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Chapter Two: The Guild
   In a massive room, surrounded by a spectacular 
transparent dome, four DigiChar men were debating the 
proper course of action for dealing with a growing problem.

   “The registration process has been ceased,” one of the 
men declared. He and two others dressed in similar garments 
sat in orbicular chairs that hovered above the floor.
   One of the other men leaned forward and placed his 
elbows on the massive circular table in front of him, 
stating, “It’s not enough. The outer hamlets are being 
overrun by the newcomers. Ultraguard patrols should be 
increased in order to—“

   “No!” the third man interrupted. He spun himself around 
in order to address the fourth man, who sat motionless upon 
a massive throne. It too hovered above the floor—adorned in 
dazzling jewels and beautifully sculpted trim. “My king—if 
we devote any more resources to managing the chaos along 
the outer border, we risk weakening the defense of the 
fortress.”
   The fourth man, King Udal, clasped his face with his 
right hand and ran it down to his short black beard. He 
turned his immense throne to face the sprawling community 
of buildings and huts that could be seen below, through the 
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   “We are strained,” the king observed. “Much as I would 
prefer to swell the ranks of the Ultraguard, the means to 
do so are simply not here. Any further division of supplies 
and food, could cripple everything I’ve worked for.”
   The king then returned his gaze to his three advisors.

   “What would you have us do?” one of them humbly 

inquired.

   “Let the filth of the outer hamlets defend themselves. 
The newcomers will find it very unappealing to enter into 
the kingdom when the lower classes are free to protect 
their property by any means.”
   “Consider it done,” the advisors declared  
simultaneously. They stood and marched away from the table 
in a single file line toward a platform surrounded by a 
golden support railing. They boarded the platform while a 
warrior in magnificent black and gold body armor operated a 
kiosk next to them. Within seconds, the platform descended.
   Another platform on the opposite side of the kiosk soon 
arose. Aboard it was another elaborately armored warrior. 

He wore an unusual helmet that surrounded most of his head 

and face—his eyes, nose, and mouth conveniently exposed.
   “Colonel Elanosy,” greeted the king. “Was there anything 
to recover in The Great Plains?”
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   “Very little, my lord,” replied the Colonel. “Mostly 
useless items that were likely in the possession of 
newcomers as they arrived. Nothing grand enough in scale to 
be of use to us, unfortunately.”

   “Not unexpected, but disappointing just the same. Any 
news from the fifth battalion around Shulmert?”

   “None, my lord. It seems we have spent a great deal of 
time there for nothing. The information we obtained from 
Sauger Rolvus appears to have been false—meant to through 
us off the trail of The Guild.”
   “Find the little puke and execute him on site. He has 
exhausted my patience.”

   “Consider it done, my king.” Colonel Elanosy then 
returned to the platform on which he entered, and 
disappeared downward.

   King Udal reached over to a white, cylindrical post that 
protruded from the armrest of his throne. He aligned the 

circular slot of his right hand’s protective shell with the 
post, activating a device that produced a blue image in 
front of him.
   “General Vyle,” the king called out. 

   Instantly, a transparent face appeared in blue before 

the king.
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   “My lord?” the General responded.

   “Keep an eye on Colonel Elanosy. I suspect he has…  
allegiances… that are contrary to our cause.” 

   “Consider it done, my lord. Vyle, out.”

#

   Resting under the dense layers of colorful leaves, Jon 
sat silently on a smooth rock. His attention was focused 
solely on Emilee as she slept deeply in his arms. The first 

day of travel was nearly at an end, and they were all 

feeling well worn.
   Oliver placed his own stone next to Jon and fidgeted 
upon it until he was sufficiently comfortable.

   “Awww,” he whispered. “The poor girly is sacked out.”

   “I could definitely use a nap myself,” Jon noted. “But 

when I sleep, I just end up dreaming about being back 

home.” 
   “I hear ya,” agreed Oliver. “I know it’s gotta be hard 
for you right now. Me—I didn’t have much of a home anyway. 
But you though—I can’t imagine that feeling.”

   Jon carried Emilee back toward the camp and gently laid 

her down on the patchwork quilt he had taken from 

Hormune’s. Then he returned to sit with Oliver.

   “Our family was gonna be camping in a week—“ Jon began, 
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“at this place called Royal Oak. It was a family tradition 
type of thing. I’ll never forget the time, several years 
ago, when my brother Jay and I thought it would be funny to 
try and ramp our bikes off the dock at this big pond. I 
managed just fine—but Jay—he let his bike sink to the 
bottom of the pond.”

   “Did he get it back?”

   “Nah. Nobody wanted to go down after it. Then, that 
evening, we were all sitting around a campfire—my Uncle 
Carl is sitting across from me—he says ‘Jon, don’t move a 
muscle’. I had no idea what was going on—everyone was 
being very quiet. Then I see a black and white tail come 
out from under my folding chair! I had nightmares that 
whole night about taking baths in tomato juice to get skunk 
odor off of me.”

