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Prologue
“We have drank Soma and become immortal; we have attained the light, 
the Gods discovered…”

- Translated by Ralph T.H. Griffith from The Rigveda (8.48.3)

Forged in the name of vengeance under the guise of hope at 
first the ship 
had no name. When it began life hovering above the orbit of Phobos three 
hundred years ago it was just another silly little project under development by 
one of dozens of space agencies that no one really took too seriously anymore. 
Designed for deep space exploration it was one of the many being worked on 
by several corporations and agencies throughout the world in hopes that the 
human race would spread out among the stars and discover new worlds. We 
must have felt so proud back then. Dreaming of projects that would change 
history as we began to venture around, explore, and colonize our own small 
solar system. Finally after many years  it was finished at a secret research post 
above the dwarf planet Pluto and given a name. They called it the Erebus.  
The Erebus was our shining star. Our greatest triumph. Drifting at the edge 
of our solar system in the darkness of space. The name was poetic in a way. 
Erebus also said Erebos was the greek word for ‘shadow’ or ‘deep darkness’.  
The Erebus, our flagship, our starship of hope that would explore new worlds 
and travel far beyond the edge of the sol system and into the stars. If only 
they knew the truth. 

Alien civilizations were out there. Life wasn’t quite as rare as we 
thought. Most worlds were primitive, inhabited by nothing more then wild 
animals. We knew (or rather we soon discovered) that beyond most planets 
there were cultures full of different species, religions, even genders. Some 
even asked us to join them either out of spite or fear (we refused of course 
deciding that their conflicts were not our own, we had plenty of problems to 
deal with ourselves). Other’s refused us. 

The Erebus was the largest one of three ships. The other two; the Aelita 
and the Tritan traveled in front of it. Together the three ships were 
nicknamed ‘The Trintiy’. On each ship slept thousands of humans in stasis 
(also known as cryo or the ‘deep sleep’). When the three ships left the solar 
system they began a journey to a place called ‘Eden’. It was a journey that 
would take hundreds of years. Those that came onboard believed that they 
could sleep the whole way through while others accepted the facts. The truth 
was no one from that original crew would survive (and they all knew it). The 
Erebus, Aelita, and Tritan were seed ships, in other words they were made so 
that the descendants of the crews onboard would one day reach their 
destination and in doing so ensure the survival of humanity. Only the 
bloodlines of those onboard would survive. Giving up their homes, their jobs, 
their accomplishments thousands gathered to come aboard the three starships 
believing the sacrifice was worth their lives. It was a pilgrimage to a new 
world, a new dawn. Giving up the lives they had was the first great sacrifice 
humanity had made. The second, the reason we built the ships, the reason we 
ran; the second sacrifice was unforgivable. 

When the project was first announced (shortly after the first invasion 

around the end  of the 21st century when humanity was just beginning to 
colonize our solar system) social media and the ‘net’ blew up with hash-tags, 
news, conspiracy theories and more. People questioned the ‘real’ purpose of 
‘the Trintiy’. The project took many years and soon the enclave of news died 
off with much of the public unconcerned or uninterested in deep space 
colonization after all that was a job for scientists and dreamers. Breathless 
bodies stood still standing straight up lining the dark corridors of the ship. In 
a way I was there, I feel like I can remember it. Through the eyes of a 
stranger I sat still in the silence, in the dark checking the vital signs of my 
crew. Many were healthy; most of the crew was a mix of refugees taken from 
countries and colonies throughout the ‘Sol System’, others were socialites and 
‘elite upper class’ who paid their way onboard (either by bribing or paying for 
the construction of the three ships). Their blood runs through my veins, each 
one of them could have been an ancestor of mine - the best of the best. ‘The 
Trinity’ had no room for the weak. 

It didn’t matter that there were no crews, no onlookers or journalists on 
inside the port when we launched. The port itself was abandoned during our 
exodus from ‘Sol’. This was what the Erebus had been built for. It was a 
freighter filled with cargo. The computer controlled the course, sophisticated 
artificial intelligence rigged with organic hardware for speed and accuracy. 
The Erebus folded time and space and began creating the tear that would 
allow humanity to spread throughout the universe. 

The ‘tear’ was actually a dimension that sat on top of our own we called 
the ‘immer’. With enough power (and the three ships each generated a 
massive amount of power using anti-matter and exotic technology far too 
complicated to explain right now) we could tear a hole for a tenth of a second 
just large enough to take a starship through. The space inside the immer was 
unlike our own, many suggested that it actually laid on top of ours folding 
space and time. If our universe was an apple we would be sitting on the outer 
rim while the immer was the core inside. Distances between point A and 
point B were cut in half, a journey that would take years would only take 
weeks or days. Traveling through pathways inside the immer (the immer was 
not like ‘real’ space, so straight lines were not always the best way to travel) 
was as close to faster than light as we had ever come. It was the biggest 
breakthrough in our history. 

The Erebus (as well as the Aelita and Tritan) had no 
fleet numbers even 
though they were heavily armed (and for the most part military) ships. If it 
had been possible they would have been built in secret but their massive size 
caught the eye of journalists (and amateur astronomers) everywhere. The 
Erebus itself was the size of what was once New York City (and divided 
much the same way). After the first invasion, the invasion by the aliens 
known as the Skrav the three ships were an easy sell. We knew we were no 
longer alone in the universe. Each ship as a monument, a symbol of our 
complete victory over an extraterrestrial force that dared to see us destroyed. 
Not to let the conspiracy theorists down, the three ships were in fact reverseengineered from remains of destroyed Skrav warships. The Skrav technology 
introduced to us several new kinds of metal that we were able to recreate on 
the molecular level, self-replicating nanites, and organic materials made from 
biological DNA twisted and manufactured into a hard casing. Inside the three 
ships looked like an H.R. Giger painting, a mix of metal and organic walls 
that recycled air and water. Advances in organic processing ensured that the 
ships would never break down, rust, or wither away. 

The Erebus was immortal. 

Each ship was alive, or at least they seemed alive. The artificial 
intelligence took commands by Captains (who later became known as 
‘elders’). DNA coding ensured that the three ships could never fall into 
enemy hands. The technology was ours by blood. The Erebus itself was both 
our child and our slave. Through a strangers eyes I stare as the Captain of the 
Erebus looked up and exclaimed, “Ready our forces! We are set to launch!” I 
still remember the first jump. The first time the human race set sail into the 
universe, into the wild. The pilgrimage just as it begun, just as it was now, just 
as it was designed, it all started with blood and war.  

“Skrav forces are heading in our direction, a warship has just appeared 
out of the immer, ships are descending towards us now!” A soldier yelled out 
grabbing my arm as a blast from the Skrav warship knocked against our hull 
threatening to destroy us before we even exit the gate. Together that soldier 
and I fell to the ground our eyes bloodshot from the adreno we had taken and 
lack of sleep from the night before. The Skrav were upon us. Their assault 
fighters had begun attacked the hull of the ship. I could see it in my mind, the 
small black Skrav fighters like wasps stinging at the sides of the ship hovering 
around us like we had just kicked their nest. The hull must have looked like it 
was infested. The port we were docked at had fighters but they wouldn’t be 
enough. 

Things after that are a blur. In the archives there is historical 
documentation that talks about the brave souls that gave their lives so that we 
would not be struck down. Brave souls that sacrificed themselves fighting 
against the Skrav in the vacuum of space. The battle that triggered our 
escape. 

Accelerating hard the Erebus took to the stars, it like the rest of ‘the 
Trinity’ disappeared form the port above Pluto into a dark black void. The 
three starships had their first real orders, they were simple, “Run, run far 
away and never return, never stop, our future is in your hands…” 

The Captain shouted, “Jump into the immer now!” and just like that the 
stars disappeared. The immer was full of a variety of colors (usually hues of 
purple, red, and orange), dust, and clouds but most of the time it was solid 
black with no light. A few seconds after the first jump the three starships 
reappeared back into the ‘real’ (normal space). A few of the human and Skrav 
fighters that had gotten caught in the jump burned up around the hull turning 
to ash. Small ships back then were incapable of taking the inertia and 
pressure of a jump. Pieces of debris hit along the side of the ship and echoed 
through the bridge. It was like we had been caught in a hailstorm. In the 
distance where the sun should have been there was nothing. Scans had shown 
a giant white light as we dropped into the ‘real’ and then even that seemed to 
fade after a few seconds. If a human had been watching (aside from going 
blind) they would have barely seen the flash as it was over in the blink of an 
eye. It was the first part of a prophecy that had been set into motion hundreds 
of years before the ship had even been designed. 

First Steps
“One has to pay dearly for immortality; one has to die several times while one 
is still alive”

- Friedrich Nietzsche

Time passes. The inside of the Erebus had become chaotic. The change 
however was good. People adapted to the new environment. No longer where 
we creatures bound to a single planet, we lived in an artificial world, a tomb 
of our own making. Everything was recycled from the body of a dead corpse 
to the urine in which we drank. Even the various races on the ship had begun 
to mix into one. Our lungs even adapted to the pressure, the stale air. Our 
muscles became stronger in the artificial gravity though our bodies stayed 
slim and healthy (due to the amount of daily exercise required by all who 
were awake). Everyday children were being born in space never to know 
what the Earth or any of the early colonies man had made would look like. 
Never would they know the brush of cold air against their cheeks or the taste 
of rain as it fell on their tongue. 

There were those however that would know all the good (and bad) that 
the world had to offer. The gifted ones, the meta humans, the seers, they had 
many names but for the most part they (we) were simply called ‘users’. Their 
blood held the key to the determine the fate of the human race for they alone 
had the ability to use an alien element discovered long ago named the ‘nexus’. 
They like the ‘Sons of Sol’ the group that secretly funded the creation of ‘the 
Trinity’ and set in motion the events that would lead us to ‘Eden’ could see 
into the past, present, and future (nearly one in every ten tries) through 
someone else’s eyes. 

For all intents and purposes each and every member of ‘the Trinity’ were 
the ‘Sons of Sol’ as each of us were all that was left of the human race. The 
population was small even including the ones who slept we barely numbered 
past ten thousand. We were an endangered species - - but we were alive. 

Every once in awhile, especially in the early days you would have a small 
group of people that would break away or try to start wildcat colonies. 
Remnants and runners we called them. Other more extreme humans 
augmented their bodies in ways that made them truly alien. Many of these 
deserters disappeared in the first decade when politics and old world thinking 
onboard the Erebus made people believe that we could stand our ground 
against any threat that came our way. Other deserters disappeared when we 
made contact with different (friendlier) alien races. Stories about humans 
fighting against themselves or for the control of the ships or even against the 
autons (robots we created to tend to the ship) filled the archives. After three 
hundred years many of these stories seemed like fiction. Each story carried 
with it a moral. It was  always when we forgot why we were running that 
everything seemed to turn to shit. 

The Skrav always came. They were always chasing us. They were 
always hunting us and we were only ever one step ahead. Every stop 
humanity made we would be forced to retreat and run again. Every wildcat 
colony would be destroyed or never heard from again as ‘the Trinity’ ran 
away leaving thousands on Earth-like worlds. The journey to Eden would 
continue and the cycle of war would continue over and over again. 

The Erebus was mostly silent now. Just another part of that cycle. There 
were no communities, no parties, and no such thing as civilization left to 
thrive in it’s hallways. Most of mankind slept the ‘deep sleep’. Some who had 
become quite strange maintained the ship inside and out. Society had broken 
down and the only ones that were awake were the elders, pilots, soldiers, 
users, and a few scientists/researchers here and there that fixed this or studied 
that. A repairman would work tirelessly on an auton fixing it as he waited for 
his next meal. There were no wages, no rewards, everyone had their job and 
everyone ate the rations and protein that they were given. That repairman 
would never see the surface of a real world, the inside of a starship is all his 
body, his mind, his soul will ever see or know. When his hands tremble and 
he picks up his tool whether from old age or work-stress the quiet stillness of 
it all will swallow his mind and he will retire to sleep or tell himself how his 
work is for the greater good. Though he may just be a cog in the machine 
without his trembling hands the machine would fall apart and humanity 
would become extinct. The pilots and soldiers were trained to give their lives 
practicing daily in simulations, virtual reality, that trains them to battle the 
Skrav (and other hostile alien races). The elders were the ones that developed 
strategies and commanded the ships, they were the judge, jury, and 
sometimes executioners that guided humanity through the dark. 

Just like several hundred others awake onboard each ship (aside from 
the elders) everyone was nothing more then a puppet or caretaker. The only 
other ones that mattered were the ‘users’ (who had the second job of being 
soldiers). Users were mostly addicted to the visions the nexus gave them, day 
in and day out they were pushed to their limits searching for answers, 
questions asked by the elders or forced to seek out signs that humanity was 
moving forward into the future in which they so desired. Why are we here? 
Where are we going? How close are we to Eden? Answers that never seemed 
to come. Those that saw the future would lose pieces of their mind or worst 
only catch a small glimpse of something, a blur; others saw something that 
broke them down to the point in which they refused to share their knowledge 
even going as far as to take their own lives. Those that saw the past often felt 
sick and depressed over what was left behind, they begged to be given more 
time. Seeing the Earth through someone else’s eyes was far better then their 
own existence inside the ship. 

Living inside a starship was haunting and unnatural but for many of us it 
was a way of life. It was something we forced ourselves to get use to. This is 
why the Erebus was created, to deliver the human race from one end of the 
galaxy to the next. Those born into its womb are nothing more then the blood 
that flows through her beating heart. It is our ark, our mercy, our comfort, 
salvation, and at the same time our greatest mistake. 

In the end we do what we have to in order to survive. 

Prelude to Despair
It was the second wave of attacks that ended the lives of everyone on the 
planet. In eight minutes the mega-cities of Earth, the colonies of Mars, 
Jupiter, and past that the outposts on Pluto as well as every world in the Sol 
system, the birthplace of humanity became swallowed by the darkness. The 
Skrav destroyed our sun and with it had made us an endangered species. We 
no recourse but to flee into deep space. Eden was the only option we had left. 
It was there that the prophets (the ‘users’ that were a part of the original 
‘Sons of Sol’) said we would start over. Looking back it’s hard to say which 
was worst, the destruction of our home, the genocide of our species as billions 
died because we lost the war or the fact that we knew it was coming and we 
did nothing to defend ourselves rather we did nothing to stop it and made the 
conscious choice to run. 

History will probably say we did the right thing but anyone that has ever 
seen the blue sky of that pale blue dot will tell you that we should have fought 
for our home. I can still hear the words of Devon Cross, “Cut the head, 
another takes its place, so let them bleed and break until we sever every limb 
and there are no more parts for them to replace,”spoken during the first 
invasion. Devon Cross was one of the Earth’s greatest heroes (more on him 
later). We had come so far before the exodus, our departure into the 
unknown and we have done so little since. From World War I and II to the 
Resource Wars that nearly destroyed us all the way to the first invasion itself 
we held our ground and united. It was right before the first invasion we 
began colonizing our solar system creating colonies on the moons that 
surrounded Mars as well as Mars itself. We were at the dawn of a new space 
age, the future was bright. When the Skrav attacked we fought hard and 
won. Their technology allowed us to expand ever further (obviously as the 
Erebus itself is reverse-engineered from that technology) all the way to the 
fringes of our solar system and beyond. 

The Earth had it’s hegemony (though many countries still governed 
themselves as seperate nations as did colonies) and the human race had it’s 
own unified army, the Terran Military (at least that is what we know it to be 
called now). The future was ours because we had fought for it and after the 
defeat of the Skrav it was destiny. 

I was not quite myself - a vision as seen through a user’s eyes - I was at 
Freedom park walking with a woman whom I assumed had to be my wife. I 
was standing holding hands with my son - who was not my son but rather my 
host’s. I can still remember watching the smile on his face as we looked 
around ready to play games in the park. I can also remember the moment the 
rocks began to rise off the ground, my body as it became light, as the wind 
picked up and lifted the sand from underneath my feet. I can remember the 
look of fear in the child that was not  my own but rather the stranger whose 
body I had latched onto. I could remember the sense of dread I felt, the 
shame of not being able to do anything, not being able to save anyone. I felt 
for a moment as if that child WAS my own and I wanted to cry. I felt 
ashamed I couldn’t explain to either of them what it was that was happening.

I can remember my host grabbing the child’s hand and running. Looking 
around for shelter, somewhere to hide. I couldn’t make it to the car and sure 
as hell couldn’t make it inside one of the fallout shelters located in one of the 
mega-blocks. None of it mattered. There would be no place to run. There was 
nowhere we could have run. I could see the spire, the space elevator in the 
distance collapsing as gravity fluctuated all around us. My wife -my host’s 
wife - was screaming. She had been close to us but not close enough I could 
grab her hand. Everything was going to hell and I watched as she fell to the 
ground only moments before I grabbed my child - my host’s child - and felt 
his chest, the two of us were breathing heavily and then everything went 
dark. The sun had gone black. I can still remember speaking in a foreign 
language, a language I couldn’t understand, a prayer muttered over and over 
by my host. 

The ugly truth was that the Skrav had collapsed our sun into a black 
hole. Humanity had began constructing a ‘Dyson swarm’ around our sun. 
Another one of the great projects we were heavily invested in during our 
golden age. The ‘statities’ would have been suspended around our sun by 
enormous light sails using radiation pressure to coutneract the sun’s massive 
gravity. Each swarm would have collected an enormous amount of energy 
from our sun and supplied humanity with ‘free power’. The Skrav had 
sabotaged the project using the swarms against us. 

In another vision my host was that of the child. I can remember 
watching as my mother screamed staring into the sky. I stood alone next to 
my father, not understanding at all what was happening. I could feel the hair 
on my arm begin to rise before I closed my eyes and faded away into oblivion. 
Another memory, the same memory, a third time in which I was the wife. It 
must have been hours earlier. I was staring at the spire, smiling at my child as 
he played baseball with his father in the park. I could hear a dog’s bark as it’s 
owner threw a frisbee disc in the air. This was the second time I had ever seen 
a dog (so different then the first - will talk about that later). The first time it 
seemed so strange, dog’s were as I knew them creatures partnered with 
soldiers, bred for war, bred to obey, a monster that walked on four legs loyal 
only to their master. This dog was different. It was small, maybe fifty or sixty 
pounds with black and white fur that blew in the wind. It looked soft and 
majestic as it grabbed the disc out of the air and shook it as it’s front and back 
legs hit the ground. It was so fragile and so beautiful. 

Another time I was hosted by a stranger walking alone. I think I must 
have been worried about my job, daydreaming about the future only to have 
it taken from me as I spent those last few precious moments wishing I had 
done more cursing the world around me staring at that father holding his son 
for dear life. I could remember hearing the dog howl in the distance as all 
things beautiful had come to an end. 

The Skrav were vicious. Their culture as far as we knew was complex 
but still somewhat similar to our own (though we have many cultures divided 
between our own kind each have several key points in common). They were 
somewhat polytheistic as we found the insides of their ships several deities 
however we had no idea if they were ornaments or artifacts in which they 
worshipped. They seemed to have some kind of chain of command, an 
hierarchy with several ruling leader. When one leader fell another would take 
it’s place. The Skrav were sentient beings, that was for sure. Though we 
couldn’t open a dialogue (not without trying) and they looked at us as 
something that needed to be wiped from existence. Elders theorized that 
somehow the Skrav were afraid of us, that they saw other intelligent life 
forms as a threat to their existence and so began a crusade to destroy 
anything alien to themselves. 

Devon Cross beleived that the Skrav were much like a hive. Like his 
speech above he believed that if we slaughtered enough of them we would 
break them down in a way that they would lose their chain of command 
become feral. Cross led his team in several skirmishes against Skrav leaders 
and it was his leadership and speeches that helped inspire troops and save 
many lives during the first invasion. “Cut the head and another takes its place 
so let them bleed and break until there are no parts to replace…” A sick 
speech from a sick man. It was less about his ideas and more about his 
fighting spirit. One of the reasons his words have been misquoted from one 
place to another. He taught his troops that killing another sentient species 
was the equivalent to killing bugs. This belief made it easier but desensitized 
many soldiers and only re-enforced our hate for other alien lifeforms. 

