life, and those of the ones on Temparvar forever. He was about medium height, with a slim, but muscled body, he had black hair and deep blue eyes but his bare upper half and clothes were scorched with charcoal, but the thing that amazed her the most was his wings. Like the feather she had in her hand, they glowed and pulsed with that same light, but what held her transfixed was the number of them. Most Templars had two wings, Arianna had four, and warriors of myth and legend had six, but he had eight of them.

She looked at him, and he looked at her.

“Help me please, or they will come, the dark ones…” he said in a shallow voice, his breathing coming in sharp gasps. With all of his remaining strength, he slowly and shakily ascended to his feet and fell into her arms.

“HELP ME!!!” she shouted in a shrill voice, tears coming into her lavender eyes, “Someone, please!”


A strange shaking on his left arm awaked him from his fitful rest. As he opened his eyes, he turned his head round to see what had roused him, a small girl of about 6 years old with a lock of auburn in her black hair. Upon seeing him move, she laughed a sunny little laugh and ran out side, her hair dancing backwards and forwards in the candle lit tent.

Shaking the last remnants of sleep from his head, he swung over the side of the bed, and rose to his feet. Staring into the mirror, he saw his wings were bandaged to his body, and that they wound round his chest. With a powerful stroke, his wings flared out like the feathers of a peacock, snapping the wool strips in half. Looking at the charred garments covering his body, and the clothes so kindly provided for him on a chair by the mirror, he crossed his wrists over each other, and as his power blazed in an azure burst, a black leather robe covered the middle of his body, then he was clad in a silver scale mail jacket. Over his left arm, badly wasted due to his fall, a silver and black plated armour piece suddenly manifested it self, and his dark black and blue hair flared up. Over his bare feet, soft leather boots with silver rivets appeared and with another burst of energy a sword appeared on his girdle and on the other side, a pouch of gold, some steel tri-blades and a silver gauntlet. Finally, he pulled the gauntlet onto his right arm, created a black and silver band just under his hairline and with a flick of his left arm, the armaments on it were readied. As he was about to step outside, he stopped when he stopped when he heard a voice.


“You’re sure he’s awake!” A tall slim girl said, her face baring a worried frown, as he looked closer, he realised it was the one he first saw by the waterfall.

“For the last time Arianna, YES!” The small girl with the auburn lock said impatiently. Now she was in the light, he could see she had two small wings arcing out of her back and also, a very loud voice.

“So, what did he do? What did he say Esari?” the one called Arianna asked in an inquisitive voice. A small crowd of people had gathered nearby, and were failing to look indiscreet in their eavesdropping.

“No, he just looked at me, and then I went to find you, just like you told me.” Esari said in a voice laden with sugar-like sarcasm. The crowd were now whispering amongst each other, curious at what was causing this argument.

Arianna glared at her sister, and ran towards her. Stepping out side to stop the inevitable he and Arianna collided against each other, sending her flying back, where she rather dramatically landed in a heap on the ground, whilst he staggered back.

“Watch where you are going you jerk…” She started to yell, but trailed of when she saw who she was talking to, “Oh my! I’m so sorry, are you ok?”

“Yes.” He said to her, offering his hand to help her off the floor, “I should have said I was coming outside.”  The crowd looked a bit nervous at his presence, obviously they don’t see a lot of active warriors here, he thought.

As he pulled her up, he noticed that she looked like a teenager, about a year younger than him, but had a wisdom in her eyes beyond that of anyone should have. He also noticed as he held her hand, she had a nature about her that was so caring, her touch seemed to cheer him up, or perhaps it was the fact that she was very beautiful that made him feel warm inside.


“Excuse me, but what’s your name?” Arianna asked, brushing the dust off her dress. She looked at him and noticed he had an aura of power that shouldn’t even begin to be comprehended by anyone’s mind, for fear of going mad at the immensity of it. She noticed that he looked quite nice, and had a friendly nature about him.

“ My name is Ceranth,” he said “I am about fifteen years old, and am from North Darinth, on the planet Corinth.” She also noticed he had a well-learned voice, but he was also very cute.

“My name is Arianna, and I’m fourteen, and that is Esari,” She said indicating to the auburn haired girl, “She is my six year old sister.” She rolled her eyes upward, and Esari stuck her tongue out.

“Don’t do that, or you might catch a fly.” Ceranth said to Esari in a merry voice, and after a bit of mumbling, she put her tongue back in and walked off in the direction of a group of children playing with wooden swords, grumbling and kicking dirt around. From the crowd nearby, a distinguished looking man in a white and red robe stepped towards him.

“Hello, my name is mayor Mernth, I hope you won’t cause any trouble?” He said, looking a bit wearily at him, unsure what to think of this mysterious stranger.

“You have nothing to worry about Sir.” He said, “But I am expecting a group of friends to come to collect me in about a month, is that ok?”

“Sure, as long as they don’t make much of a mess.” Mernth said rather hesitantly, “Meanwhile, I am sure that Arianna will offer you hospitality and a place to stay.”

“That’s fine by me.” Arianna said with a smile in her face, putting her hand on his shoulder. She felt a pang of jealousy that he would be leaving in a month, but fought that down, they could talk later.

“Hold it!” A young man shouted, “My fair Arianna, would you let this uncivilised brute into your house? Think of all the diseases these space travellers carry with them!” 

“Oh hell,” Arianna muttered, “That is Sarin, the village protector, he has a bit of a thing for me, but I hate the pompous gimp.” Ceranth was surprised at her fury towards this man. What had he done to anger her so much?

“Beat him, but try to be gentle, he did save the village once against the Jakarats.” She whispered to him.

“Beat him? I didn’t know I was going to fight him.” He whispered back.

“He isn’t going to leave you be unless you fight him, can you fight?” she asked him.

“Of course I can, I’m a mercenary, it’s my job.”

“You never told me?” She hissed sharply.

“You didn’t ask.” He replied.

‘Oh well,’ he thought, ‘Better get this over with.’ And with that he swung his arm round, knocking of his robe and with a powerful flash, his wings flared out, his muscles grew harder and his black hair rose up, whilst the blue stripes pushed out to the side and started to glow with power.

“What are you doing?” Sarin shouted.

“It is obvious that we can’t talk this out, and since you offended me, I challenge you.” And removing his gauntlet, he threw it at Sarin’s feet.

“ I don’t appreciate being called disease ridden, and most people from my world know not to mess with a Obsidian Mercenary.”

The crowd gasped, and Sarin took a step back. The Obsidian Mercenary Corps are a band of elite fighters who travel across the assorted galaxies, fighting for whoever they feel they agree with, if they have the cash.

Sarin drew him self up straight. “You might be a member, and you might have eight wings, but you’re just a boy, I’ll crush you!” He shouted, and pulled out a massive halberd and spread his feet apart. He then lunged forward, the tip aiming at Ceranth’s chest, but he swung his long sword out of his scabbard, and deftly parried the attack. Sarin then twirled his weapon around and tried to bring it down on his opponent’s head, but Ceranth landed a sidekick into Sarin’s chest, knocking his weapon away. Then he put his sword away and locked his hands together. His wings extended, and started to pulse a pale blue colour. With a shout, twenty pure white bolts of energy blasted from his wings, and slammed into Sarin’s body, knocking him back with the resulting explosion.

“Who needs weapons anyway?” Ceranth said, before walking over to the shocked Arianna. “Where is your house then?”