   “Dude, I did have to take a tomato bath!” Oliver 

recalled. “I got sprayed once trying to catch a skunk. I 
was like, seven or eight. I thought it was a cat.”

   Jon and Oliver had begun to laugh, making sure not to 

awaken Emilee.

   “So… what was your family like?” asked Oliver curiously.

   Jon breathed deeply before taking a moment to reflect on 

Oliver’s question.   
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   “Well… my mom—she was very calm; never rattled by 
anything. She never did anything that would make me or my 
brother ever feel like we weren’t the most important part 
of her life. She was an amazing person. My dad was too. 
Everything he did was meant to give us a better life and 
make sure we had what we needed. He was a hard worker, but 
he never took anything but nine to five jobs. He wanted to 
make sure he was always home in the evenings to be with us. 
We didn’t have much because of that, but it didn’t get me 
down. I had my dad around, and that’s what mattered.”

   “I know it has to be rough,” Oliver acknowledged. “Try 
not to get too focused on what could have been, bro. Just 
remember the years that you did have with them. It’s more 
than I will ever know, and I would do about anything to 
have just a few years like that with folks that cared about 
me.”
   As they spoke, the muffled sound of rustling leaves 
could be heard in their vicinity.
   “Halcionn, is that you?” queried Jon. There was no

answer. “I can’t imagine he would be back so soon from

hunting.”
   The noises continued, getting closer each time.

   “Shhh,” Jon whispered. “Don’t make any noise.”
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   There was a moment of silence, save for the now familiar 

calls of the forest wildlife.

   Oliver crouched down, nudging Jon to do the same.

   “Man—I can’t wait until we’re back in civilization 
‘cause this forest living is totally—“
   Oliver’s complaint was interrupted by a thunderous roar. 
It’s deep, reverberating tone alarmed the other creatures 
of the forest, sending them fleeing in all directions. 

   “I don’t like this,” Oliver said in fright. 

   A beast, easily standing twelve feet tall and covered in 
grey and black hair, approached them. Its massive frame 
shook the ground as it lumbered about. It turned its one-
horned head quickly, setting its sights directly upon Jon 

and Oliver. Then, it snorted out of its wide, stubby nose.
   “Run Oliver!” Jon cried. “Take Emilee!”
   Oliver rushed to Emilee and threw her over his shoulder 
as she screamed for Jon.

   The beast began plodding toward Jon, letting out another 
deafening roar. With each step it took, the dirt and leaves 
beneath it would bounce upward. It raised its enormous arm 
into the air, above its head; set to strike Jon down with 
one blow.

   Jon stood his ground as best he could, struggling to 
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maintain his footing as the earth under him rumbled.

   The beast swung its arm down with every bit of force it 
could muster. Jon swiftly leaped to one side, dodging the 
attack. He rolled across the ground before once again 
standing to his feet. It was then he saw the monster’s 
other hand coming down upon him.
   “NO!” Emilee wailed, reaching out toward him.

   Oliver stopped running and sorrowfully turned to see 

what had happened. He saw the beast, standing with its arm 

downward. In front of it, there shined a bright blue 

sphere. Within the sphere, he could see Jon—crouched and 

still moving.

   The monstrous creature was confused and began pummeling 
the sphere with both arms as it grunted and roared. Jon 
looked in amazement at the protective sphere that 
surrounded him. Despite being shielded from the beast’s 
blows, he cringed in terror.
   Suddenly Halcionn charged the monster, wielding his 
sword. He ran it through, before the beast hammered him 
backward with its right hand.
   The beast growled in pain, stepping away from Jon. It 
turned its gaze to Halcionn, who was suffering on the 
ground. It began marching to him with an expression of 
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sheer hatred. 

   The sphere around Jon disappeared as he quickly stood up 
and bellowed, “No, monster!” He darted toward the beast 
with an unnatural speed, colliding with it from the side. 
The creature screeched as it flew through the air, crashing 
into a large tree. The trunk of the tree shattered, 
bringing it’s full weight down upon the beast. 
   Jon lifted himself from the dirt and ran to Halcionn’s 

side. “Are you okay?” he uttered, lifting Halcionn’s head 

from the ground.
   “I—I believe so. Where are the others?”

   “Here!” Oliver announced, carrying Emilee with him. He 
lowered her to the ground and she quickly ran to Jon, 

gripping him tightly around his waist. Tears were pouring 
from her eyes, which she wiped from her face onto Jon’s 
shirt.

   “What was that thing?” Jon asked of Halcionn.
   “A fulsk brute; one of the most vicious and territorial 
creatures on Elric. I’m afraid we are not going to be safe 
camping in this area for the evening. Rarely do fulsk 
brutes wander out alone.”
   “I can’t believe what you did, man!” Oliver cheered. 
“With the force field trick and steamrolling that thing—it 
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was radical!”