The Skrav were not hive-minded.  They were just different. Each one 
was just like us, an individual with a life, a family, and beliefs. Inside the ruins 
of their ships we found families burned to death or crushed together no 
different then how we found human remains in Pompeii. It was hard but not 
impossible for us to sympathize with them. If we had known their reason for 
attacking us maybe we could have worked out a dialogue not that any of that 
matters now. They killed billions, committed genocide against us and are now 
hunting us like wild animals. The Skrav are the enemy. We will probably 
never understand them and if we ever do we probably won’t listen. Trying to 
talk to a Skrav was like talking to dirt. Cross and his men had tried 
everything. They bribed, tortured, drugged (mushrooms and psychedelics 
alike) but no Skrav captured would break. Eventually most of the ones that 
they did capture would find ways to sling themselves around so bad they 
would break their own necks or they would die of starvation. 

The Skrav-human war began with an attack on Earth around the 22nd
century (though it could have been the 21st, some of the data in the archives 
about the actual time and place are corrupted). It had only taken two world 
wars and a resource war between several of Earth’s major economic countries 
and few million lives before we found peace and began spreading outside our 
pale blue dot but once we banded together setting up way stations on the 
moon, Lagrange points and small settlements on Mars and it’s moons (and 
eventually the moons of Jupiter, Saturn, and a port on Pluto). It was during 
that time of expansion when the Earth was becoming re-populated and even 
the Arctic had become a fruitful paradise that the Skrav appeared in the sky 
above.

Hundreds of  Skrav ships each resembling a dark dagger covered in 
sharp edges and black as the space they traveled in appeared. I have seen the 
terror through a hundred living non-living lives (hosts). Pitch-black clouds 
surrounded by sharp points and rays of light surrounded their ships trying 
their best to pierce through. It was an evil silhouette, something you would 
imagine inside a horror movie. The killer that stands in the doorway - only 
this time the killer stretched across the horizon. We tried to make contact the 
minute we saw them and for one instant we believed that there could be 
peace. We didn’t want to fight them but we knew we had no choice. When 
the moment finally came it was a single man that held his hand above a 
control console deep within the crust of the Earth. Sweat ran down his palm 
and dripped off his fingers and fell straight down on the number seven. Seven 
was the first number in a sequence of numbers he would push. I can 
remember seeing his reflection on the dials as he hesitated hoping someone 
would stop him at the last minute, a blur and not as clear as most visions but I 
knew there was no one there to stop him. 

I saw  dog
fight above the skyscrapers of New York City. It must have 
been the middle of the day. Bridges came under attack as swarms of Skrav 
assault ships descended upon us like locusts from the sky. The air force 
already had taken to the sky before their arrival. Each and every fighter and 
bomber had been given a very specific set of instructions to follow. The Skrav 
wiped out cities in what was once France, England, Egypt, and parts of 
China and Japan (and a part of the United States) because of the small 
moment of hesitation that man in the bunker had. That man who had only 
one job, to push one sequence of numbers will live the rest of his life alone, 
full of hate for himself and hate for the Skrav. This hate eventually will one 
day get the best of him and so many will see him fall further and further down 
into a hell he will make for himself. Disgraced, this is how he will be 
remembered… not as the man that unleashed hellfire upon the Skrav but 
rather as a man that is nameless, broken, and taught to children as a character 
in a story to never hesitate against your enemy. 

Outside military bases, farms, abandoned silos open. Mines that orbit 
moos and off-world colonies ignite. Dirt caves into tunnels below as rockets 
turn lush green grass to brown ash. The rockets and mines all find their 
nearest target, a Skrav dagger, and dig into them. The bombs explode 
unleashing a flood of fire as they pour and bleed black metal a flood nanites 
that devour the inside of the Skrav’s hull and don’t stop until there is next to 
nothing left. Some ships collide into others, escape pods fill the sky. A few 
crash into cities or burn in the atmosphere of Earth and Mars. Others 
become targets for ground troops. The first wave of Skrav ships are 
destroyed in an instant. 

The Skrav had only enough time to deploy a small unit of ground forces 
that the military spent the next several weeks wiping out. They were ugly, 
deformed. Their bodies were built like ours with two arms and two legs 
(though we later found some with two smaller arms folded around their 
waists). They wore heavy armor colored in shades of dark gunmetal gray and 
red. They looked like demons rising from hell. Their eyes glowed red when 
they were alive but turned white they died. Many journalists followed the 
ground battles and watched as human soldiers battled the forces of hell. It 
was a glorious day for the media as the men with cardboard signs and tin foil 
hats continued to scream, “The end is near!”

In the years to come we would reverse engineer taking what was left for 
and using it to build ships of our own. At the time our M16’s, AK47s, 
microwave emitters, drones, mechs, and shotguns did just fine. We struck the 
invaders down before they could launch an attack. We made our stand and 
protected our pale blue dot. We would never forget that (and as history 
showed they would never forgive that). 

It was another hundred years before the second wave destroyed the ‘Sol’ 
system. Humanity had been prosperous during that time. Cities on Mars, 
Titan, Europa, Deimos, and even Pluto flourished. Mega-cities grew on Earth 
that housed billions and the military had become a peacekeeping 
organization. There were a few bad guys and small wars here and there but 
for the most part this was a new golden age. Every world in Sol worked 
together to govern themselves. Scientists had successfully reverse engineered 
Skrav technology and built ‘the Trinity’. If not for users’ none of this would 
have been possible. It is from one of these ‘users’ that eventually joined the 
Erebus I am descendant from, otherwise of course I would not be alive now. 
These ‘users’ worked for a small group, a group of people that protected, 
studied, and used an alien artifact called nexus.  I have mentioned them 
before… they called themselves the ‘Sons of Sol’. 

If I made a list of all the things that were held secret from the world then 
that list would linger on far more then a million words. I could try I’m sure 
but I would never be able to truly explain or capture the amount of 
intelligence that is kept hidden from public consumption and I myself would 
probably only understand barely a third of it. The ‘Sons’ had their hands in 
everything dating back to the Roman Empire. The nexus back then had and 
always was their dirty little secret. Now it is something everyone knows 
about, everyone knows who the ‘users’ are and what they do but it is a 
strange idea, a hard concept to follow. A human that can see into the past, 
present, and future. 

At 
first it is like staring at the world covered in water. Wet, out of place. 
You are unable to move. You feel like you are drowning. You see only what is 
shown to you. The visions can’t be controlled or manipulated in any way. You 
feel your mind as it is torn from your body and the world you know fades to 
black. When you open your eyes you are somewhere else, someone else. 
Seeing was all you could do. You were nothing but a spectator… and the 
person whose eyes you saw through is known as the host. You are unable to 
blink, breath, or even feel pain. Your mind gives you a sense of what they are 
feeling but it is something that can be ignored. You are unable to do anything 
but watch what is given to you. 

We saw the Skrav destroy our sun. If we had the power to see into the 
future why not anyone else? When visions changed of a hundred year war to 
what was the genocide of our species from one Skrav dagger to a dozen we 
knew then that they had seen something similar. We had been fighting a 
battle with an enemy that could see the future just like ourselves. It was  
game of cat and mouse. The future wasn’t pre-destined or determined. 
Eventually we found we found a way we could win against them. We needed 
to destroy them before they destroyed us. We subjected thousands our own 
people to the nexus. Each time one saw the future we created a new strike 
plan. Over and over until we were closer to the future that we wanted for 
ourselves. It didn’t matter how many lost their mind or became broke by the 
process. Each use of the nexus changed our path until finally we mapped out 
the location of every single one of their ships. This is why we won the first 
invasion. 

Colonel Ren Kiryu, whom later changed his name and went by Narville, 
was one of the most outspoken leaders in the ‘Sons’ during that time. He was 
also an avid user himself subjugating himself to thousands of visions. In one 
of his visions he saw the human race colonizing a world called ‘Eden’. He was 
vague when it came to details but he had called it a paradise. Funny enough 
he was the same man that first saw the Skrav destroy our sun. He was a hero 
and many called him a prophet (some even called him a messiah). After the 
first invasion the focus of ‘users’ became to learn more about this so called 
paradise. Few ever saw it. Perhaps it was too far away. Only one thing was 
known for sure humanity would have to venture into deep space. The few 
that saw the future agreed on one other thing - humanity’s time in the Sol 
system had come to an end. 

Ren Kiryu’s last words were never recorded. Instead what we have on 
record is a manuscript, a small fragment of paper written by a ‘user’ after the 
launch of the Erebus. Most of it is hard to make out but it is still passed on.  
Ren Kiryu, known at this time as Narville, committed suicide at the age of 72. 
At that time that was young, given the medical advances a human could live 
to be 120-140 years old so long as they lived a healthy lifestyle. The ‘user’ had 
written that Ren sat in a white metal chair in the middle of a white room. In 
the far corner of the room was black table that held the nexus. A small cold 
glass of water sat on the floor beside Ren. The ‘user’ described the sound of a 
reactor slowly cooling down, a light hissing and grinding that came suddenly 
to a stop. Ren had just exited the nexus taking off the grey metal visor he 
used to block out the light of the present. Immediately he dropped to his 
knees and began crying. When he grabbed his water he slammed the glass 
down on the ground shattering it. He took several pieces and slit his wrists. 
As the blood ebbed from his wrist he moved it along the ground and wrote 
three letter.. S E V.

After three hundred years those letters had been analyzed, recon
figured, 
meditated on, etc. Everyone believed it was short for seven or the beginning 
of some kind of code. Eventually it became a name, a word and nothing more 
picked by a pair of human lovers living on an alien colony, the planet Errikus. 
It was to be the name of their son. A child born with the gene that would 
allow him to become one of the few users and one of the several thousand 
post-humans living aboard the Erebus…

That child from Errikus would grow and witness the life and death of 
thousands. So you have read this far. Welcome to my world. This child, he 
would witness the end of the world through the eyes of a father, a mother, a 
child, a stranger. He had been a repairman, a soldier, a lover, a farmer. From 
within the nexus that child even saw the death of Ren Kiryu as well as the life 
of Devon Cross and several others that history will never forget. 

I am that child. 

I am Sev. 

Child of Errikus

…And I am going to change the future. 
My story begins just as I said. I was born on an alien world not on a ship. I 
was one of the lucky few. It had been three hundred years since we fled Earth. 
To tell my story properly I need to start where I remember clearly. The planet I 
was born on was called Errikus. It had one massive city - an alien trading 
colony. It is where I grew up and where I made my first memories long before I 
became a ‘user,’ and before I became a soldier fighting against the Skrav on our 
journey to Eden. Errikus, my childhood home, an alien world like no other, a 
home that fills me with happy thoughts and scars that will forever be etched into 
the back of my mind and this was all long before my life went to hell. 

Child drawings hung on the wall in the schoolyard. They stood eighteen 
by twenty four inches a mix of crayons, acrylics, and chalk. Each drawing 
was a rocket or spaceship as only a child could imagine. Starships that would 
touch stars or fly through clouds. Each drawing was a story, an idea, almost 
like a one page comic created by a kid that showed how they saw the future 
as it quickly approached. My drawing was giant rectangle. On the rectangle I 
tried to include as many small details as possible combining different shades 
of chalk to create shadows and depth. I wasn’t half bad for a young kid. In 
some spots you could see little air hatches, turrets, even people crawling along 
the sides of the ship. I used red acrylic for the fire that came out the bottom 
and blue for the immer that I imagined at the top. My mother loved it. I can 
still remember her smile as I first showed it to her. Before it was hanging in 
the schoolyard she had hung it on the fridge in our quarters. For some reason 
there seemed no better place.

Our colony, Errikus had seen it’s fair share of ships come and go, our 
city was for the most part a port sitting on the edge of uncharted territory. 
Errikus main export was an exotic herb (an aphrodisiac) made from the 
marrow of creatures known as ‘Lahna’ (translated as I have always come to 
know them, hellbeasts). The pieces of art that hung around me were special; 
created by humans celebrating the return of our three great ships set to arrive 
in a little over one week’s time.  

I was born on Errikus just like I said but it wasn’t my “real’’ home. My 
real home, like the other human children, was one of the three ships. Errikus 
wasn’t a place that I belonged and I had spent my life being told that. We 
were fourteen years old when it had come our time to leave. The Erebus (and 
the other two) had gone on a short journey to visit a world called Epsilon 
Eridani. It was a binary star system full of gas giants that would put anything 
near us (or near the “old” us) to shame. Errikus was a border world, on the 
edge of charted space (and charted immer) and had gone to Epsilon Eridani 
to trade with a cybernetic race called the Arr7. The Arr7 were a race of 
sentient machines that looked like old Earth Spiders with human torsos and 
rectangular heads. Their upgrades included solar sails and equipment that 
would both guide us and help us map our route through the uncharted region 
of space and immer. I was amazed by the immer as a child, a dimension that 
stood on top of our own, it was exciting, the idea of exploring it seemed like 
the adventure of a lifetime. 

As a child reading about the immer I was fascinated to learn that when it 
was first discovered some had wanted to call it hyperspace but it was so 
unlike space those that had discovered it decided that would only lessen what 
it actual was. It was then decided that it would be a called “the Aether” which 
over time got shortened to immer. Those that crossed the immer in the early 
days were called ‘immersers’ but now everyone that travels in space is like 
that so the term stopped being used. Either way we had no choice but to go, it 
was better to be excited to leave then sad to stay. 

Humans for the most part were feared throughout the galaxy. Even on 
this backwater world the other species treated us with respect but would 
whisper of our savagery. At night I could hear it sung in alien tongue from 
closed bars and windows, “The Cries of Deimos,” a song about a man 
murdering his wife before the Skrav could carry her away. It was a song that 
they sang about us in private, a song that they sang to frighten children and 
teach them to be wary trusting species that were different then their own and 
most of all to teach them of the dangerous Skrav. Most aliens called us human 
but they also called us the Terran or Ter. I heard plenty of people say that our 
name meant terror in some alien languages or was used as a synonym in 
others. 

What made us feared wasn’t just our violent nature; we were the only 
species in the galaxy (at least living) that challenged the Skrav. For hundreds 
of years we had been at war. Any planet caught harboring humans was 
considered contaminated. The Skrav would turn civilized worlds into deserts 
in mere hours just for harboring us for a day. The Skrav called us a plague, a 
parasite; as far as they were concerned we were a blight on the universe and 
we had to be eliminated. As far as we were concerned the Skrav were the true 
embodiment of childhood fear, they were the blight - to speak of the Skrav 
was to talk about terror. They were the ones who should have had songs sung 
made about them only everyone was too afraid. 

Errikus might have been a backwater world but it was still full of 
hundreds of spiraling towers, rivers, and home to many different species and 
hundreds of different lifeforms (most of which were the wildlife that lived 
outside the city walls). Some of these species we even considered our allies. 
The ones that stand out in my mind, or at least the ones that I can name, are 
the tall and grey Eek, the short and fuzzy Pok, the Arr7, the duck-faced 
Myra, and the batl-like Kir. The city ran for miles surrounding rivers and 
atriums. Some areas rose far above were the eye could see covering hills and 
creating shadows on slums and ghettos. Homes were placed on top of one 
another or etched into the sides of rocks. The sky was full of paper-thin birds 
and triangular beasts that floated through the air like flying manta rays. 
Massive ships would stretch and block out the horizon came and went from 
the ports that made up most of the inner city. A massive wall stretched all 
around us protecting us from the wild outside. It also separated us from the 
air in which we couldn’t breath.  Even close to the outskirts we had to be 
weary or wear breathers. Inside the city organic vines ran through the streets 
and sides of houses purifying the air while massive plumes of gas poured out 
into the sky from oxygen factories. The wall was the line between life and 
death. 

The best part of Errikus was of course my family. 
My father had died when I was young just before I was born. Killed by a 
hellbeast that came through the wall. From what I had been told he was a 
valiant man, honorable and well respected and liked by everyone. He had 
protected the city with his life joining the guard that hunted it down after it 
slaughtered several Eek and Pok. I still had my mother but my family wasn’t 
just my blood; my family were my friends: Hayden, Aira, and Dom.

Aira and Dom belonged to the Aelita crew and Hayden, well he was a 
member of the Erebus crew like me but unlike me Hayden was a Drok (yes, 
one of my best friends was an alien. Get over it.). The Drok were kind of like 
our brothers-in-arms, an endangered species (our fault) that were so similar 
to us it was almost impossible to tell humans and Drok apart. Two hundred 
years ago before any of us were born ‘the Trintiy’ stumbled upon a world 
filled with a human-like species. We thought for a moment that maybe we 
could breed with them (we couldn’t - at least not without a few altercations). 
The only real difference between our species and their own was that the Drok 
had yellow eyes and their blood was darker then ours. Some had red skin 
pigment but for the most part they were just like us. The Drok were also one 
of the first alien civilizations (aside from the Skrav) that we encountered in 
deep space. Primitive warriors when we first met them we spent two years 
learning one anthers language developing communication and networking 
with them. In less time then you would imagine we became allies. Imagine in 
the conquerers that came from Europe had become best friends with the 
Indians. 

That bond cost the Drok dearly. Like the times before the Skrav caught 
up to us and we fled taking several hundred Drok with us. We have no idea if 
there world was destroyed or not but from what we have heard from others is 
that that area of space has been swept clean of biological life. Hayden was 
born on Errikus like myself. One of the few Drok children that joined us on 
our crusade through the stars. 

Education on Errikus started at age three. Though most everything 
before handing my mother my drawing feels like a blur. Even many of the 
events that came after feel blurry. I do remember the lessens I had been 
taught. The history of Earth. The ancient empires that ruled, the different 
periods that we went through (Greek, Roman, Medieval, Renaissance, 
Victorian, Industrial, the rise and fall of superpowers and nations, the world 
wars, the resource wars, the rise of the space age, the destruction of our sun 
which became known as ‘the collapse’, the lost colonies, planets of the dead, 
etc). By seven we had become experts in all of these subjects and began 
training in combat simulations, virtual reality simulations, kendo, and 
mathematics. We were taught how once the human race had been made up of 
different skin colors, eye colors, and hair. We were taught how living in space 
had changed us how with the help of genetic engineering we had adapted to 
live in starships. Our stomachs were smaller, we required less food, our lungs 
could hold more oxygen, our muscles stronger from artificial gravity (the 
constant turning of our ships and the gravity of worlds in which we 
temporarily inhabit), and we were more resilient to toxins and disease thanks 
to implants given to us at birth. We were still human only still… we were 
something more. 

The journey to Eden was all anyone ever talked about, “Eden this, Eden 
that”. Once it was a myth. Humanity drifted in space so long the Erebus and 
Tritan disabled from a battle with the Skrav. It was a ‘user’ on the Aelita that 
had a vision of our paradise and helped inspire everyone to continue on our 
way. Whatever this ‘Eden’ was no one actually knew for certain, that 
information was a private and could only be accessed by elders. You would 
think that someone would have kept such important details where everyone 
could see but all we knew was what had been taught to us in school. It was a 
destiny I like everyone around me had been born for. Maybe it was more like 
a ‘sin’. Sin that was hardcoded into our DNA. The journey to ‘Eden’ was a 
burden, the ‘sins’ of the father passed down generation after generation. 
Priests and scientists debated and elders and captains meditated for hours 
arguing over what this journey meant, whether there was any point to it at all. 
What are we without purpose? In the end the opinion of one man could do 
very little to sway anyone. We had already been on the run for so long it 
didn’t matter. If there was any reason for this other then habit it had been 
lost. Many speculated ‘Eden’ had been the source of the nexus. They believed 
this ‘Eden’ was leftover from the creation of our galaxy - a divine passageway 
to the heart of God. Others said it was a doorway to another world. They 
believed the nexus was a small veil covering the face of god, a keyhole. They 
taught us all this and more by the time we were nine. It was all theory.  

Nobody knew why touching the nexus showed us visions - realities that 
mirrored the past, present, and future. Nobody knew if these visions really 
had any meaning aside from preventing the first invasion and leading to ‘the 
collapse’. We only knew for certain that the future could be changed but who 
was to say we weren’t actually puppets inside someone kind of game. Maybe 
the nexus was a keyhole or a doorway - both of those allowed someone to 
look both ways. Maybe it was something more. It no longer mattered. I 
stopped caring. To me being a ‘user’ was nothing more then a chore and I just 
wanted to see the stars. 


The Undertow

…The second worst moment of my life. 
I was always picked on when I was young I was nicknamed ‘bones’ and 
called ‘weak one’. Other kids were stronger, faster, smarter, and they said I 
was nothing but a tool. My mother told me they had just been jealous because 
I was going to be a ‘user’ and they would be soldiers or repairmen. My 
mother told me they were jealous because I was special. That didn’t matter. It 
didn’t stop the hurt, the pain I felt wishing I could fit in. I was seven when I 
fought back. A kid twice my size that had always made fun of me and taunted 
me was picking on a girl. She was only half our age. I was use to the bullying 

- I could take it - but not her. I was in fact proud of how I was able to take it 
day after day. In a way I felt like that had made me special. They needed me 
because they were weak and I was strong.

He had gone too far. This was different. When he began picking on her 
he crossed a line. I could feel the anger inside me building. It was the last 
straw. The thin ice I had been walking on throughout my life had finally 
broken. I attacked him planting my fist into his jaw. Before I knew it I had 
scraped a piece of skin off his face with my nails. He grabbed me bent my 
arm around my back pushed his weight against my spine. It was over before 
it began. Who the hell did I think I was trying to fight such a monster? I 
never stood a chance. He had won the fight but he didn’t stop - he was going 
to break my arm. 

I could feel my shoulder popping out of place. All around us a group of 
students had gathered. No one was screaming out to stop him. I think a few 
had run away to find a teacher but for the most part we were alone. They 
watched as helpless as I was. I could feel the bone in my arm about to break. 
I was crying when a figure appeared, grabbed him from behind and forced 
him to let me go. The figure pressed on the bullies arm, breaking it (just as 
the bully had tried to do to me) and forced him to submit. When it was all 
over the crowd dissipated, the bully ran off and the young man introduced 
himself to me as Dom. 

I had seen him around. I had always kept to myself though and had 
never made many friends. I continued to keep to myself for days after that 
but Dom continuously checked in on me. He was a year older then me 
though he was much larger then I was. He said he use to be small like I was 
but one of his friends, a Drok named Hayden had taught him self-defense and 
helped him get stronger. He said that Hayden had done the same thing for 
him once and that he was now paying it forward. It wasn’t long before the 
two of us became close friends. The first person Dom introduced me to was a 
girl named Aira. She was gorgeous. She had long black hair that curled at the 
ends. She was the most beautiful person I had ever seen. She had seen what 
was happening to me and had actually been the one to find Dom and ask him 
to save me. That fight changed my entire life. Before the week was out no one 
was calling me ‘bones’ or ‘weak’ anymore. 

Hayden, Dom, Aira, and I all lived close by one another under a small 
group of guardians. Though there were few guardians there were hundreds of 
children. Each guardian watched over and taught ten of us. For fourteen 
years we grew up together. Since age seven we became close friends. Our 
home was called various things; some called it a nursery, or even ‘the’ nursery. 
Truly it was more a school or camp then anything else. We didn’t spend all 
our time there. We still had homes in our parent’s quarters. Most children 
though didn’t get to see their parents much but we were all taken care of by 
the best guardians around. I would know, my mother was one of them. The 
parents of the other children each worked jobs in the city, all for the greater 
good I suppose. Some parents like Dom’s and Hayden’s were engineers. 
Other parents were teachers, scientists, tradesmen, and service workers. The 
guardians that looked after us were strong and tough and like my mom also 
sweet and caring. I guess I could be biased about this but I am pretty sure 
that she had been everyone’s favorite.  Our school was located just outside 
the inner city. We were close enough that we were protected by any hellbeast 
and wildlife and far enough that we had red trees we could climb and clean 
rivers and woods we could play in. Playing outside. It was always a risk. The 
danger of being swept away in a river or falling into a ‘cold spot’ in which you 
couldn’t breath was always present. We were allowed to explore the city by 
ourselves but we were always told to stay within a few miles of home. We 
were always exploring the world around us and visiting the inner city and 
ports just to see the strange new aliens that showed up day after day. It was 
nice living on a port, it seemed everyday held something new. We would 
watch from docks and bridges as ships docked or appeared out of thin air. 
Most of the docking was automated so there was never any risk of ships 
appearing too close. Some exotic ships we imagined traveled here across 
dimensions, going from one spiral arm of the galaxy to another. The aliens on 
board those ships thousands of years old sleeping the ‘deep sleep’ waiting to 
trade for ‘lahne’ and other items. 

We heard plenty of horror stories at the docks as well. Stories about the 
Skrav. The Skrav had decimated hundreds of worlds and committed genocide 
all across the galaxy. It was almost a relief to think that it wasn’t just humans 
they didn’t like. Most of the ships that came were simple trade vessels 
programmed to fly trade routes. All anyone needed was some basic math and 
a star chart to know where they wanted to go. The Erebus, Aelita, and Tritan 
were the same. When they came they would appear out of thin air like some 
cheap magic parlor trick, it would wow the masses but it was all just the push 
of a button. No. It was more then that. It was hundreds of years of 
technological innovation. Even if we hadn’t stolen tech from the Skrav we 
would have found a way. 

My mother had shown me videos and pictures of previous worlds and 
battles since I was three. It amazed me that despite our low population we 
still had the strongest and fastest ships. I guess this was one of the reasons 
they called us savages… stealing technology from the Skrav. Half the reason 
they wanted to kill us right there. They were right in many ways but also 
wrong. We not only stole and successfully reverse-engineered Skrav tech we 
improved it. 

Dom, Aira, Hayden and I had several games we would play. Some days 
we were singing songs and rhymes of the old world, others were much more 
exciting, like trying to talk to the strangest alien we could find. 

Most aliens in the city were nice, we each had a translator implanted in 
our ear as a child that allowed us to understand most alien languages. The 
translators were gifts from the Eek who were actually the ones responsible 
for establishing the colony and oversaw many of the trade routes and 
agreements between various alien species. The Eek were smart to say the 
least. Smart and peaceful, the way aliens should be. In a way many aliens in 
the city had no choice but to be nice. The Eek were a part of a consul called 
the Aggregate, a collection of many alien civilizations that had formed a union 
watching over one another. Even the Skrav refused to burn Aggregate 
controlled worlds (most of the time). Errikus was also so far away from any 
star or world that wasn’t controlled by the Aggregate or Skrav that those that 
developed the technology to get here had done way with war, crime, and 
prejudice. Only a few times did we ever find ourselves in real trouble. 
Occasionally our body posture, accent, or other parts of us would offend an 
off-worlder into attacking us demanding we sever such limbs and sacrifice 
them to their deity (or eat them). They cursed us in languages our translators 
couldn’t pick up and we couldn’t understand.  

One time Aira had blinked too many times causing a trader that was a 
strange cross between a mantis and a slug to try and bite her hand off. It 
believed that her blinking four times in a row meant she had offered her arm 
as an edible gift (apparently its species grow limbs back very quickly and 
could do that sort of thing). Lucky for us the constables came and worked it 
out. Our punishment (though really we should not have been punished at all) 
was to follow the mantis slug hybrid around all day during its stay and clean 
up the greenish trail it left in its wake. This only ended up offending the offworlder more as the trail was a vital part in its mating ritual. It was bad day 
to be a constable. 

The old Earth fascinated Aira and I. We loved reading and watching 
film 
and holos passed down to us generation after generation. SOme of the best 
were seeing the way the humans of that time had envisioned aliens - all in all 
they weren’t far off aside from the real ones are dirtier. It was interesting to 
see how different humans looked back then, colorful and beautiful and full of 
so many different distinct features. The four of us would act out old world 
movies or come up with our own versions set on our world. Cowboys and 
Indians became colonists and Drok; war movies became reenactments of 
battles between the first humans to escape and the Skrav. “I am your father,” 
Dom would say to me, holding out his sword as I lay over a rock next to a red 
river bend. The swords were bone taken from Hayden’s collection. Most if 
not all our toys were actually weapons taken from Hayden’s home. We were 
trained to use weapons such as swords and rifles by teachers at a young age 
so that we would know how to handle such things properly. While of course 
we would never fire real guns we had no problem playing pretend with sticks 
and stones. We were responsible but that wasn’t to say we didn’t have a few 
cuts and bruises now and then. 

I would pretend to get knocked down or jump into the river bed. Aira 
would cry out for me as Hayden blasts Dom into the river with a pretend 
blaster. After that we would all go for a swim. We did this almost every single 
day. 

The river was never deeper then four feet around the area we played but 
further down and away from the city it was so deep the river bottom would 
disappear. We were always told never to swim in the deep end warned to stay 
away from undertows and riptides. Aira would joke and say there were 
leeches that would jump out and wrap around your face or mermans that 
would capture you and drag you under. No matter the monster they all did 
the same thing, they suffocated you and dragged you back into the bay and 
that is why the water was red. I knew it was a lie but I still made sure to 
never swim too far from shore. The idea of any animal wrapped around my 
neck scared me to death. 

We could see our quarters from where we played. The spirals on the roof 
and balconies were just above the tree line. We could see the black gate of the 
city and the fumes from buildings seeping breathing life into the atmosphere. 
Huge factories shaped like ant mounts fumes of oxygen from the center of the 
city and ships coming and going. Errikus had not always been a hospitable 
world. It was once a world full of giant monsters, beasts with eighty silver 
eyes, four mouths, others with no eyes or eyes on their hands and feet. It was 
ancient civilization called the Lethe who originally built this colony. They 
were the first civilization EVER to venture into space or at least the first that 
we knew of. They discovered the immer and had even left markers too; ones 
that acted as warnings - areas of the immer that were unstable or unsafe. 
Everything past Errikus was unknown int was in that unexplored region we 
would soon be leaving. Most of the trade routes ships followed, hell, most of 
the routes we followed getting to Errikus had come from markers we 
followed left behind by Lethe. Other civilizations had almost made it to their 
level. The Erebus had found at least two or three other ancient civilizations 
that succumbed to violence and war wiping themselves out of existence. No 
one is sure wha these previous civilizations like the Lethe looked like or what 
happened to them that made them disappear. We do know that they created 
our alien, the Arr7. 

The Arr7 were once nothing more then machinery, then for no real 
reason at all one machine seemed to just ‘wake up’ and gain free though. A 
programming error had caused it to question its very own existence. The first 
thing it did. It ‘cried’. It cried out screaming for its mother, its father, its 
creator. A thousand years of repetition and finally it had realized that those 
which it had served had vanished. It looked up at the sky, tired of wandering 
alone and it began to question everything. The Arr7 were built to adapt. They 
were machines but they had many biological components. Soon after the first 
another awoke and then on and on like a fire spreading though the 
wilderness. Some say consciousness infected them like a virus. No knew for 
sure whether it was real or not. Maybe this was the path the Lethe had 
intended for them all along. The Arr7 believed it was a gift and the Lethe 
their gods. After years of loneliness and searching they accepted who they 
were and what they were and moved on. They used technology left behind by 
their gods to create cities and starships. They have started as machines but 
the Arr7 were no different now then any other sentient species in the 
universe. 

When we 
first met them, whether it had been fear or paranoia we 
attacked. Perhaps at the time we thought they were Skrav. Shortly thereafter 
the Arr7 destroyed our ion drives and threatened to leave us for dead. When 
we put down our arms and surrendered the Arr7 developed a way to 
communicate with us in our own tongue. After several short conversations 
about storytelling and fiction our two species quickly became great friends. 
The Arr7 loved the collections of english literature we gave them spending 
weeks contemplating Shakespeare as well as Aristotle, Freud, Carl Jung, and 
Depeche Mode. The Arr7 were fascinated by our journey and while they 
feared where we were going they traded with us and helped fix and upgrade 
our ships. In return for their kindness we agreed that if we ever find the 
Lethe, or rather whatever it is we are looking for we will ask question on 
their behalf including the all important, “Why?” and if possible transmit our 
answer across space to the nearest known Arr7 world. 

It was suppose to be just another day at the river. Hayden swam under 
me and grabbed my legs, pulling me underneath the shallow water. I returned 
the favor coming up behind him and dunking him underwater. He might have 
been a Drok but I knew all his moves. After Hayden it was Aira’s turn for a 
dive. I grabbed her hands and we went around in circles creating waves all 
around us. Finally I made my way around her and with our combined weight 
we sank underneath the water’s surface. I opened my eyes and waved staring 
through the red glaze watching her do the same. The red river was all around 
me. Bubbles came out of our mouths as we mouthed the word ‘hello’ to one 
another before making our way back to the surface for air. Hayden had been 
watching us laughing. As I was taking what felt like my first breath justing 
hitting the surface (you know that moment before being underwater becomes 
too intense) and saw that Dom was nowhere to be seen. I prepared myself for 
an ambush but there was nothing. All aournd us the water seemed calm. No 
bubbles. No waves. Just still water. 

“Hayden where is Dom?” Aira was the 
first to ask.

“I thought he was down there with the two of you?”

We all looked around.

We already had a good idea of where he had gone. Dom was the bravest 

of the four of us. He was always getting into trouble (getting us into trouble). 
He was always the first one to talk to a new alien or climb to the top of a roof 
or tower. He was also the best swimmer among us. We all knew better then to 
go into the deep… further down the red river. Dom had always said that one 
day he would swim there. He was full of pride. Always trying to prove he was 
the best. He was the fastest and strongest of us and we had no doubt he could 
do it. We just never tried - we knew it was wrong. 

Aira screamed for help. 

Hayden had to punch me in the ribs to hold me back from diving into 
the red. An Arr7 was nearby doing some trade. It had heard Aira’s human cry 
of pain and came running. It was massive. It had four long metal arms, each 
with three pointy fingers. It had two legs that carried all of its weight rather 
then six and a long tail that gave it balance. It was like a metal dinosaur with 
human torso and a rectangular head. It looked down at us with its neck bent 
forward before jumping into the river like a crocodile. The Arr7 only needed 
a few seconds to figure out what was going on running algorithms in its head 
to find the best course of action. In minutes a red and silver silhoutte emerged 
to the water’s surface. The sun glared off its metal body into our eyes. Using 
its weight as a mighty anchor the Arr7 began walking towards us. In its arms 
lay Dom. Some Pok nearby had called the medics and a drop ship was 
already on its way. Constables were already gathering. The drop ship looked 
like a dove in the distnace slowly growing and growing. It’s wings spread 
open and out like an angel of mercy before it landed softly on the ground. An 
Eek emerged from the vehincle, its long skinny arms held out a breathing 
apparatus. It looked like a plant I had seen in a holo; like a venus flytrap it 
wrapped itself around Dom’s face and mouth. 

I have had nightmares for years thinking about it. 

Seeing Dom’s lifeless body struggle on the ground for air.

No alien tech could save him. Aira was right. The river was red because 
it is the color of death. I felt like the leeches had killed Dom. I wondered if 
from the bottom of the river lay a merman laughing. Had I thought about this 
as a child I would have stopped. I would have swam somewhere else or 
played indoors. If we had made different decisions maybe Dom wouldn’t 
have been so carefree. 

Aira leaned over on my shoulder. Both of us were soaking wet. 

“Nothing will ever be the same will it?” she asked. 

We were riding in an air skiff and I was holding her hand. I said nothing. 
She had taken the words right out of my mouth. Hayden had already been 
taken home. The Drok have a ritual which begins immediately after death 
and he had already begun to observe it. We were leaving the medical 
embassy; the only pace humans could be pronounced dead. We were given 
only a few hours to say goodbye. Dom’s body was laid out before us like a 
piece of art. His pose was that of a child sleeping. Errikus didn’t have 
graveyards. Those that died here were burned to ash and thrown in the dirt 
or they had their bodies given to their species’s embassy. Dom’s body was 
given back to our embassy. He was frozen, his body would be taken to the 
Aelita and buried (or burned) in space. 

“Dom will see the stars with us,” I said. 
“Just because he is gone doesn’t mean he is truly dead, he is a part of 
us,” I continued. 

I was read to cry but I felt that I had to stay strong. 

I couldn’t let my true feelings out no matter how bad I wanted to. 

My shirt was weit with Aira’s tears. How long had she been leaning on 
me crying?

Hours?

I had to be strong for her. 

I continued to speak when I should have shut the hell up, “Somewhere 
in time, somewhere out there someone is seeing through Dom’s eyes, they are 
seeing him make his mother smile, his father laugh. The are seeing him live 
his life over and over,” I thought then about how someone was seeing this 
moment as well. What would they think? Would they feel the sadness I feel 
bottled up inside me? WOuld they care for my loss? Somewhere in time 
someone was watching Dom’s life - - they were also watching him die. 

When we got back to the school it was late and our parents were waiting 
for us. 

“I don’t want to go home with you!” Aira screamed. 

Her mother had always bad mouthed us and said if she could stay on 
Errikus she would. Not everyone was happy about leaving. Her mom was a 
sleeper. She would go in and out of stasis every ten to twenty years only for 
short instances or trips off world. Most sleepers would spend their time 
cooking or helping with upkeep but they weren’t awake often. They had no 
purpose. ‘Users’ like myself would be awake the most on the ship, sometimes 
stasis wouldn’t even be an option. I guess there was something about being 
trapped on a ship for so long and waking up in intervals to the same day after 
day routine that made sleepers feel bitter as if the walls were closing in. I 
would feel pretty bad too if the only thing I was designated good for was 
cleaning anthers mess. Aira was the first in her family to be born with the 
gene that made her a ‘user’ like me… and like me and the others she would 
die long before anyone in stasis ever woke up. Aira’s mother had nothing but 
resentment for her daughter and our kind. 

“It might as well have been you,” her mother said.

Aira slapped her across the face - Not that it made a difference. 

My mother on the other hand wasn’t going to allow that kind of abuse to 
continue. Aira was going to stay with us after that but for some reason (guilt 
maybe) she decided to go with her mother instead. I couldn’t wait to leave 
Errikus forever. Aira’s mother would go to sleep and Aira would begin her 
use of the nexus just like I would. We would be on two different ships but we 
would both be safe. We would always have the COMs and special occasions 
to talk to and see one another. Errikus was never really our home. 

Eulogy
Nine Days.

We made a memorial to Dom. The Arr7 and the Eek that tried to save 
him came and helped us too. They brought flowers that originated on their 
home world. Flowers that were precious and valuable and would have made 
good trade now lay planted to the ground, their roots buried in the last place 
my best friend had stood smiling, laughing, playing. 

Eight Days.

Everyone began to prepare for the three starships to arrive. It was going 
to be a huge gathering filled with festivities, music, and food. Not just the 
humans were excited ‘The Trinity’ was bound to bring with it gifts from offworld. They would bring news of the outside, the ins and outs of other 
worlds, fashions, and news on the war with the Skrav. The elders onboard the 
Erebus and Aelita would probably even spend a week or two on the surface 
sharing news and tactics that they had learned from the Arr7. 

“How are we at war with an enemy we have never seen?”

I had asked my mother this question many times but now it seemed far 
more important then it had ever been. I listened close to her words as she sat 
me beside her and told me stories that she had heard and even smaller battles 
she herself had lived through as a little girl. She would tell me about a 
monster named Scar, another named Molack, and another called Vile, human 
names given to the Skrav to incite fear and horror. Each of those Skrav were 
responsible for attacks against humanity and other species. She would tell me 
how after they destroyed our sun and began to hunt us down we were always 
just far enough away from them but we had still lost hundreds of colonies and 
people who had tried to settle on the different worlds we stopped at along the 
way. Each world was nothing more then a pit stop, a place where ‘the Trinity’ 
could resupply and humans could breathe for a year or two at most. Errikus 
had been the longest we had stayed in one place. The Skrav were in a race 
with us towards Eden, following behind us. We were two apex predators 
after the same prey.  A lion and a bear. 