   Halcionn began walking gingerly with the others to the 
camp site.

   “Jon is beginning to tap in to the restricted 
capabilities that I mentioned before,” he explained. “Soon, 
Jon, you will have all of them at your command. It will be 
as though your mind is wiring itself into untapped 
resources. It is key that you learn to exert control, so 
that your condition is not discovered.”
   “It’s all a lot to process,” Jon confessed. “I just want 
to help Emilee right now, and worry about my own problems 
later.”

   The camp was broken down and once everything was in 
order, the four of them traveled farther still; finally 

taking shelter under a massive rock formation. 
#

   As morning broke over the lands of Elric, a number of 
King Udal’s soldiers—known as The Ultraguard—were several 
miles away. They were arriving, after an equally intense 
journey, at a quaint little village resting high on a 
cliff. The village—called Overton—was home to a tiny 
colony that lived adjacent to a large body of water—called 
the Eversea by its residents. Led by Colonel Elanosy, the 
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Ultraguard soldiers began forcibly entering each home in 
the village.
   “Nothing so far Colonel,” one of the soldiers announced.

   “They’ve fled,” Elanosy declared. “pillage the area, then 
we’ll to return to the kingdom.”

   “You’ll do no such thing,” a gravelly, baritone voice 

resounded.
   Colonel Elanosy recognized it immediately. It was the 

unmistakable growl of his superior, General Vyle. He 

turned to greet the General, who was marching out of a 

thicket with a battalion of Ultraguard.

   “Perhaps the comforts of supervising kingdom security 
have weakened your powers of observation, Colonel,” the 
General scolded. “Otherwise you surely would have detected 
the obvious trail left by the fleeing degenerates of this 
rat hole of a village.”
   Elanosy stood silent for a brief moment while General 
Vyle fixed a piercing gaze on him. His scarred, bearded 
face bore an intense scowl. Elanosy returned the gaze with 
one of his own. His chiseled, youthfulness was a stark 

contrast.
   “Quite right, sir,” the Colonel reluctantly admitted. 
“It seems I did indeed overlook it.”
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   “No matter,” said Vyle as he signaled his troops to 
descend a hillside bearing the evidence of having recently 
been traversed. “I will hunt down that little scum Rolvus 
and tear him apart.”

   “Very well, sir,” acknowledged Elanosy, turning back to 
the village.

   General Vyle placed his hand on Colonel Elanosy’s 

shoulder. “You’re coming with me, Elanosy. Prepare your 

men.”
   Elanosy turned back to the General with a look of 

restrained irritation, before reluctantly agreeing to do as 

he was commanded.

#

   For Jon, Oliver, and Emilee, the many, many hours they 
would spend wading through leaves, brush, and hordes of 
peculiar looking insects brought on a feeling of increasing 
discouragement. The idea that they might never reach Udal’s 
Kingdom seemed more plausible with each treacherous hill 
and every dark valley.
   The night only brought mediocre rest. Thoughts and fears 
of what might next attack them made it difficult to get 
proper sleep. The cold, wet air and hard ground were also 

an annoyance.
   The physical toll on their bodies affected their ability 
to be as civil to each other as would be expected. Even so, 
their shared misery was forging a stronger bond between

them.
   It was with no small amount of elation that the three 
celebrated the announcement by Halcionn that they were 

finally near to the massive Kingdom of Udal.
   Despite the idea of possibly being discovered to have 
extraordinary abilites and subsequently forever shunned and 
hunted down, Jon could feel nothing but relief. He could 
now begin the search for Emilee’s parents, and his own.
   The sight of Udal’s Kingdom as they approached was 
unlike anything seen on Earth. Nestled in a clearing and 
surrounded by massive forests on all sides, the kingdom 
appeared as though it existed within, yet beyond, the rest 
of Elric. 

   It’s titanic central tower nearly eclipsed the afternoon 
sun. It’s smooth, circular, pearl white exterior stretched 
heavenward from within a massive walled fortress. At its 
peak, sat an immense transparent dome.
   Beyond the exterior of the silver, metallic walls of the 
fortress, rested thousands of shanties and huts—not 
entirely unlike those within which they had taken up 
shelter back in Meylour. These dwellings blanketed the land 
surrounding the fortress for nearly a mile in all 
directions.
   “Outrageous!” exclaimed Oliver as he stood in awe. “What 

is that thing in the center?”

   “That would be the King’s Tower,” Halcionn informed 
them. “It rests within the walls of the fortress I 
described to you prior to our journey here. The dome at 
it’s apex is home to the King himself—the cretinous worm.”
   “Woah—wait, wait, wait,” Jon interjected. “Did I just 

hear you call the King a worm?” 