That night I sat with my mother on the balcony of our embassy and 
stared out at the massive crowd that was already beginning to gather. The 
festival and festivities had already begun. This was the biggest event of the 
year, possibly the biggest event most on this world would see in their lifetime. 
It wasn’t fair that we couldn’t stay. Aside from thinking about Dom I was 
anxious all the excitment made me think, “what if the Skrav arrived first?” I 
asked my mother with every childhood fear instilled inside my voice. “Mother 
will protect you, you will protect Aira, Aira will protect Hayden, the Drok 
will protect the humans, the Arr7 will protect the Drok, the Eek will protect 
the Arr7, and so on and on. Together we will watch over and protect each 
ther, we are all family, united gor a greater good, so long as we are on this 
world the Skrav will not come after us, it’s one of the reasons we have chosen 
this place,” she answered kissing my cheek and sending me to bed. 

Seven Days.

The crowds grew even larger doubling in size. Aliens from the outskirts 
had started migrating into town. We received a communication sphere (a 
small COM drone) from the Tritan. It was the smallest of the three human 
ships and it was to be the first to arrive. It would appear above the planet in 
seven days and quickly descend to the space dock (the port) around noon. I 
heard that it would be dropping straight out of the immer just above the 
stratosphere. It was funny how we still couldn’t go faster then light and yet 
we were all so close and far away. There were exotic ships throughout the 
galaxy and yet our ships were still some of the most advanced… and by far 
the most advanced to come to this backwater world, Errikus. Between the 
new ion drives and Lethe tech our journey to Eden through empty space 
would be cut in half. 

The Tritan, the smallest of our ships, was barely a mile long. It was 
meant to be much smaller when it was designed. It was originally nothing 
more then a scout ship when originally conceived. Some scientists imagined it 
as a two-man vessel no bigger then our a drop ship. The original blueprint 
actually became what we base most of our transports and drop ships on now 
and the Tritan after a major re-design became the first starship built, a 
testament to the engineering of man. The idea bigger is better latched on and 
the second starship the Aelita was made to be three times the size of the 
Tritan while the Erebus became a ship the size of New York City. Both the 
Aelita and Erebus would drop into orbit above Errikus that night with the 
Erebus landing close to the outskirts of the city. 

“In a few days we’ll be leaving. Are you excited?” my mother asked. 

I told her I was and smiled. I was lying. I knew she could tell but that 
didn’t matter. She had taught me to be strong. All I could think about was 
Dom and the undertow. I had another nightmare that night. I had been 
having nightmares ever since he drowned. I dreamt of the red river. I was 
swimming alone but then I heard him. I swam towards Dom as his voice grew 
louder and louder but he was nowhere to be seen. It was there then I realized 
I had swam too far and I was in the deep. That was when I looked down and 
saw his silhouette below my feet. I started to feel his cold fingers touching the 
tip of my toes and then there was a sharp stabbing sensation. It felt like pins 
and needles being jabbed into the entire bottom half of my body. I could see 
his figure and at first I thought he was simply pulling himself to the surface. I 
thought for a moment that Dom had come back from the dead and then at the 
last minute he turned into a Skrav. The Skrav climbed over top of me and the 
stabbing sensation paralyzed my entire body. I watched the Skrav shift into a 
snake and wrap itself around me while its head twisted into the form of a 
shark. I felt its gaping jaw grab me and pull me under. I was caught in inside 
the undertow screaming. That was the moment I would wake up. 

Six Days.

Aira and I sat alone at Dom’s memorial. Hayden was with his family. 
They were teaching him some mourning ritual that involved painting his face 
with a black streak, fasting, and lighting incense along with a number of 
prayers spoken to praise the dead and pittance honoring fallen warriors. I’m 
glad that his family respected Dom in that way. 

“What if we see him die?” Aira cried, “what if we use the nexus and we 
have to watch Dom’s last breath?” she was in tears. “The chance of that 
happening are near impossible,” I said but she had already come up with a 
reply, “the chances of us finding all the Skrav ships and changing our future 
were said to be impossible too.” I sat speechless for a moment before telling 
her that if that were to ever happen then we would honor him… we would 
watch no matter how bad it hurt and we would honor him by living. We sat 
for hours after and I held her in my arms. Before the night was over she 
asked, “How do you live for the dead?” a question I felt unable to answer.
Five Days. 

The city was more alive than ever. Music littered every street corner and 
alley as people strummed, plucked, and sang in the streets. Even the ghettos 
were full of dancers and singers both male, female, and in-between. Everyone 
was celebrating. Everyone except Aira, Hayden, and I. “Just because you 
can’t be happy right now doesn’t mean you should stay home or lay in bed,” 
my mother had said before telling me I needed to go and be with the others. 
My mother didn’t want me to spend my last days on Errikus sad and 
depressed. She wanted me to remember the city for everything it was. 

Aira and I decided that afternoon to stop wasting our last week on 
Errikus and continue to explore the city the way our friend would have 
wanted us to. We skipped school and using what little money we had we 
found a scribe. For half of everything we had the furry Pok took our picture 
and gave us two copies. Each of us would have one, something to remember 
each other by. We wrote this on the back of each and signed our name, “We 
may be on two ships but we will never be far apart.” With the last bit of 
change I had left I bought Aira a small dagger. “Even if I can’t protect you, 
this will.” She gave me my first kiss after that. 

Night came and we watched the various ships come and go from the port 
as the sky disappeared. “They look like fireflies,” she said. For the first time in 
a long time you could see the stars above Errikus and there directly north a 
wide empty black space where the Earth had once been. It was a reminded, 
we didn’t belong here. It was a reminder what would happen should we stay 
in one place for too long, a reminder that we would be leaving soon. 

I wonder what the ‘Sons of Sol’ and the forefathers would be thinking 
now. I wonder if this was the great and miraculous journey they had visioned. 
Would they still hve let the Skrav destroy our sun? I don’t think anything the 
nexus could show me would make me believe this was the right path that 
humanity had been meant to be on. So many had lost their lives and yet here 
we are celebrating and moving forward simply because it was all we really 
could do. Maybe this was how we live for the dead.  

Four Days. 

Hayden is back with us. We try to spend the day playing, we run 
through the strets like rabid dogs tease and tangle with aliens we don’t 
recognize and throw rocks in the woods and climb trees as high as we can. 
We do everything we can but go near the red river. The day feels ‘blah’ bland 
like it never happened. I go to bed and have nightmares again. 

Three Days.

We mourn together at the river. No one tells us to go play. No one tells 
us anything. Strangers pass us by in the streets and pay their respect with 
prayers and flowers.

Two Days.

Every belong I have except for some clothing is now packed and loaded 
at the dock. Aira spends the day with her mother. She knows this is the last 
time she will see her little girl the way that she is. She spends her day trying 
to make up for a lifetime of resentment. Hayden and I spend half our day at 
the river and the other half walking, memorizing the smell and look of the 
alleys and streets of Errikus. 

One Day.

The streets are flooded with music and species of all shapes, sizes, and 
color. My mother buys me an instrument called a guitar. It is an instrument 
she says originated on Earth. It is as long as both my arms and has seven 
pieces of metal wire running down from top to bottom (or rather from one 
side to the other). When I first saw it I thought it was weapon but a Pok 
named Flet showed me how to strum it and pluck the strings. It was far from 
being a weapon. Flet told me how he learned to play from a group of humans 
and how this instrument had changed his life for the better. I’m glad for all 
the whispers of savagery and war we have still made a small difference to 
some. The music it makes is beautiful. He tells me I’m a natural and even cuts 
my mother and I a deal on the price (not that we needed the money, 
everything on the Erebus would be shared or rationed). I thank him for 
making me smile. 

Day Zero.

I woke up screaming again. Another nightmare about the undertow. 
Another nightmare about Dom. I spent the morning in a cold sweat wrapped 
in my mother’s arms before she finally got up and brought me medicine and 
something to eat. After breakfast she takes Aira and I to the memorial. We 
never thought our last few hours on Errikus would be in mourning. The red 
river had been dyed blue for the festival. The city founders had thought it 
would be a neat trick to dye their river the color of the ones of Earth. There 
in the deep I could still see the red. I could still imagine Dom’s body sinking 
to the bottom. I could feel the pins and needles stabbing at my feet. Any 
moment now I thought the jaws of a shark would come out of the water in a 
wave that would pull me under wrapping its snake like body around me. I 
was all in my head. It made me sick. 

We finally made it to the docks. It took us several hours even by airship 
to make it to our designated positions. The city square up to the landing rail 
was filled with thousands of people. Everyone was counting down the 
minutes until the Tritan would arrive. If I had to compare this event to 
something on Earth I would call it the ‘Burning Man’ of the stars. I was 
standing next to my mother. Across the heads of dozens of other men and 
women stood Aira on top of someone’s shoulders. 

5,4,3,2,1 . . . 

Silence. Nothing happened. I looked at my mom for answers. I was 
about to ask her the same question that had overtaken everyone’s mind. 
Where was the Tritan? I didn’t ask. I didn’t say anything. She wouldn’t have 
any answers. Like everyone else we stood there waiting. She looked at me 
and grabbed my hand. She squeezed firmly. Hysteria slowly began. People 
began talking and causing a small uproar. The founders of the city scratched 
their heads. A group of Myra screamed and then we heard them smash a 
window as they began trying to loot a store. They wanted chaos. Their boney 
crowns and armor were no match for the Eek security. No one knew what 
was happening and no one could have planned on what happened next. It 
had only been a few minutes and everyone was on edge reacting in many 
different way. 

Then it appeared. It came out of thin air. Parts of it seemed to appear 
and disappear. I felt like the world itself was being torn in two. The air would 
heat up and then immediately grow cold.  I became harder and harder to 
breath. It was then we saw what was happening. The Tritan had appeared 
and pieces were breaking off like rain falling from the sky. Falling over our 
heads. The sky was literally falling. People began screaming and running but 
for those closest to the center there was only silence. No time to run. The last 
sounded like a train tearing apart on its tracks. The Tritan burned and twisted 
as it came out of the immer piece by piece raining hell down onto the ground. 
I reached out for my mother’s hand but couldn’t feel her. Why did I let go in 
the first place? I didn’t have time to react. I fell to my knees. The crowd 
moved around me and shoved me bruising my sides and shoulders. If felt like 
hours but it had only been a few seconds before I turned and looked to my 
left. I found my mother lying on the ground. Everything after seemed to fade 
to black. The Tritan screeched one more time as it positioned itself on the 
ground in two colossal pieces less than a mile away like ship sinking on the 
ocean floor devouring any poor soul stationed underneath. There it settled. I 
watched as a cloud of dust came towards us like a tsunami. Everything had 
gone silent or perhaps I had just gone deaf. Dust and ash flew out from below 
the ship covering every in of the air. I could hear the Myra screaming again, I 
wasn’t deaf after all. The closest to the epicenter were dead already, the ash 
and air mixed together turning their lungs into cement suffocating them in an 
instant. Others had become nothing more than black shadows etched onto 
walls and the ground. It was their remains mixed with the debris of the Tritan 
that surrounded me now. It was then we heard the cry of the beast…

The purge had begun. 

The Purge

Some blame the Skrav for what happens next. Others blame humanity. 
Truth is it doesn’t really matter. The Purge was the worst three days of my life. 
The worst moment of my life began with my mother screaming my name 
telling me I had to run. She was trapped lying on the ground a large piece of 
the Tritan’s hull covering her broken legs. I was ten yards away from her 
crying on my knees. I couldn’t believe one moment we were right next to one 
another I could feel her gripping my hand and now it seemed we were miles 
apart. I had bruised (if not broken) one of my ribs from where some Eek hit 
my side to hard. I didn’t want to run. I didn’t want to leave my mother’s side. 
I was the only person moving against the crowd towards the chaos. If I could 
just stand up, if I could just get over to where she was. I imagined her holding 
me in her arms, she was my angel, always there for me and this was my 
moment to be there for her. Any moment now I imagined she would lift the 
metal and push it away from her and stand. She wouldn’t die like this. She 
shouldn’t die like this. She was my mom and she wouldn’t leave me like this. 
She was my mom and she was screaming for me to run. 

“We have to go now!” it was Aira; she found me and grabbed my 
shoulder. I felt the entire world fall back into place and through the roar of 
the crowd I heard the beast again. Crawling out from the ruins of the Tritan 
came an animal, not far off from the kinds of kaiju you would imagine seeing 
in a horror film. It had skin that was completely black aside from several 
massive red tumors that seemed to cover its sides. It had spider like limbs 
protruding from what I assumed were its shoulders and hips. Its face looked 
like a mix between a crocidile and shark except that its jaw was broken into 
three different parts; its teeth where solid white, the smallest the size of two 
or three people standing upright. It had a tail that stretched several hundreds 
yards and swayed against the sides of buildings knocking them down as if 
they were nothing. Where I assumed its eyes would be there was only 
darkness. Thirty maybe forty black circles stood on the side of its face. It was 
bleeding from some parts of its body a phosphorescent blue liquid. The blue 
blood filled the air with the smell of decay. It must have been at least two 
hundred and fifty to three hundred feet tall. Staring at the creature I felt as if 
reality itself was being sucked away and destroyed. Then I saw it. Its claws 
were tearing apart survivors on the ground. It barely noticed them. It was 
like crushing ants. Its teeth were stained red with the blood of Errikans, the 
blood of Eeks, Poks, Droks, Myra, humans, and other species I couldn’t 
recognize. 

We were nothing to the beast; as far as it was concerned we didn’t even 
exist. The sounds of bone bending and breaking filled my ears. I was more 
terrified now then I had ever been. Aira shook me and yelled at me pulling 
my paralyzed body away. I was in shock. I couldn’t even feel the pain in my 
side anymore. Finally I came to and took her hand and ran joining the 
stampede around us leaving my screaming mother behind. I knew that it was 
what she would have wanted me to do but I can’t stop wondering if there had 
been another way. The last thing I remember of her was seeing her broken 
body, her eyes staring at me and her lips screaming at me to run. I was all she 
cared about. All the kids she had watched, fostered taught it was I alone that 
she truly loved. I was hers. I was her son and she was begging me to survive. 

I seriously thought I would see her again. I thought I would run and 
then around the next corner she would be there arms spread ready to 
embrace me. I thought I would have at least had a chance to say goodbye. 

I wanted to die. I wanted to give up. I wanted to stop running. Surely if 
there was an afterlife Dom and my mother would be there so why couldn’t I 
join them. “Where are we going?” I yelled towards Aira. “Anywhere but 
here,” she said just as scared as I was. She was strong though she hadn’t 
looked at the creature like I had. If she saw what I saw we both would still be 
sitting caught in its shadow. I don’t even think she saw my mom the way she 
moved through the crowd so quickly. If she had she wasn’t saying anything. 
Aira was so much stronger then I was. 

The beast continued to stomp and screech tearing and ripping away at 
the Tritan and the buildings that surrounded it. The entire dock was nothing 
more than a mess of metal, bio-organic walls and body parts. It was the end of 
the world - the end of Errikus. We made it to a shelther less than a mile away 
from ground zero. Everyone was still screaming and crying. Some Errikans 
were running around with holo projectors looking for loved ones. Some of the 
Erika guards were aiming and shooting at the creature from rooftops; their 
bullets had no effect. Other guards were aiming at the citizens. Everyone was 
in such a panic they were killing each other. Shots fired wildly into crowds 
that were breaking barriers and seals trying to get into the bunkers and 
fallout shelters that led underground; all of which had already become 
overrun. 

“Take aim and don’t let anyone else in,” the COM of a guardsman 
shouted. Aira and I were at the door. The guard, a tall and slender Eek in full 
battle armor was aiming his rifle at us and shouting at us to turn back. It was 
an M44, a special pulse rifle that fed of kinetic energy, designed by humans 
and traded with Eek. Normally it would have been used on expeditions 
beyond the wall. It was designed to send out a blast of radiation. How strong 
the blast would depend on how long you held down the trigger. An enraged 
Pok dived in front of us trying to use its small size to make it past the 
distracted guard. When it failed he turned his teeth on the guard and the rifle 
moved away from us and the Eek shot the little enraged man dead. The guard 
never let go of the trigger for ten seconds and the Pok had become a corpse of 
melting flesh with small pieces being carried away by the wind. 

“How could you!” Aira shouted, “we are all just trying to survive, don’t 
you see what is happening?” The guard quickly turned his gun back on us. 
Then we heard the creature scream again. It was moving closer. We were too 
afraid to turn and face it but it was getting louder and louder. The guard had 
turned his COM to silent and slowly he began to speak to us, “two blocks 
down there is an alley, a closed bar full on munitions and rations, tell them 
Gerad sent you…” he paused, “I didn’t mean to… I didn’t want to kill him.” 
He stopped looking at us and looked towards the Pok who stood as a statue 
of dust. We could see the shadow of the beast reflecting in the corner of the 
Eek’s eye. “Run and tell them you are taking my place, you are now soldiers 
of Errikus.” 

We ran down the alley just like he told us. “Sev, there it is!” Aira said 
pointing towards a rundown bar. It had metal boards bolted over its 
windows. There was no else around as we walked insde. Empty chairs and 
tables lined both sides. There was archaic artwork hung on the walls, colors 
running together with cracked textures. “This place looks abandoned, I 
thought there would be other guards here, do you think he was lying?” I said 
taking Aira’s hand and moving back towards the bar’s kitchen. We continued 
past the bulkhead door and through some kind of holographic wall and found 
ourselves surrounded by fifty guards. The fifty guards were a mix of Eek, 
Pok, and some humans I hadn’t recognized. The humans were deserters, a 
group skipping out on the exodus to stay on Errikus, augmented with alien 
implants that made them blend with the Eek from far away but this close we 
could see their faces. They were human and they were very afraid. 

“Gerad sent us sir, he said we were soldiers now, he said we are to take 
his place,” I said trembling as I spoke. I felt like the silence in the room was 
poison that any minute now we would all keel over and die. I felt like I was 
suffocating as one of the Eek took charge and spoke, “Give each of them a 
rifle and put them in the monitor room.” We were then handed two black Eek 
rifles. The rifles were long and organic; they felt like they were made out of 
leather and seemed to attach to the arm like a tick. The rifles were created 
long ago by the Eek on their home world, spliced from a now extinct species 
of parasite; a blend of war and biology. They were just as deadly and accurate 
as any Skrav or human weapon though and that was all that mattered. We 
walked down the long metal corridor down a staircase into the monitors 
room. The room was dark and ice cold. It felt like we had walked into an 
icebox. From the corner we heard several voices, each low and nasally. “Sev 
and Aira, children of humanity, death follows you like a disease.” 

I lifted my gun ready to 
fire. We had never said our names to anyone. 
“Lower your gun boy, you should not fear me, It is your own cursed kind and 
that wretched race that murders you you should worry about,” the voice 
spoke. The lights began to come on. Slowly one after another the room lit up. 
They were dim at first but we could easily make out the giant mass of flesh 
before us. It filled the entire corner, back wall of the room. It had limbs both 
human and tentacle that touched and ran along the sides of keys and screens. 
Each limb had an eye that watched the death and chaos outside. Soon it was 
light enough we could see its entire body. Blobs of fat and faces with no 
beginning and no end. I wanted to run away in fear but I lowered my weapon 
and watched as the mouths on each of the faces began to speak 
simultaneously. “I am the monitor, I watch with weary eyes as sentient beings 
come and go from Errikus, I have watched humans settle upon our soil and 
though it may be only a short time,” he paused thinking of what to say next, “ 
I saw your mother die praying for your safety, I have watched each of you 
just as I have watched each and every citizen of this world.” The monitor 
stopped again to gasp for air. It wasn’t use to talking in a human voice. It was 
almost like every word caused it to suffer a great deal of pain. 

I now knew my mother was gone. Had Aira not forced me to leave her 
side then I too would have died. Did it really matter? Wouldn’t the beast be 
upon us soon, wouldn’t it destroy all of Errikus?

“I fear you more then I do the leviathan,” the monitor said… I had heard 
that name before but I couldn’t place it. “Yes, your people see their past, their 
future, you have been told of monsters that dwell in the darkness, in the 
unreal, the monsters even the Skrav fear. Surely your kind has seen them 
floating in what you call the immer. Course you dare not move too close less 
you wish for death,” “It’s form the immer?” I asked. The monitor did not 
answer instead he turned away and starred at his screens. The beast was 
moving away from our direction now. What a stupid question I had asked, it 
was obvious now the creature, the leviathan was from the immer. I watched 
alongside Aira starring at the cameras that showed the leviathan rampage 
through the city, a trail of destruction in its wake. It was moving towards a 
wall. I remember I heard stories from when I was young. Very few ever saw 
the future in the nexus but some that had said that there would be a day of 
ruins, chaos, and monsters, even monsters the size of planets that would swim 
in and out of stars. They described monsters that didn’t exist in our reality, 
that couldn’t exist in our reality but could exist inside the immer. 

The leviathan that we saw now was 
fighting the very laws of nature. 
“This can’t be real,” I said aloud waiting for answers. The monitor did not 
speak again. It had only been thirty minutes since we found shelter, we stood 
for another ten before finally Aira asked, “Do you think Hayden is alright?” 
“His family was at hoe, they were practicing a ritual today, and thank god 
they are miles away from this mess.” 

The monitor began speaking again. This time its voice in some other 
language then our own. It sounded like it was talking in tongues.  I hadn't 
realized until now that Errikus though a world of many different races must 
be a colony of theirs. Everyone else was just visiting or setting up an embassy. 
Even humans. Different species would come and go but the Eek were about 
to lose one of their worlds. We had entered someone’s home and now there 
was a murderer inside. Is it more important for them to defend their 
houseguest or defeat their intruder? Errikus was a world that like Earth must 
have had a long and vast history. Humans abandoned the Earth during a time 
of devastation. Unlike Earth though Errikus was still around though given 
the chance we would probably abandon this world as well. 

An augmented guardsman came into our room. "We are moving out, the 
Leviathan is changing course and heading our way. It will be here in twenty 
minutes." I thought he was talking to the monitor the way he didn’t look at us 
but then the monitor pushed us with its tentacles. "Hayden is searching for 
you," it said. Aira and I panicked. "Why the hell would he leave his home?" I 
yelled. "He has sworn a blood oath to protect you and Aira, in memory of 
your fallen friend, he searches for you now... you must go to him or there will 
be much more death this day." The monitor then handed us two small chips 
and motioned with a face and tentacle that we should put them on our ear. 
We did as we were told and the monitor spoke, “I will guide you.” 

The earpiece made it sound as if the monitor only had one voice rather 
then the mass that it used to speak to us before. The other voices must be 
doing other things, giving orders, clearing commands. The monitor was 
leading guards around Errikus and civilians to safety. That was its purpse. It 
was an alien that could multi-task hundreds of things at any given time.. Our 
purpose, however meaningful or meaningless to the monitor as it could have 
been was to rescue our friend. All that mattered to us now was the one voice 
guiding Aira and myself through the ruins. I no longer felt terrified. I could 
feel my instinct to survive kick in. All I could think about was my friends. 
They were my family now. Aira, Hayden were all that mattered. Mother, 
Dom, the other human adults that were slain, all of them were memories now. 
Memories that would live on in my dreams.  It was up to me to live for them. 

Seraphim
We were a mile away from the monitor's bunker when we ran into 
Gerad again. This time he wasn't talking. He was sitting with his back against 
a wall. A blue holo-projection of himself and a woman dancing played out 
before him. His eyes were red and his mouth was bleeding. He did not blink 
or say anything to us though we begged for him to follow us. He stared empty 
at the dancers. The monitor told us to keep moving.  Gerad was alive but his 
consciousness had already been lost. Gerad was broken. The voice in our 
head continued telling us there was nothing we could do.

"Is this what war is like?" I asked out loud. We have been at war with 
the Skrav for hundreds of years and I have never seen anything like this. I 
had never imagined going into battle. I was wrong though. I wasn't thinking 
about it at the time but we had lost worlds before. Anytime humanity settles 
or slows down death and destruction follow. This is why the monitor said 
death followed us like a disease.

The monitor spoke inside my earpiece, "this is an act of nature, an act of 
the gods."

I knew little about religion on Errikus.

I knew that the Eek were polytheistic. They had many temples 
throughout the world each devoted to a separate deity. The only thing I really 
knew for sure about their culture and the culture of many Errikans was 
though they had guards and guns they were all pacifists. Humans would joke 
and say they had war bred out of them. Others said that in this part of the 
galaxy far away from the galactic core resources were better, life didn't need 
to evolve to defend itself. Even if Errikus itself was a hostile planet full of 
dangerous life the worlds that the Eek, Pok, Myra, and hundreds of others 
came from must have been pretty nice.

The Leviathan was nothing more than an animal. Its home was inside the 
immer - far away from here. The Tritan must have hit it or picked it up. This 
whole thing was nothing more then an accident. I could hear it now as it 
screeched and tore through the city. It was just screaming to go home. It was 
screaming for it's mother. The monitor spoke again in my ear, calling the 
creature a name that when translated meant Seraph. 


Seraph - Seraphim (plural) - 
1. an angelic being, regarded in 
traditional Christian angelology as belonging to the highest order of the 
ninefold celestial hierarchy, associated with light, ardor, and purity.

The Eek it seemed believe the leviathan was one of these creatures. That 
it had followed humanity in order to wipe us away and purify the galaxy that 
they themselves had become caught in the eye of our struggle and would 
become pure once the creature had killed all of us. I didn’t want to think 
about any of that. I just wanted to survive and not just for myself but for 
those that had died. If Aira and I stopped now our entire lives would be for 
nothing, the lives of every human on Errikus would have had no purpose. If 
we survived the two of us could make a difference. 

“Do you ever wonder why most of the alien’s species we ally with all 
have names that end in k... Eek, Pok, Drok,” Aira asked. She was laying in 
my arms. Night had fallen; we couldn’t continue our search for Hayden until 
morning, especially with that creature out there tearing up the city. “I don’t 
wonder I know, when the first colonists set down and encountered aliens they 
tried to communicate with them... some of the time it was a success – other 
times it took years. The only syllable we could ever fluently make out was the 
‘k’ sound at the end.” She didn’t say anything after that. I think she might 
have been trying to make me laugh. It did seem kind of funny but scientists 
never really good at naming things. 

The Aelita was meant to arrive that night but with everything going on it 
would probably be two days before they came after the Tritan. I knew 
enough about how they approached situations like this, they would be 
cautious, they would watch their enemy and make sure that there were no 
Skrav coming to hinder any rescue. They were only a few hours behind each 
other in the immer but time works differently once they exit and switch to 
regular star drives and ion engines. Feeding off radiation and space debris 
turning molecules into energy... that was the trick to regular space travel. The 
cost of regular space travel meant that days in real time could be months or 
years depending on velocity. Time dilation. What would come with the Aelita 
though... another leviathan, another space beast... or something worse?

“We will be lucky if the Aelita and Erebus get here at all...” Aira said. 
She was falling asleep as I brushed her hair. “They will come especially the 
Aelita. Your father is on that ship.” I didn’t realize how much of a mistake 
that was to say. I didn’t think about Aira’s mother. Aira had left her and their 
position at the space dock to come and find me. She would be dead or among 
the missing now. She might even be searching for her daughter. Worst she 
might have used this as an escape. Maybe she went and joined the runners 
and deserters hiding underground. Aira cried herself to sleep. Nothing I 
could have said would have made any difference anyway.

For the next few hours I sat awake in the dark. All I could think about 
was my own mother telling me to “run”. Her last words, her last lesson in life 
to teach me. I never really said her name aloud before, it was Faith. It was a 
kind name and fitting for someone like her. She put her faith in Aira and I to 
survive. Her death would be her legacy now. I could see someone in a 
hundred years watching through the nexus. Two scared little brats crying 
while this middle-aged woman who had given so much to the fleet screamed 
at them to run. Even in her last dying breath she was giving us a chance and 
teaching us how to survive.

The last thing I thought about before falling asleep was how I had never 
really had a father. He had died giving his life so that others may live just as 
my mother had. Even if I was her only child I believe that I was something 
she was proud of. Even if I wasn’t going to be a user, even if I just went into 
stasis and accomplished nothing with my life I was hers and I would always 
be. Aira was blessed she still had one parent around... and he was coming for 
her. That’s what parents do... they look out for their children, they protect 
them and watch over them even in the darkest of times.

The monitor was silent.

I began looking for answers in my mind, unaware he was no longer 
listening. Did it mean he was dead? I don’t think monitors sleep... and if they 

did it wouldn’t be very long. Maybe they slept one head at a time shutting 
down certain body parts at will. It was something I had heard some species 
could do. That wasn’t it though. There was nothing on the other end of the 
comm – just silence. When we were running through alleyways and dodging 
guards and looters earlier we could still hear his breathing through our 
headpieces even when he wasn’t giving us direction. Aside from telling us to 
rescue Hayden the only other thing he had said, “Children should never 
know such violence.” Perhaps that was when he stopped. It all feels like a 
blur now, out of synch – out of order. It was time for sleep was now. Hayden 
would be smart, he would be doing the same. Unless the leviathan kills us in 
our sleep we will have a chance to escape tomorrow and find each other. We 
could retreat underground or hide on the other side of the city. The leviathan 
was last seen heading in the opposite direction. I remembered that. It was 
breaking through a part of the wall. It would only be a matter of time before 
the entire city is overrun. 

The morning light began to shine in. There was nothing but silence. 
Most mornings on Errikus you could hear the birds singing. They weren’t 
exactly birds more like bats. Each had two sets of wings. A longer set was 
used for flapping and gliding and a shorter set they used to steer through the 
sky. They had long tails and could grow anywhere from a foot to three feet 
high. They were scavengers though. It was rare if ever that they would attack 
anyone on the street. If anything they weren’t singing now because they were 
having a feast on the corpses of all the fallen. I hadn’t eaten anything but a 
ration snack the day before. Thinking about the birds made me hungry and 
then more disgusted as I began to think about my mother. Aira woke up a few 
minutes after me

“Where are
the birds?”
she asked .

I didn’t answer. I thought it was better to let her think they were all 
dead, or let her imagine where they might be. I wouldn’t let my opinion bring 

her discomfort.

“We need to head out. Hayden is probably waiting for us.” I said.
“The last place the monitor said he was near the drop ship repair factory. 

We’re not too far from there, plus if there are any drop ships around I’ve had 
practice in the simulation... Maybe I could drive one.” I was beginning to feel 
slightly optimistic as I spoke. For years I played games in one of the 
simulators we brought down from the Erebus. They were meant to train 
soldiers, train pilots, even train workers but some of the simulations were fun. 
It was like living inside another reality, some even called it a ‘meta-verse’. The 
things you saw, heard, and touched all felt real. The only thing it couldn’t 
reproduce was smell (and that was how you knew it wasn’t real).

“So that’s the plan?” Aira asked... “Find Hayden and ride into the sunset 
inside a drop ship.” “Find Hayden and run. Just like we’re supposed to. 
Whether the Aelita and Erebus come we have to survive.” Those words were 
enough to get Aira up and ready to move on. I knew I wasn’t great at making 
speeches but I’m glad I could motivate her.

We grabbed our gear the Eek had given us. After ten minutes I was 
finally hungry enough to pull off a ration snack from a pack we found. It was 
pure protein. It had no real taste but it wasn’t disgusting. It had the texture of 
a hard piece of bread. It would have been nice to have something to wash it 
down but I was grateful we even had food. At that moment I realized there 
were probably a hundred maybe even a thousand other survivors all starving. 
All those who locked themselves inside underground bunkers and basements 
had locked themselves inside a prison that could only be opened from the 
outside. The only food source they had would come from anything anyone 
brought with them... or the vermin that had taken up living in the empty 
holes. On the outside at least if you had to you could loot a store.What was 
worst is that unless someone came for them they would all suffocate. The 
shelters weren’t built to supply air to the hundreds they now contained. 

I began to wonder why they had even built the underground shelters. It 
had been nearly a hundred years since any of the hell beast had broken their 
way inside the city. It was hard to believe an adult hell beast the size of a 
three story building was seen as much of a threat. They were slow and could 
easily have been gunned down before getting past the gates.

“I don’t hear the leviathan screaming anymore, do you?” Aira asked. 
“No.” “Maybe that means it’s gone!” “I wouldn’t count on it...it might just be 
so far away now that we can’t hear it.” “If it is, I’m glad. I hope the hell beasts 
tear it to shreds.” I should have agreed. I would have been happier thinking it 
was gone. We could have found Hayden without feeling rushed and scared 
but we were scared. We were looking over our shoulders ever other minute 
now. We climbed through what remained of the buildings that had been torn 
apart. Pieces of the Tritan had landed all across Errikus. For all we knew, 
pieces of the Tritan could have been scattered all over the land and oceans. 
Errikus was an old planet but it had mostly been unexplored. There were 
only two large landmasses and chains of smaller islands in between. North of 
the colony was a jungle full of ancient ruin and even farther north of that was 
tundra. Our colony made up most of the bottom half of the landmass. The 
area right outside the wall was nothing but fauna and forest.

We were closer and closer to the drop ship factory when we heard 
gunshots. It wasn’t a typical M44 or alien weapon. It was something human... 
something projectile based. The only ones that used weapons like that were 
the deserters and runners.

We crouched behind rubble and made our way to one of the slanted alien 
roofs. I took it upon myself once we were safely on top of a store front when 
we looked over and saw several Eek soldiers laying on the ground.

“Are they dead?” Aira asked.

“They are, but why would anyone murder Eek at a time like this?” 
“There are worst things then space monsters.”  

“Your beginning to sound very anti-human,” I replied watching as she 

shrugged. I was trying to lighten the mood of a very bad situation. Aira 
moved closer to me and peered at the dead Eek over my shoulder. “Gross,” 
she said shaking her head and spitting in disgust. The Eek weren’t just shot 
and killed. They were executed. We spent another fifteen minutes sitting on 
top of the building hoping that whoever had killed the Eek would be far 
enough away by now that we wouldn’t have anything to worry about. When 
we reached the ground we swapped our Eekan rifles for the M44 rifles they 
were carrying. We took them right off their dead bodies prying their grip free 
as rigor mortis set in. The feel of the carbon fiber gun was lighter and easier 
to handle then the sweating black organic guns we had been given. It was 
almost a relief to have a weapon we felt more familiar with and even though 
we were kids we had the basic understanding of what any weapon could do. 
Safety was taught to every child at every grade, every year. Only our safety 
and the safety of Hayden was a priority now. If deserters were killing Eeks 
they would easily kill human children too. I imagined whoever did this would 
probably get some sick satisfaction being so different from us. If they hunted 
us down they would probably skin us and put our flesh on display. Once this 
was all over humans would probably get the blame.

We continued to make our way through the alleys. We could see the 
drop ship factory. Actually, It was more a repair shop.  It was a gigantic 
square building with spikes extending from the sides of the roof which acted 
as a landing bay that could open up and let smaller ships come and go. 
Errikus had all the drop ships it would ever need. They were only used to 
transport the upper class, scientists, explorers, and others who meant more to 
society then the lower and middle class. I doubted if any of that upper class 
made it out of ground zero alive. They wanted to be the first to see the Tritan 
appear. Their stature had become their undoing.

“Poor bastards,” I said. My words felt like they were more of a sporadic 
thought. I didn't really care. I was just trying to talk. I just wanted 
conversation. Aira didn’t respond. I doubt she felt the same way I did. She 
had compassion for all living things, even those that looked down on us. 
There was no real class system where we were going to be going so none of it 
mattered anyway. The only class system we had on the Erebus was that of the 
elders who were in charge; aside from that there were the users and anyone 
else that had a specific role to play stayed awake while the rest laid in stasis. 
It was a dirty system to most but for thousands of years it worked well. I 
guess some would say we were socialists but we were just doing what we had 
to so that we could survive. It was that system that kept humanity alive. I 
wanted to share my thoughts with Aira. My mind was latching onto 
everything. From the cast system of Errikus to Erebus to the things I had 
read about the Earth that once was. I was blocking out the chaos that 
surrounded us.

“How are we going to 
find Hayden in all this?” 

“We’ll just have to search until he finds us.” she said finishing with “or 
until the leviathan finds all of us.” Aria looked at me and took a deep breath. 
We had a long road ahead of us.

--------------------
Several hours had past. We were outside the factory now. It stood in 
front of us like a massive stone monument. I felt like any second now it would 
stand up and step on us just as the leviathan had done to so many others. I 
imagined the entire city coming to life and swallowing us whole. This wasn't a 
place we would normally visit. In fact I think both Aira and I had only been 
to this side of Errikus once before and that was with several adults. Adults 
who had been trained to defend themselves. Trained to survive. What the hell 
were we doing? We were just kids. Everything we had seen had been in 
holos, videos, and simulations. The only world outside Errikus we knew was 
virtual and fake. The doors were shut but there was a sound coming from 
inside. “Could there be people inside?”

“If there are I don’t want to 
find out... let’s stay out here.” I said. This 
was my big plan wasn’t it, to “stay out here.” I felt so stupid. Without the 
monitor guiding us we really were on our own. We knew Hayden had some 
tracking skills passed to him by his parents. Maybe they were with him 
searching for us too. I had no way of knowing. For the first time in my life I 
felt lost. I felt isolated and couldn’t think of any way out. I began to think of 
Dom. 
Maybe he was lucky that he died. He didn’t have to live through 
any of this.

Aira and I were eventually going to be hunted by dogs by our own forsaken 
kind well before we would find Hayden. He would probably find our bodies 
mauled and torn to ribbon’s when it was just too late. The Aelita would come 
and they would find Errikus burned with nothing left but the hellbeasts and 
charred remains of the city. My stomach turned. I was hungry again. This 
time I didn’t think I could stomach the ration snack.

“There is a shop down the corner, we could go get some food,” Aira said 
reading my mind, “If Hayden will find us anywhere it will be there. It’s a 
Drok shop.” “Year lets just walk in place an order and be on our way,” I said 
sarcastically, Aira replied, “Seriosuly, they will have food even if its not 
cooked we can eat it raw.”

A few minutes passed as we made our way several blocks down towards 
the shop. When we opened the door it was pitch black inside. As we walked 
inside small motion sensors flashed and an automated lighting system turned 
on. A little further up we saw what looked like a small food pantry space. 
Besides that, a bar. We walked to the pantry, checking the expiration dates 
for any salvageable food. Almost all of it was still good even the smoked meat 
still sitting inside a cold locker.

“I bet Hayden will smell his way here,” I laughed. I had 
finally given into 
fatigue and hunger. I let the world around me float on by and I ate like I was 
the king of mankind. I had my eyes closed and I was savoring the smoked 
meat when we heard the door slam shut. I still had meat in my mouth when I 
grabbed Aira and my M44 and moved us behind the bar. It wasn’t a runner 
or a deserter, an Eek, a Pok, or even a Skrav. It was a Drok and we knew 
him. It was one of Hayden’s kin. I vaguely recognized him. His lower jaw was 
broken and slit open in several places. He was shirtless and covered in 
tattoos. His skin was glowing red. His tattoos were his symbols of pride and 
maturity. A part of me was ready to jump up and say “Surprise! Thank you 
for rescuing us!” but there was something wrong. He was walking hunched 
over. He had something strange on his back. I moved myself around the bar 
to try and get a better look at him. When I did I must have made just enough 
noise to get its attention. I heard a clicking sound. It was like the sound a tick 
would make, click, click, click. It was getting more and more high pitch. The 
clicking soon became so intense that I gave up trying to hide.

“DROK,” I yelled pointing my ri
fle at him. I was going to yell STOP but 
it lounged itself at me over the bar. Aira pulled the trigger on her rifle and 
saved my life. “This is the second time I’ve saved you from yourself,” she said. 
She didn’t even drop a hint that she felt sick but after we walked out of the 
restaurant her eyes filled with tears and she threw up every ration and every 
chunk of meat we had just feasted on. I rubbed her back hoping to calm her 
down. I knew there was nothing I could say - but I tried anyway. 

“You ok,” I was continuing to rub her back.

“Yeah,” She answered. It was some time before her stomach settled. She 
coughed out the last bit of vomit and rubbing the remained bits of vomit from 
her mouth with her sleeve. 
“Just never easy,” she said. “Killing someone.” I 
asked. “Everything,” She answered without delay and I understood just what 
she meant. The kingdom had fallen. This wasn’t a colony anymore. 

A parasite that looked much like a giant tick crawled outside the shop 
and followed us. It was at least a foot long. Aira was throwing chunks again. I 
recognized it immediately. It was just like what I had caught a glimmer of on 
the Drok's back. It was a parasite. I blasted it with my rifle before it was close 
enough to us to attack. Was that the reason he attacked us. Where the hell 
did this thing come from? This parasite wasn't natural to the environment on 
Errikus. I picked up what was left of the parasite. My insides squirmed. Its 
legs still kicked and reacted like it was alive but it had no face and the rest of 
its body was bleeding on the ground. Aira had finally stopped long enough to 
catch her breath but then she saw what I was holding and she was back in the 
corner again. “It must have come from the creature,” she said. That made 
sense. They lived with or on the leviathan. Like fleas on a dog. Maybe it was 
even a larva of some kind. Ideas ran through my head. I set it on the ground 
and poked it with a stick. Its insides were a mix of black and blue. I 
wondered if it was sucking blood from the Drok. Whatever it was doing, it 
had turned its host into a zombie.

“I wonder if that Drok was the one that killed the Eeks we saw?” I said. 
“It would take more than one to put down a squad like that,” Aira was now 
sitting back against a wall, drinking one of the waters she grabbed from the 
store. “That means there must be more...” And that made me even more 
afraid. 

Size doesn't matter. What mattered were the screams we heard. Blasting 
this Drok had drawn a crowd. There must have been dozens. A mix of Drok, 
Eek, and human swarming around each other heading down the street 
towards us. Each one under the control of that parasite. Each one a zombie. I 
grabbed Aira’s hand and ran. “It’s my turn to rescue you now,” I said. Both 
the Drok’s and Eek could run two to three times faster than a human. We 
would never make it. We would never get out of here alive. We had to think 
of something fast. I still had my M44 though Aira had ditched hers. I 
switched the safety on mine off. The M44 used kinetic energy and radiation 
to create a stream of energy that would fry your enemy. The fail safe 
mechanism that would shut down the weapon if you held the trigger too long. 
The fail safe off switch meant the M44 would become a bomb! I pointed my 
rifle towards the sea of bodies swarming towards us and pulled down the 
trigger, sticking it into position. It was like a flamethrower. Bodies began 
melting in front of me while others that evaded the bombs blast too pushed 
their way through the mass of blood and vile. I jammed the trigger. I could 
barely see anymore. My own pain had caused me to sweat. I was having 
trouble catching my breath. Then I let the trigger go and everything went 
black. Just a few moments after I lost consciousness.

--------------------
When I 
finally woke up I could see the sun setting through a broken 
window. Aira greeted me with a smile and even some tea she had scavenged. 
“Go big or not at all,” She said at last as I slowly looked around. I knew what 
I had done. I had killed all those people – even if they were infected by that 
leech, who the hell am I to play God with their lives. We were all just walking 
corpses waiting to die. 

“After you blacked out. They didn’t stop coming. The ones that were 
alive trampled over the dead. They didn’t care that they were crushing skulls 

- they didn’t care whether their own bones were rotting away from radiation. 
Their own flesh was burning. We were trapped and I couldn’t move you,” she 
paused and took a drink. 

“You saved my life. We’re almost even now,” she said. 

Aira looked like she was glowing. 

“Why are you smiling so much?” I asked. 

“We’re all alive,” she said smiling larger then before. 

Trinity
“God, you are fucking lucky, I couldn’t even lift you and they were 
almost on top of us when..” She stopped and smiled brighter, as if our current 
crisis had come to an abrupt end. “Hayden came out of nowhere. He had two 
of his families swords and he cut through the horde like they were nothing. 
Like us he was making his way towards the factory hoping to grab a drop 
ship and fly to the outskirts of the city. He was a mess to show for it but he 
saved both of us.” “Hayden! He’s alive! Where is he?” I exclaimed.“Hayden 
found us after all. I guess we stirred up a big enough mess to get his 
attention,” I began to laugh in disbelief (with my rib still broken it hurt to 
laugh, I felt like my lungs were full of sewage). Aira gave me a drink and told 
me to swallow. “You have minor radiation poisoning, it’s from turning the 
failsafe off. You risked everything to save us, a few more minutes and you 
would have been toast,” she smiled again and this time leaned in and kissed 
me on the lips. I felt my pain subside as I took in our moment of victory. 

“Where is Hayden now?” I asked. “Fixing a drop ship. You’re sure you 
can still fly one right?” she said. “Yeah,” I smiled and passed out back to bed 
thinking ‘today is the day we find out whether or not the Aelita arrives’.

The sun seemed to shine through the broken window brighter than 
usual. Maybe I just wasn’t use to the morning on this side of town. Hayden 
had come back during the middle of the night. He had primed a drop ship 
and had everything ready for us to leave. I owed him my life. I still couldn’t 
believe it, the three of us united at last. Hayden was wearing Drok battle 
armor above his normal clothes given to him by his parents. The armor was 
made up of grey metal shoulder blades that extended upward, away from his 
face. He had a matching chest plate and wrist braces. It seemed very 
primitive but at the same time was very intimidating to look at. The Drok 
must have been fierce warriors on their home world. If I remember right they 
were like humans , always at war with each other and nature. Many Drok 
came from different tribes. The Drok almost went to war with us but we had 
hundreds of years of technology on them. They thought we were Gods. Now, 
hundreds of years fighting beside each other we are equals.

It wasn’t long after meeting the Drok the Skrav followed. We took as 
many of them with us as we could and like our people who watched our own 
world burn, they too watched the Skrav destroy their world. It must have 
been a nightmare. What did we do that was so wrong that the Skrav feel the 
need to destroy an entire civilization? Why would they sacrifice so many of 
their own to try and defeat us? We already lost. At the most we were a 
species now numbering in the thousands, running for our lives. How the hell 
did they still consider us a threat? Hayden’s blades were made from black 
stone, carved from an element similar to a diamond but something only found 
on their original home world. His blades would sell for millions on the black 
market. They were lethal enough to be considered ‘weapons of war’ and were 
only to be used at such time. Hayden’s parents had trained his daily in handto-hand combat and with kendo sticks but this was the first time Hayden had 
ever touched a real blade. Discipline and honor, those were the two most 
important attributes for a Drok to have. In many ways their culture was 
similar to that of the samurai. 

“Where are your parents? Shouldn’t we be meeting up with them?” I 
asked. Aira walked out of the room. I had never seen such a look on Hayden’s 
face. I knew then as Hayden began to speak that I had said something 
horribly wrong. 

“The three of us went searching for survivors. We weren’t just searching 
for the two of you, though you were the highest priority on my list. We were 
searching for anyone we could find. We opened an underground shelter. The 
monster was so far away that it seemed like a good idea - we couldn’t imagine 
those people starving or suffocating. We knew our actions would be justified. 
We just didn’t know that when we opened it everyone inside would already 
be dead. Those that were still walking around had been infected by those tick 
things and they were mutating. Eek and humans had sprouted limbs that 
looked like wings and smaller limbs that covered their faces and bodies. The 
ticks were deep inside their bodies, tapped into their spines and chests. We 
killed them. We killed them all adn when it was over.. When the final body 
fell my mother and father were gone.” Hayden paused. He was too strong to 
cry. Hayden knew I was here but he didn’t need nor want any of my 
sympathy, that was a part of the Drok way. His parents had died honorably. 

Hayden had searched for hours in the underground shelter crawling 
through piles of the dead trying to find his parents but they were nowhere. 
The worst kinds of thoughts crossed his mind. What if they had mutated? 
What if they were buried under rubble? What if he himself had killed them 
during the battle? Hayden ran. He ran away from the shelter as fast as he 
could and towards the side of the city that he knew we would be or at least 
where he thought we would be. Had he arrived a moment too late he would 
have been mourning both his parents and two best friends. 

Aira described to me how Hayden dropped down from the side of a 
building just like a superhero swinging his swords and protecting the two of 
us. “We’re all orphans now,” I said. Hayden and Aira shook their heads. Even 
though Aira knew she still had a father he was an elder and she knew little to 
nothing about him aside from the fact that his duties onboard the ship would 
prevent him from raising her as his own. 

The drop ship Hayden found was in relatively good shape. It was exactly 
like the ones I had flown in the simulator. We were a perfect match. It was 
meant to carry six to eight passengers which meant it would be easy for the 
three of us to crawl inside the cockpit together. The ship itself resembled a 
grey phoenix. It had two great wings, a nose, and a tail that was as long as the 
ship was wide. It used anti-gravity technology to lift itself into the air. I was 
almost sad we couldn’t just take the ship and leave the planet – only the more 
exotic drop ships could handle atmospheric flight and even if we could I was 
nowhere near ready for that kind of flying. 

We took off with no problems, it was just like the simulations had been 
aside from an oil like smell. When we hit the sky and clouds we could see the 
leviathan in the distance. It had begun to change form. Its arms and tentacles 
had stretched out to massive wings; four, maybe five in all and its body had 
grown more and more slender. It was as if it was taking the form of an 
asymmetrical human angel. Its tumors were gone. I wondered if they carried 
the ticks. My brain was trying to come up with theories. I began wondering if 
it was adapting to the world or maybe it was taking the persona of the people 
it had killed. It was using it's own mass to reconstruct itself. It was adapting.

I felt empathy for the creature. I felt remorse. It seemed like a child, a 
300 foot child crying out in anger and pain because it was far away from its 
home. Like us it too was an orphan. If the Tritan was the cause - if they did 
pull this creature from the immer with them were we not to blame for all of 
this death and destruction? At the same time I hated it. I hoped that the more 
it reformed its body it felt more pain.

“It’s mimicking us,” Hayden said. “It’s changing its body structure to 
look human.” “That doesn’t look human to me,” I said. Nothing that monster 
could do would make me think it was human. As I spoke I saw the leviathan 
extend its wings. It was getting ready to take flight. I began to fear we were 
the only three alive in the whole city. My heart skipped a beat. The leviathan 
screamed. I could see it clear as day now. Debris from the city below swept 
up into the air as it began to move its massive wings. Even in my worst 
nightmares I couldn’t imagine seeing something like this. My mind began to 
race. I had no idea how to fly evasive maneuvers.

“Maybe we are better off on the ground. If that thing comes at us I don't 
know if I can dodge it,” I said. Hayden and Aira said nothing in return.“If it 
comes at us I’m going to ram it.” I said and I began to maneuver the drop ship 
away while keeping the leviathan in my sights (and it must have worked 
because the Leviathan at no point slowed its stride, but keep going past us as 
if we were some ghost).

“Good job.” Hayden said, patting me on the shoulder.

“There,” Hayden pointed to one of the navigation screen that showed a 
massive ship appear above the city. I maneuvered the drop ship and there it 
was. From outside the front window we watched as the Aelita emerged in a 
cloud of smoke out of the immer.

The drop ship began to lose velocity. Controls seized up and all I could 
do was gliding it down to the landing bay which happened to be only a few 
kilometers away from the leviathan. The force of the Aelita dropping out of 
the immer over the city was the same as dropping a nuclear bomb. We were 
just far enough away that we didn’t get caught in the initial blast. Still, we 
could see buildings disappear beneath us as waves of ash washed the city 
clean. We landed on top of what was left of the human embassy. This building 
was presented to us as a gift for trading and joining Errikus during our stay. 
It didn’t matter anymore how many species had used this building. We would 
be the last. None of Errikus mattered anymore. The Aelita made it clear they 
weren’t here to save the city. They were here to slay the beast.

The Aelita positioned itself above the levaithan. It used its massive 
thrusters to keep itself afloat and level in the air as it bled the ground with 
pressure. Built on the back of an Earth ship, Aelita was equipped with one of 
several archaic weapons that were meant to be used in space. The gravity of 
the planet only made the energy that Aelita poured down more lethal. If there 
was anyone alive within ten miles of the leviathan they were dead now. It 
kept screaming. The blast hammered the ground and tore at the thin 
membrane that had made up its wings. They were the first piece to fade into 
nothing. There were barely any structures standing. It looked like a monster 
standing on a black platform. Ash filled the air. We were lucky none of the 
energy-based weapons Aelita used had risks of being radioactive. We could 
feel the heat even on the ground. The drop ship moved back and forth with 
the blast as the ground swayed.

“Are they planning to destroy the planet?” asked Aira.

“This is the end of the world isn’t it,” I asked, my hands hugging the 
handlebars placed inside the drop ship, they were initially meant to be used 
with turbulence and rough landings. We weren’t even in the air and yet we 
could feel the world around us ripping apart.Then there was a cloud of smoke 
and darkness. Much like the ground beneath us, the leviathan had had 
enough, turned itself to dust only to drift away. It was like it just gave up. The 
dust came at us like a hurricane. The drop ship twisted and turned with us 
inside. I had forgotten how much pain I was in the day before. The shaking 
reminded me that I had broken ribs. I could feel a stabbing sensation hit me 
right below my chest. Aira grabbed me as we held each other close. We kept 
sliding across the drop ship floor. Hayden hit his head on a suspension bar 
and was knocked unconscious but we could still see him breathing. It would 
have been horrible to lose each other after everything. We could still see the 
Aelita shooting wave after wave into the leviathan’s husk. The leviathan was 
bleeding now. The blood was blue just like it had been before when it first 
appeared. This proved to us it was a real animal after all. It wasn’t a god! it 
wasn’t an immortal! It was flesh and blood and it would die, a slow death 
thousands of years overdue!

In the end it only took a few hours for the leviathan to die.

‘The hammer of god’ - that was what name of the technique used to kill 
the leviathan would become known as. A day of running helpless through the 
city and it took the Aelita only a few hours to stop it. If only the Tritan could 
have been so lucky. How many humans died on board? How much of this 
could have been prevented? We stayed in our drop ship the rest of the night. 
Not sure whether it would work or not we switched on the emergency beacon 
and watched the rain pelt our window before falling asleep.

It hardly ever rained on Errikus but now it was raining blue.

That night I dream of a new Errikus built over the bones of the 
leviathan. I imagined Eek telling their children about the warriors who slayed 
a monster so massive it couldn’t have come from this universe. I imagined 
generations passing and the survivors of this battle – if there were any others 
left building monuments to the fallen. I dreamt of the simulations that would 
be created, the games that would be played and the songs that would be sung.

In the sky the beast came, 
Breaking wind and rain, 
In the sky the humans fell, 
And so the beast was slain.

The next day a group of Autons ripped open the hull of the drop ship. 
The Auttons were machines, though some would call them android. They 
didn’t resemble humans though. They were bipedal but their bodies were 
metallic and came in different shapes and sizes with exaggerated limbs and 
little, if not no heads. They were a work force created as tools. They had no 
artificial intelligence, only programs and orders. Humans were afraid of such 
technology, that if we developed a walking talking A.I. it would rebel. In fact 
the only A.I. we had was on the ship and it was kept busy by calculating 
turns, checking crew status and making sure everything was in order. They 
told us immediately that we were three out of a few hundred that survived the 
attack. Then they asked if we were ready to leave.

They escorted us to the spaceport, shooting down any resistance that got 
in the way. The leviathan was dead but there were still plenty of babies 
around. The ticks had turned Errikus into a living hell. 

A human drop ship took us onboard the Aelita. We couldn’t see anything 
from inside the cargo bay but we heard that the leviathan had actually made a 
few swipes at the hull, killing a group of humans called ‘caretakers’- 
apparently there was something special about them. The Aelita didn’t let any 
of the surviving Eek onboard. They left them in the ruins of the city. We 
weren’t even aloud to see what was left of the city. Even the Arr7 and Pok 
that had survived were left to wander the city’s decimated remains. They 
would all have to survive on their own against the ticks and against whatever 
else was to come. Aelita was a human ship and the only ally we allowed 
onboard was the Drok. The aliens that tried to board were shot. Riots by the 
Eek broke out. The Eek were shot on sight. It didn’t seem fair. The Aelita and 
the Erebus would be the only ships to come to Errikus for days, maybe 
weeks. These ships were the only ones capable of giving any kind of relief. 
Errikus was a dead planet, abandoned. Those that weren’t human, weren’t 
saved. There would be no songs sung for them, no praise for their courage. I 
imagined each survivor with their own story just like Aira, Hayden and I. 
Ours stories didn’t matter. This was a tremendous loss. The ‘Trinity’ was no 
more but the objective of our journey was still the same. 

We were given food and then orders. I had only a moment with Aira. I 
kissed her goodbye as soldier tore us apart. She was being brought to her 
father and Hayden and I was being sent straight to the Erebus. We had been 
best friends for seven years and just survived the death and destruction of an 
entire planet. Now we were being torn apart by our own kind.

I had spent three days in hell but I knew we were all safe. I accepted my 
loss. It was on my way out I listened to soldier’s whisper and learned 
something horrible. The Erebus had captured something called a Trepp, a 
warrior species enslaved by the Skrav. One of the few the Skrav used in their 
war against other aliens. The humans on Erebus had tortured and beat them 
to the point of death. They had learned something very important from them. 
It wasn’t an accident that the leviathan attacked Errikus. 

Living Space
Out of the darkness a small slender creature crept. It stood just higher 
than our commanding officers knee. Its ears stood straight up and its black 
fur and long tail swept back and forth. It was gnawing on a huge, white bone 
pulled from the spine of some sea creature back on Errikus. It was almost 
impossible to tell were the bones disappeared and its sharp teeth began. Its 
nose was straight and narrow, sniffing the air as it sat on its long back legs. It 
made a small growling sound as we moved closer. Its black eyes looked us 
over. This was the first time I had ever seen a dog. It was the companion to 
the commander and had been bonded to him since birth. It would die for him, 
kill for his master and should anything happen to his master he would hunt 
down and kill without remorse whoever was responsible.

It reminded me of the bond I had to Aira. We should have never been 
torn apart! I requested immediately to be transferred back to the Aelita. Of 
course my requested was declined and there was nothing I could do about it. 
I had been drafted to the Erebus since my birth. This was the ship my mother 
served on and the ship she would have died on if the leviathan didn’t kill her. 
I would live the rest of my life upon this ship!

If they would have granted my request they would have to grant the 
requests of all the other residents on the Aelita and the Erebus. Not even the 
orphans were allows to break the structure of the fleet.. So this would be the 
beginning of my new life. 

On my way to the Erebus there was another creature I had seen for the 
first time. They were the ones I had heard of before… they were called 
'caretakers' and they clung to the sides of the ship’s hull. I couldn’t tell but it 
seemed like some of them were waving. They were twice the size of a normal 
person but they had no real human features at all except that they seemed bi 
pedal Their skin was a mix of bright, neon green. Actually, they looked more 
like turtles than humans. I was told that they drew energy from stars and 
radiation inside the immer - much like plants they were photosynthetic. They 
didn’t need to eat and they didn’t need to sleep. They were the perfect 
workers. They had had what seemed like arms grafted onto the shells of their 
bodies. There were two arms on their right side and a third on the left. They 
would use their third arm to hang onto the outside of ship. They lived there. 
Both the Aelita and Erebus had hundreds. The only way for a “normal” 
humans to communicate with them was through the ship’s A.I. hey were 
remarkable, a perfect creature capable of living in the vacuum of space.

As our transport was 
flying down the side of the Aelita, I could see their 
enormous black eyes staring at us, observing us. They were already repairing 
the giant gash the leviathan had made.

“Pay them no mind.” one of the soldiers onboard said.
He went on to explain that sometime, in the last hudnred years both the 
Aelita and Erebus had begun to decay on the outside. The nanites that would 
constantly multiply on the sides of the hull were beginning to die out too. An 
eccentric scientist was the cause for this decay. He was caught mixing DNA 
from humans and various aliens that we created. Apparently his experiments 
involved unwilling citizens that were in and out of stasis. He was to be tried 
for crimes against humanity but instead of sentencing him to death, some 
elder insisted that he be forced to put his work to good use. End result, he 
created the first caretaker. Really it was no more than an egg with human 
limbs grafted on various parts of its body. It was constantly in pain. It had no 
idea why any of this was happening. It died a few days later and its body was 
then thrown out into the vast vacuum of space. The project was a success 
though. It showed the elders that the manipulation of DNA was possible. 
Their bodies were all clones. They would resurrect themselves every one 
hundred to two hundred years. They were constantly plugged into the ship’s 
A.I., which constantly processed and copied their consciousness. From there 
the scientist’s research was improved and finally he had created the right 
hybrid.

“Why can’t we use that technology on ourselves?” I asked. I was 
fascinated by it all. The idea of being immortal seemed like it would make our 
war with the Skrav much easier. Die, come back to life, then die again It 
would be an endless cycle of winning and losing but we would never have 
any reason to fear death. “We tried,” the soldier said, “we tried hundreds of 
times but every time someone came back they were a mess. They possessed 
memories of death or their bodies felt too much unlike their own - they would 
quickly lack the will to live or kill themselves all together– others just couldn’t 
handle it. The physical process of being in a new body was too much for them 
and they would die only after breathing for a few minutes. The caretakers out 
there lack all of those problems. They were created in lab and therefor, more 
an experiment then human.”

He even went on to explain how we tried to implant a regular human 
consciousness into a caretaker’s body. The same thing happened. The human 
mind couldn’t process being in the vacuum of space, even if their body was 
breathing for them so they willed them to die. He went on to talk about 
whether or not they had souls, it was apparently a popular question 
something that everyone liked to talk about onboard the starships. 

I said nothing. I wasn't even sure if I had a soul. I couldn’t stop thinking 
about Aira or the other aliens and humans we had left behind. We were so 
quick to leave. 

As we came over the top of the Aelita it was only then that we could see 
the Erebus. The hull was black but there was enough light so we were able to 
make out the ship. It had the slight shape of a rectangle with two massive 
engines coming out the backside of the ship. One pointed out at one end more 
than the other and like the Aelita, the front of it had two, maybe four massive 
points. Four massive warp core engines were on the back and a smaller ion 
engine was located on the top. Somewhere inside it was the immersion core 
(the engine we used to create the tear through the immer an travel through 
space). There was a swarm of caretakers surrounding the hangar like 
crustaceans on a shark. We were slowly moving closer and closer to the 
Erubus. It felt like we were about to be swallowed by a massive beast.

“Nothing to be afraid of. No caretaker has ever killed another human. 
It’s the regular humans on board the ship you need to worry about,” the 
officer next to me said. I wasn't afraid. On the surface of Errikus I had gone 
through hell. Nothing on this ship would scare me.

Our transport set down inside an engine bay near the bottom of the 
Erebus. As soon as the bay door opened we could see the room was full of 
humans, mostly wounded from exposure to the surface of Errikus. I slowly 
unfastened my seat belt and proceed to walk out the hanger door but I was 
tired and worn down from the travel. I was over exhausted. The room 
immediately began to spin and lights flickered in and out of clear view like 
hazard lights on oil rig. Minor radiation damage was starting to take its toll. 
The officer I was on the transport ship with had called a doctor for me, telling 
them it was urgent. That was the last thing I heard before I passed out. I was 
new to space flight and it had arleady begun to take its toll on my bruised 
body. 

“Lucky to be alive you are,” the man in white said. My eyes followed his 
voice. I immediately though he was a Doctor. What kind I did not know. The 
room around me slowly began to clear. I was sitting naked on a dark blue 
table. I had several tubes filled with fluid running into my wrist and another 
running into the back of my neck. I wasn’t in any pain though. I actually felt 
euphoric when I woke up. I rubbed my head. I could barely make out the fact 
that the man in white was an older gentleman with a bald head with a black 
goatee; he seemed to glow like an antique crystal or star.

“My name is Damon, I’ll be monitoring your vitals and helping you 
adjust to life on board,” he said. I opened my mouth to respond, then shut it. 
“Whats the point of living I would just spend the next fifty to hundred years 
of my life in solitude separated from Aira,” I paused. “Why even exist?” “It 
doesn’t matter what you’re thinking now... “ he said. “But what right did he 
have to invade my mind, my thoughts!” I thought. What right do you have to 
know her!” “I know you had an awful experience but soon this will feel like 
nothing but a bad dream...” His voice seemed to soften and his expression 
seemed to slacken. “I know you had a horrible experience on Erikos,” he 
struggled to pronounce the name. How did he not know the planets name? 
Were all those tens of thousands of lives lost that meaningless – nothing more 
than another stop? “It doesn’t matter now...” he finished. “How long do I 
have to have these needles in me?” I asked. “Just long enough for us to cure 
you.” I hated the indirect answer. “That’s not an answer, and what so you 
mean by cure me?” I said with a sarcastic tone. He gave no replied, by 
passing my question. “Do you have somewhere to be Sev? Or is it 
Severance? What an awful name,” - “It’s Sev,” I said. Now I really was 
starting to feel angry. “Sev like Sever. Who knows. Maybe you’re the one 
from the prophecy. Perhaps I should let you die.” The doctor began to laugh. 
My first interaction with a human being not from Errikus or from Aelita was 
anything but pleasant. I was off to a bad start. 

“I’m just kidding... you’ll have to pardon me. I am usually acting as a 
medic on the battlefield so when I’m not in stasis I tend to have a rather dark 
outlook on things. There have been hundreds over the years named Sev, of 
course none of them were the Sev from the prophecy. That would be 
ridiculous. Not like anyone knows what that fool Narville was trying to get at 
when he carved those three letters in the dirt. People tend to lose their heads 
when death approaches, I would know I’m the doctor.”

After a few days in hospice I was let go. They told me to report to 
someone named Balkava. They were going to be my mentor. The day couldn’t 
come quick enough, I was glad to be far away from that doctor. I couldn't 
believe it had already been almost a few days since I left Errikus. Finally I 
could take a look around the ship. There would be plenty of time to explore. I 
had the rest of my life. I’m sure by the time I was old and gray I would know 
every inch of this place. I began to make my way out of the hangar away from 
the room I had been locked inside. Balkava was described to me as a young 
soldier who had been in several fights and in and out of stasis several times. 
Balkava would have short hair and a scar running down the side of their face. 

The scar was rumored to have been from a shipwreck. Apparently there 
was a dogfight over some inhospitable planet a few years ago between a 
group of Skrav warships and the Erebus fleet. We had won but lost half our 
fighters. Many, like Balkava defended the planet which they now called 
‘Furors’. Balkava was the only one who had not died in the battle. Balkava 
had in fact led a suicide squad inside a Skrav warship, a battle which helped 
us escape. Balkava survived by finding an intact Skrav fighter, figured out its 
mapping configurations and navigational intelligence, figured out how to fly 
that god-forsaken thing and escaped. Balkava was almost shot down by allied 
forces but the commander in charge recognized the flying pattern and let 
them land. It was a huge chance. It would not have been the first time the 
Skrav used kamikaze fighters but Balkava's quick thinking and insane flight 
patterns showed them that the aircraft was not hostile. Balkava became a 
hero that day and was immediately promoted to fleet commander. Due to 
their ingenuity and extreme heroics we were also able to refit that Skrav 
fighter as a weapon of our own, helping to turn the tides of the war. Balkava 
was respected just as much as an elder after that. The next run in we had with 
the Skrav also involved Balkava. This time they had to fly in close dropping 
several explosives onto the Skrav. These explosive would upon destination 
eat up the Skrav hull literally imploding it into itself. After sneaking behind 
their defense Balkava put the explosive in place. After clearing the blast zone 
radius detonated the charger. The deep dark universe exploded into a cascade 
of fire and searing heat and Balkava along with the rest of the fleet watched 
as the Skrav dagger fell into the atmosphere of a gas giant. It was one of the 
easiest victories we had ever had. They named Balkava’s ship ‘the Trojan 
Horse’ after that, it seemed the Skrav couldn’t tell it apart from any of their 
own. 

One of the many ways the Erebus is able to power itself is through 
radiation from gas giants. Errikus existed in a small planetary system. There 
was Errikus and two massive gas giants close by (they would have dwarfed 
anything in the Sol System). The star that shined on Errikus was just like Sol, 
the sun of Earth. Hell, the reason why we stayed on Errikus so long was a 
half-assed attempt at remembering Earth. The elders thought it would make 
the visions the ‘users’ would see inside the nexus easier to handle once that 
time had come. Whole generations of ‘users’ had gone insane or had to be 
kept medicated because they couldn’t accept the visions that had been 
granted to them. They weren’t able to accept living onboard a starship. The 
drastic change in stimulation and environment was too much for many. To a 
certain extent, I understood. If you spent every day watching someone else 
live in the same world kept in by the same walls, the outside held in by a 
cocoon of darkness how would you deal? Whether they were happy, sad, 
content, they were all still trapped in deep darkness, and to know that is the 
reality of your life? I understand how some can’t accept that type of reality. 

For years being a ‘user’ was more of a burden then anything. No one 
ever really saw anything that great happen. It was just routine. Imagine all 
the people that have ever lived and stuck somewhere in that mass of people 
are one individual. Imagine how impossible it would be to find that person, 
something you’re searching for. It would be like looing for the top of a pin on 
the surface of the sun. 

I walked down the dark corridor, past two Drok soldiers. They were 
holding laser carbines, federate issue 44962. Erebus was never short on 
weapons and had plenty of choices. The only thing that bothered me was that 
they felt the need to hold weapons at all on the ship. It seemed unnecessary. 
“What threat is there here?” I made a mental note to ask Balkava about that. 
Balkava was my mentor after all. It was going to be Balkava’s job to teach me 
everything I need to know about being both a ‘user’ and a soldier. That was 
the other unfrotunate part of being who I am. Being a ‘user’ meant you were 
also a soldier and that you would be the first on the frontline, the first into 
combat to defend the ship. There were other ‘users’ (aside from Aira I didn’t 
know any - yet) and plenty of soldier that didn’t have the ‘gift’ (mainly 
volunteers tired of sleeping in stasis). Some just wanted to fight. I just 
accepted it as it was. I could only guess as to what the battles would be like… 
but I figured that would be something Balkava would teach me about as well. 
I had already fought for my life on Errikus, if that had not prepared me for 
war I’m not sure what would. 

I took a left at a medical station. It was welded to the wall. I asked an 
older woman exactly what it was and she told me it was alien tech. A gift 
from the Arr7. If the Skrav, Trepp, or any other hostile species ever boarded 
and we needed a quick fix of adrenaline or someone needed a way to stop 
from bleeding they just stick their hand inside. Four needles would inject 
your body with parasites. They would act the way blood cells do against 
disease, only better, stronger. They would mend wounds quicker clotting 
them instantly. The parasites would speed up your heartbeat and give you a 
boost when fighting; that is unless you die of a heart attack during the 
process. Few like to test it. “After about a day or so the parasites die off, come 
out in the bath I heard,” she said brushing her hair from her eyes. She went 
on to tell me about a few rare cases they lay eggs and hatch and kill the host 
in a slow agonizing death. I couldn’t tell if she was trying to frighten me or if 
that was just the dark truth. Everyone on the Erbeus seemed a bit morbid. 

I had 
finally arrived at Balkava’s door. It was an office that doubled as a 
command’s quarters. When I opened the panel I felt something bite me. I was 
injected with something and the room quickly began to spin. It was like I was 
being lifted up into the air and off my feet. My insides began to turn and my 
chest tightened. My arms and legs became numb and the next thing I knew I 
was in and out of consciousness inside a white room. Balkava sat next to me 
in a cair. 

“I’m sorry,” Balkava said. I wasn’t sure what the apology had been for I 
was too distracted by how sick my body felt. All of a sudden the vision from 
right to left faded black. I could only see still images ahead of me. Tunnel 
vision. 

I was drowning, or at the very least I felt like I was drowning. I felt as if 
my body was completely submerged in water. My vision came back but it was 
all a blur. My lungs felt like they were filling with fluid and then there was 
nothing. I couldn’t feel. It was dark and I could no longer feel myself 
breathing. No longer could I feel my heart beating. My senses had abandoned 
me. ‘I’m dead,’ I thought. All that running on Errikus and killed by my own 
kind. ‘That bastard Balkava killed me’. I was still able to think, still forming 
words and sentences in my head. Was this hell? Purgatory? I was alone in the 
abyss with nothing but my own mortal thoughts to give me solace. 

A few minutes of darkness passed. I kept thinking over and over, ‘I’m in 
hell.’ I opened my eyes. I was lying with my head back on a pillow. I could 
see sunlight shining through a window. I still couldn’t move my body. My 
eyelids blinked without my command. Once. Then twice. I had no control. It 
felt like I was waking up but I was still paralyzed. Then my body moved 
without my consent. A hand that was no my own reached up and touched my 
face brushing away the sleep. The sunlight hit my eyes, blinding me. I wanted 
to shut them but I couldn’t. My body lifted under the sheet and more of it 
shined through. The next thing I knew I was standing up. It wasn’t my body. 

The room was white and the walls barren aside form a few paintings. 
There was a desk sitting in the corner holding nothing but a small square 
screen. I walked towards a door and watched helpless as I began to undress. I 
couldn’t believe it. I was watching myself undress but it wasn’t me. I couldn’t 
move, I couldn’t command my body, this body, my hosts body to do anything. 
I was trapped in someone else. I could feel everything they felt but they had 
no idea I was there at all. I was screaming in my head but no one could hear 
me. I was alone in my thoughts watching through someone else’s eyes and 
then the darkness returned. 

Sparks of sensation 
flashed in. For a moment I thought I could feel my 
‘real’ body shake as if I was having a seizure. I felt my arms tense for a 
moment. The moment passed and I was back in the flood. My lungs began to 
breathe again and then they stopped. I was drowning faster then before. 

My eyes were not shut. Instead I was a boy sitting at a table resting on a 
beach. The sun was overhead. Far brighter then the sun on Errikus. A red 
ballon was tied around my little wrist. I must have been nine, maybe ten years 
old surrounded by the strangest things I had ever seen. The table was 
covered in wrapped boxes, food, and even more balloons. There were dozens 
of other kids alongside me. Some were the same age and others older - all of 
them laughing and smiling. I felt happy, euphoric. My eyes blinked 
involuntarily. Another image washed in. It felt wrong. I still couldn’t move or 
feel my body but I could see the world around me. I could only watch 
helplessly as I moved through it. 

I can feel my heart beat. I feel like I can just about move my hand. I feel 
like I’m being held down, choked even. I can smell copper and metal plating. 
There is a stench of sweat in the air, the smell of the wounded, bleeding, and 
dying. 

Another 
flash, another drowning.

I’m holding a gun. I can barely tell underneath the length of my sleeve 
how thin my arms are. I know I am starving because I feel the gnawing, the 
intense hunger. I can’t see clearly. My host’s vision is blurred. I’m holding the 
gun out in front of me, staring down at a man I do not know. The stranger is 
well dressed in business attire. It’s like something I watched in a movie. The 
helpless stranger begs for his life. “Please stop! Please I’ll give you whatever 
you want! Take my money, my car, take anything you want,” he pleads for his 
life. I can feel rain against my skin. I hold out the gun and take a deep breath. 

Unrelenting Tasks
‘Why can’t I stop this?’
 I pull the trigger. There is a wide bust of blood 
that sprays from the back of his head. The man’s body lays out bleeding 
before me. He isn’t dead. He is continuing to beg. I (no, not me but whatever 
demon whose eyes I am borrowing) reach down and grabs the man’s wallet. 
There is only a few dollars in it. Nothing more, just enough for a one night 
fix. In frustration the demon tosses the wallet down on the ground. Minutes 
pass, the demon I inhabit doesn’t bother covering up the corpse or go for 
help. He just watches as the man bleeds out finally passing his last breath.

I wake up in my room and I am naked. Covered only by a white sheet. I 
can feel my body but it feels broken. My arms feel numb and my legs feel like 
I have been running for hours. There is a foul smell in the stale air. There is a 
cup of water sitting on a grey table next to my bed. I immediately reach for it. 
I almost smile, relieved that my body is listening to the commands my mind 
sends out. My throat feels like I have been inhaling fire. My gums hurt. I feel 
like my teeth haven’t been brushed in a week. The water hits my tongue but it 
doesn’t taste like water. It tastes sweet like tea. I drink it fast, too fast and 
begin to choke. I clear my throat and keep drinking and finish the entire thing 
before I even realize it. It does nothing to quench my thirst. I feel dehydrated, 
dizzy. I fall back into my bed and fall asleep. 

I wake up again in the white room. How many times now, three, maybe 
four. I feel like I’m being tortured. I lost track of time. Every moment seems 
to blend into the next. I a father, a mother, a child. I am a soldier, a warrior, a 
doctor. I am a beggar, a CEO, a banker. I am living in a house. I am staring at 
a mirror. I am driving in a desert. Time blends. There is nothing important 
and nothing in particular to focus on. I am drowning, watching the lives of 
strangers flash before my eyes. How many now? Hundred? More?

I’m standing in combat armor holding an M44. This feels more recent. 
I’m not alone. Other soldiers dressed in simlar garb surround me. We are 
doing survelliance through an alien ship. Something appraches. It doesn’t rely 
on sight to see. A giant spider like limb stretches out from the darkness. Then 
another. Both limbs reach out grabbing the soldier next to me right out of his 
boots. We fire our weapons but nothing happens. Then I see the monsters 
tusk. There is blood all over my suit. There is blood all over the ground. I 
must be hurt. The monster grabs me and pulls me closer to its face and looks 
me directly in the eyes. It is an antliod. The vision ends. I’m floating through 
the darkness again trapped in my own thoughts. Is this what it means to be a 
‘user’?

A week passes. I’m sitting in the chair in the white room. I can feel my 
body again. I never realized how much I would love to get my senses back. 
Slowly I start to feel like myself again. “Mental conditioning is almost 
complete,” I hear a voice say. A black veil is covering my eyes but I can still 
see the silhouette of several figures surrounding me. “Has he seen a Skrav 
yet?” another voice asks, “No but we suspect he will soon. He’s already had 
more then a dozen visions. A few we are sure come from the future. I doubt 
he will be able to tell us anything but who knows? Maybe it won’t all be a 
blur even if he doesn’t survive the next few days.” The voices continue to talk. 
‘Survive the next few days?’ Am I going to die like this? Are we, ‘users’ 
nothing but cattle. No this is just training, they are getting my body use to 
what it takes, if this kills me I was never going to survive anyway. I will 
survive. I wish I could cut them out. I don’t recognize any of the voices. They 
seem to only grow more and more distant. I can’t take anymore. I’m not 
seeing what they want me to see. Much of the rest of my week is nothing but 
the same and then I see a Skrav.  



Memoria

My name is Devon Cross (well, at the very least that is my host’s name but 
my real name is obviously not Devon Cross - I am Sev, a user, a soldier serving 
under orders to peer into the past as humanity struggles to survive) I am a 
commanding officer in the Terran Military, the military branch of the Hegemony 
and it is my job to protect the citizens of Earth, Mars, Deimos, Phobos, Europa, 
Pluto, and all the colonies of the Sol System from the alien force known as the 
Skrav. Why? Simple… they would see us die. We have no choice but to fight if 
we want to survive. The galaxy is a dangerous place.

We just devastated an entire fleet. Hundreds of Skrav ships destroyed in 
an instant. Nice way to introduce ourselves. First contact is always a bitch. 
It only took a day for me to make up my mind, I resigned my position as 
an officer and re-enlisted as a soldier. In spite of a lingering hangover and 
high I volunteered to lead Alpha Squad, a group of Terran Marines to do a 
head on attack against one of the few Skrav daggers (a nickname we gave the 
Skrav ships based on their looks) that didn’t totally burn up in our first 
offensive. We nicknamed the Skrav crash site “Hastur”. It only took two 
hours before I was in my gear sitting in a drop ship ready to be deployed. 

Our starship, the New Hope (should have been called ‘Jaws’ if you ask 
me; it looked like  dark gray metal shark tooth) tore through the man-made 
atmosphere on Deimos, a colony we only recently terraformed. I get the call 
and begin running down the hallways of the ship grabbing my prototype M17 
and checking my suit. The military sees this as a great opportunity to test 
some new, more experimental weapons. Every Skrav we find living or dead is 
a corpse to test our technology on. We were also told to take no prisoners. 
Not like we could talk to them anyway. The M17 is an energy/projectile 
weapon that runs of electric and kinetic impulses. The more it fires the 
stronger it becomes. I grab the latest in military protection, black body armor 
and a gun that resembles an old world chain saw. Others in my unit carry 
much the same gear all of us well armed with a vast assortment of automatic 
weaponry. M16s, sniper rifles, rocket launchers, etc… all set and at the ready 
to be used. Each of us also has a silver magnum at our hip. 

My anxiousness makes me fumble. I tend to get a little clumsy before a 
big game but I am all action once they let us play. I trip going into the hangar 
but my second in command, Lieutenant Chev grabs me. “Not getting too old 
are you Cross?” I wanted to tell him I was, I wanted to turn back. I wanted to 
scream, I have seen too much blood and I want to give up on war, this is 
pointless, this is meaningless and I can’t go on but I knew otherwise. I knew 
why it was that I had enlisted my services. The Skrav wanted to kill us, all of 
us. I had the necessary skills needed to protect the human race, protect the 
ones I care about and love. “Never too old lieutenant to kill some Skravs,” I 
answer with a grin. In spite of myself and my own insecurities I get myself 
situated inside the skiff we are going to ride down to the surface. The skiff 
looks like a small silver platoon boat with a metal shell covering the sides. It 
holds seven troops. This feels familiar, kinda like D-Day but we are hoping 
all the Germans will be dead. 

Within moments we are ready for take-off. All the soldiers in the unit are 
fastened in their seats. Some are looking off at the wall. Some are whispering 
low, grumbled prayers. Some are trying to control their breathing. Each of us 
do whatever we can to focus and get our heads ready as we make our big 
play. All of us are scared. We are the first to face an enemy we know little to 
nothing about. 

There is a slight jerk. We could feel the ship steady itself as it began to 
rise from the cargo launch bay. The bottom of the skiff floats several feet off 
the hangar floor and moved towards the open bay doors. I could count the 
seconds before it clears the bay,. One. Two. Three. We are approximately two 
feet out from the ship. Sweat pools down soldier’s faces, especially the 
newbies. Fresh meat. No question about it. It hovers for ten seconds in midair 
before we begin our descent dropping straight down. The descent is quick, 
instantly turning the stomach to knots. You immediately feel the air pressure 
drop and breathing becomes almost unendurable. You feel your ears pop and 
the world around you goes quiet. Anything wrong with the skiff then you are 
dead. Our lives are in technologies hands. Depending how far you are seated 
up front you can’t even hear the roar of the engine over the roar of the fall. 
When that first breath of air leaves your lungs you feel like you are choking. 
Many expel hacking coughing trying to suck the air back up. Its best to just 
let it go. Others swallow their tongue choking on it. The captain steadies the 
skiff and glides us towards the Skrav. A few of the newbies pass out. 

“What do you think they will look like?” Justin asks me, He was one of 
the newbies that didn’t pass out. “Intel says they will look like bugs. Didn’t 
you do your homework?” I replied. The recruit shrugged, “I thought the 
mines were a sure thing,” he says. The mines were a sure thing, which is why 
our mission is to explore the destruction and kill anything that’s still 
breathing. “The only thing for sure is one day we all die, aside from that 
nothing is for sure… and if I’ going to die brining down some alien scum is 
one surefire way to go about doing it,” Chev chimed in. “We think they are 
going to look like bugs but for all we really know they could look like Teddy 
bears, soft cuddly Teddy bears,  hell they may look like something far worst… 
they could look like us,” Chev added. I look at both Chev and Justin and take 
a deep breath. What did I just sign up for? 

“They are bugs,” I said, “as tall as humans but still bugs and what do you 
do when bugs infest your home,” I raised my eyebrow towards Chev, “you 
bomb them, call an exterminator and wipe them out!”

We were halfway to the rally point. We could see the ruins of the Skrav 
ships. It looked like a pile of spires stretching out across the sky, dragged like 
a dagger across the sky. Silent like a corpse. No human had witnessed 
anything like this before. We made first contact and we were ready to kill. 
The shadow of Mars was behind us and the light of the monring sun was 
rising. 

Just a few miles out the Skrav ships 
filled the horizon. Breaking away 
our skiff landed straight into the dirt. Three of my men were killed including 
Justin. Poor kid, another volunteer and a pilot. In the distance a mushroom 
cloud hung out over where the Skrav ship use to be. They had activated a 
self-destruct. 

“Who the hell blows up their own damn ship!” Chev yelled out. Half of 
the volunteers were already too close to the Skrav ship to be saved. The rest 
of us were stuck on the ground waiting for our weapons and gear to reboot 
from the blast’s EMP. This was the first time I saw a Skrav. The rose up from 
the ground. The must have buried themselves right after the crash. They were 
waiting for us, trapping us. Some were a foot taller then us but for the most 
part it seemed they were around our own height. Their armor was black and 
grey full of solid silver edges that outlined their chests, knees, and elbows. 
The armor covered their hand that varied from four to five fingers. They were 
bony, pointed like tortoise claws. Their helmets were pointed at the front with 
two sharp points flowing outward were the mouths should have been. They 
had two round spaces poking out where their eyes would, same place our 
eyes were. It seemed possible we could have worn armor similar to theirs. 
Our two species weren’t too different form one another at least in this 
context. 

We were ambushed. Waiting for our weapons to reboot we dug in and 
took cover behind the broken marred skiff parts not buried in the ground. 
Lucky for us the Skrav weapons were also affected. Realizing this we 
watched as they came for us with only their strength. Two of my men were 
choked to death. Chev managed to use his speed and not get caught. I was 
lucky. I should have been dead but my prototype M17 rebooted faster then 
anyone else’s weapons. I was able to fire point blank upward at the Skrav 
who’s hands were wrapped around my neck. The blast tore through the 
stomach of his armor and past two smaller claw like arms and into its gut. 
Black blood poured out. ‘They bleed like bugs’ I thought aloud to myself. 

I wish I could have shut my eyes. I watched as Devon Cross made 
first 
contact. First ground kill. He sprayed bullets like wildfire into and around 
every Skrav in sight. Thirty seconds a voice came over the COM issuing a 
retreat. Orders to fallback to a rally point under New Hope’s instructions fall 
on deaf ears as another voice comes through not a moment after. It is the 
voice of a female soldier and leader of another squad posted up a few 
hundred yards away near another crash site. A cry for help. At about forty 
seconds Chev’s gun reboots and he along with another newbie were running 
towards an open shaft leading underground taking the fight back to the 
Skrav. 

Entering the darkness of the mine a 
flashlight at the end of the M17 
comes on automatically. Chev follows behind as we jog at a steady pace for 
ten, maybe twenty minutes. The mine walls were light brown and stripped 
bare. Resources mined to terraform the moon. Taking point we find the 
female soldier. I wish I could recall her name, and her squad what is left of 
them. Of seven only four of them had survived. “Better then our three,” ICross said. 

“We didn’t think anyone was going to come, we heard the retreat right 
before we sent our message. What the hell happened?” she asked. “They 
surprised us. I guess no one saw this coming,” I-Cross replied. Chev shrugged 
his shoulders. “Maybe they didn’t. Won’t know until the bullets start flying, 
maybe this is suppose to happen.” We agreed to head deeper into the mine 
hoping we could find some answers, maybe an escape close to the New Hope. 
We were wrong, very wrong. We proceeded in the wrong direction. The walls 
of the cave were widening. We should have known better but we didn’t. We 
were lost in a maze. My light flickered. If there was ever a reason for humans 
to be afraid of the dark this was it. 

Chev checked the GPS on his wrist to make sure we were going in the 
right direction. It glowed green. Five white dots blip on the screen. Zooms 
out and two silver pulses appear that represent us while another, a giant white 
star appears to show us the location of our rally point and the location of the 
New Hope. I looked over Chev and read the ordinance. We were three miles 
away. When we fought the Skrav earlier the entire GPS flickered red. We 
wrote it off as a glitch because of the reboot or maybe some kind of 
interference. We weren’t even sure if the Skrav would show up on our radar 
or not. After all it wasn’t like we had a way to test the technology on an 
unknown alien species.  

Chev took point. He had adjusted his light to shine over a wider area. 
Mine and everyone else’s was more focused and could reach out further. It 
was my light that startled the beast. If I didn’t see it with my own eyes, I 
would not have believed it. I was thankful for once that our suits had micro 
cameras recording everything that happened. We were attacked by what 
would later be known as an Eel. 

Named after the eels in the oceans of Earth, the name was chosen for 
this creature by the soldiers rather then scientists (who probably would have 
called it something strange like wormus-ellipicus) hidden way in labs and 
bases. The name was chosen because the alien creature looked like just that… 
a giant eel. It was grey with small glowing blue veins, two giant white eyes 
and sharp pointed teeth.  - The Eel was a native of the Myra, at least that was 
the world they originated on. We would learn this from ciphering data 
recovered from another Skrav ship who’s wreckage and bodies were 
recovered in ruins in orbit around Earth. Myra itself was a planet conquered 
by the Skrav. From what we learned, the Myra were once very similar to us 
in their way of life. Their world was full of humanoids who had integrated 
their technology with the environment and eco-system of the planet. The Eels 
were genetically altered weapons of destruction the Skrav had created from a 
species of wildlife on that planet. How or why we had no idea, but we did 
learn how they controlled it. They used pheromones. The Skrav wiped out 
the Myra hundreds of years ago and had integrated their technology for their 
own. 

My light had startled the beast but it was Chev the Eel went after 
first. 
No sooner was it right in front of him as Chev squeezed off round after round 
into its gaping jaw. Blood stained its teeth. The bullets from Chev’s antique 
M16 ripped through its left eye socket. The creature was blinded. We ran and 
ducked behind some old mining equipment that littered the area. Wood 
planes, boxes, things of that sort were scattered about alongside drills, rock 
crushers, and cranes that stood thirty feet high rusted and forgotten. We soon 
found ourselves climbing the crane in an attempt to escape the creature as it 
attacked the ground like a feral child. The rusted equipment in the mine had 
become our Alamo. 

The Eel slithered down the dark mining tunnel, shook in the dirt and 
began wailing with a sound that could only be compared to that of a myth, we 
called it the ‘wail of a banshee’. It threw up more and more mud as it thrashed 
around looking for us, seeking its revenge. At this point we had already 
climbed half way up the side walls of the crane, doing anything we could to 
evade our aggressor. We were covering a lot of ground as quick as we could 
and in a matter of seconds Chev and I were already three quarters of the way 
to the top with the female squad leader and her teammates trailing close 
behind us. We had planned to reach the top and unload our grenades, bullets, 
anything and everything we had at the creature. Unfortunately we weren’t 
fast enough. 

The Eel wrapped itself around the bottom of the crane and worked its 
way up the tunnel like an anaconda strangling its prey. It picked off the last 
soldier in line nearly swallowing him whole. The soldier couldn’t have been 
more then twenty years old; too young for this kind of fight and too young to 
die like that. The Eel carried what was left of him to the ground and 
disappeared below the soil surface.

I had been in many battles. FIghting secret wars between colonies 
against terrorists, pirates, and corporate greed. I had been a soldier (ICross 
had been a soldier) for a long time. This wasn’t the first time I watched a man 
die and it wouldn’t be the last but no matter what, every single time I had the 
same sick feeling inside my stomach. It was a man’s life, a human’s life that 
had been lost and that was something too horrible to never forget. The Eel 
finished its meal and began its mad dash back towards us from below the 
surface before slithering up the side of the crane. We were close enough to 
the top now to set up an attack. I loaded a grenade into my M17 and fired. 
Hell, I didn’t even take the time to aim. The grenade hit its mark dead center. 
The Eel’s head burst apart and its face looked like a crushed cantaloupe. The 
Eel fell backwards. The other male soldier that was now last in our line had 
the same problem. Falling. Instinctively he lifted his right hand and tried to 
cover his head to absorb the blow of the ground. He would have been fine. A 
fall like that wouldn’t kill someone wearing as much armor as we were but 
only seconds before he would have hit the soil a second Eel snatched him. 
The rest of us pressed our heads against the rusted metal and cringed in pain. 
The ringing in our ears let us know we were going to be deaf for awhile but 
we were comforted by the fact that we were still alive. 

The 
first Eel bled out in pain. It was no longer alive but its body 
squirmed on the ground. We shot it again and again out of spite. The drill 
support began to buckle until finally it a few seconds later it broke. Metal 
scraped metal, parts of the crane simply fell to the ground rusted manacles 
and other like parts broken and forgotten. I hung there for a moment. When 
the dust from the collision settled I saw Chev and the girl were helpless 
buried underneath a pile of twisted metal. I was the only one able to make a 
stand. I dropped to the ground rolling and letting my suit absorb some of the 
blow. I grabbed my gun and fired. The second Eel was now only a few feet 
from us. 

This time I didn’t run! I didn’t hide or climb or turn away. I 
fired until I 
was empty and then reloaded as fast as I could. The Eel stopped short only 
about a meter away from where I stood but it might as well have been inches 
from my body as far as I cared. I had killed it. My only regret was that I 
hadn’t gone head to head with it sooner. I fell to my knees crying. Both Eels 
were dead and it looked like they were the only two that were coming after 
us. Chev crawled his way out of the wreckage and together we were able to 
dig the girl out. She was in a lot of pain. Aside from a few fractured ribs, a 
sprained wrist, and a dislocated shoulder her legs were broken and bleeding. 
I took off my armor and ripped a piece of my pant leg free and using a few of 
the metal lines from the collapsed drill created two stints for her. She gripped 
my forearm like a woman in labor, the pain she was in must have been 
terrible enough to make her want to tear out of her skin. Each time we moved 
her she bucked from it screaming until Chev took out a vile of morphine from 
his backpack and handed it to me. I looked at her and she nodded without 
any hesitation. Quickly I bit off the top tab and plunged the needle into her 
leg just above her knee and squeezed. She let out one more scream as the 
tube compressed and expelled the liquid drop into her veins as I pressed my 
thumb from top to center. Her eyes became glossy and immediately she began 
to drift away to a pain-free paradise. As for her shoulder I didn’t think to try 
and set it. You see in movies some soldier with no medical care can just 
miraculously become an expert in bone setting, one twist here and a jerk 
there and walla the dislocated bone falls back into place. Sorry but not here.. 
Dislocated shoulder and broken leg or not we had no choice but to carry her 
the rest of the way. 

The exo-suits we were wearing weighed over 75Ibs. Metal brackets and 
springs reinforced our armor so that it would help us carry all that extra 
weight but it was always difficult carrying someone else. Even without her 
armor she weighed at least 140Ibs. After going deeper into the tunnel we had 
to stop. Truth was we needed a break, our muscles were sore and we were 
going to pass out from exhaustion at the rate we were moving. I used that 
time to glue her torn flesh together and she stared silently at me giving me a 
face I will never forget. “Chev take her right side and be easy, on my count 
we lift… one, two, three!” I said as Chev and I lifted simultaneously moving 
the woman into the upright position. She gave out a horrid grunt as her teeth 
mashed together like a bear trap. Her eyes were shut tight as a sneer from the 
pain. “I know it hurts. I know it hurts really bad but you’ll be ok,” I-Cross 
Assured her, 

“I have given birth to two children…” she blinked, “no medicine either. 
All natural and that is nothing compared to this,” she said as Chev and I 
continued to support her weight with our exo-suits. 

“Tell me more about your family,” I said hoping that I could make her 
mind think about something other than the pain she was in. 

“Luke and Mark.”

“Brothers? How far apart?” 

“Twins actually,” she smiled. 

“How old?”

“Four years last month.”

“Aren’t you lucky,” I said. 

“I have a three year old named John,” I-Cross said. 

“I want to see them again. I…” her words broke off and tears began to 
brim in her eyes. 

“None of that now, we are not going to die here. We will see our families 
soon!” 

We reached the end of the tunnel not a moment too soon. A working 
skiff waited for us at the exit. Command had heard everything that had 
happened monitoring our COM while we were inside the mines. They had 
sent a team of five including two medics to escort and help us make a safe 
return. They had even dropped EXO-mech suits on the ground for us. The 
EXO-mech suits were drone mechs we could control from either far away or 
manually if a pilot was inside (also helped if the signal became compromised). 
They were the perfect weapon for dealing with crowds or massacring alien 
pests in high numbers. Someone higher up had known me, Devon Cross too 
well, and knew that I liked my toys. They knew I had no intention of going 
back and neither did Chev. We put the girl on the skiff and ordered her back 
to the New Hope. Her only mission now was to reunite with her twins. The 
camera she had on her suit and the encounter with the Eel made her a huge 
priority as far as intelligence was concerned so I knew she would be in safe 
hands. Immediately the medics set her leg. It was amazing how fast they did 
it, they did after all have the proper training. The med-evac skiff was kicking 
up grains of dust as the engines made a flopping sound above our heads. 

“Feel better now?” I said smiling at the woman. 

“Clara. My name is Clara,” she said. I placed my hand on Clara’s arm to 
soothe her and she smiled and gave two slow blinks in assurance that 
everything was alright. 

“Ok, Clara, you are going home to Luke and Mark. That’s worth the 
fight, you did great out there,” I said as she took my hand and clenched it 
then patted her chest just above her heart. “It is always worth the fight, just 
for the sake of being alive,” she smiled brighter then before. I wondered if the 
morphine was making her feel a little too relaxed. A minute later the skiff was 
ready for take off and the two of us parted ways. I realized then that after all 
that happened between us I had never given her my name. Not that it 
mattered. We were brother and sister out here and the any one of us would 
have done the same. I’m nothing but an old man with a gun. 

Evac
Chev and I had become key players in the battle for Deimos. We could 
have easily been released from active duty and shipped away on that skiff but 
command already knew that the two of us would choose to fight.  As a gift 
they sent down two military grade mech suits. The medics patched up our 
ears and we were ready to move forward with our new mission - eradicate a 
Skrav codenamed ‘Scar’. 

We gathered ourselves together and began to look at our intel. ‘Scar’ was 
located four miles away outside the ruins of an old Deimos city that had been 
abandoned. With the EXO-meches with us this would be a walk in the park. 
At least it should have been…

Murphy’s law. Nothing is ever just a walk in the park. Over the 
first hill 
we hit more trouble then we bargained for. Scar, as it turns out was the leader 
behind a the Skrav remnant. He was the one that self-destructed the ship and 
planned the traps that had cost the lives of most of our soldiers on the front. 
Scar was tactical. Scientists believed he was somehow sending signals to all 
the surviving Skrav, either via their suits or some kind of telepathy. Either 
way he was the leader and he had to be cut down. Our EXOs were rigged to 
kill. Two ten foot tall suits of iron with two rocket launchers each on each 
shoulder and two mini guns that made up the arms. All we had to do was 
stand inside, in our safety harness and be ready to steer should the automated 
commands we had programed become lost. Three miles in that was exactly 
what happened. Murphy’s law, what can happen will happen or rather when 
something can go wrong it will. 

Call it what you want this was a bad day to be on Deimos. Chev and I 
manually took control of our EXOs and continued tearing a path ahead of us 
for a secondary squad to follow. The Skrav forces were trying to set up 
turrets inside the ruined buildings but they meant nothing after we took out 
the structure’s support beams. It took us three hours to make our way to Scar. 
He saw us coming from a mile away. He didn’t run. He didn’t fight either. 
When we were close enough to see him he pointed his arm out towards us 
holding a long sharp sword like weapon. Thirty, maybe forty Skrav ran at us. 
We let it rip! Bullets tore through them like confetti. Shell casings littered the 
ground beneath our feet. We formed our line and gunned them down. When 
we were done we looked back and saw Scar standing before us dead on his 
knees, impaled by his own blade. He had killed himself. It was the kind of 
sacrifice you use to see in feudal Japan. Seppuku. Every moment they 
seemed more like us then we gave them credit. 

The sky was still just as black as it ever was. 
A mushroom cloud formed above us; the ground was littered and stained with 
the blood and bodies of our enemies. This was our first contact with alien life 
and we murdered them all. Humanity had declared its place in the universe. 
We hunted any surviving Skrav down, any left anywhere in the system were 
tracked and killed on site. Deimos had become a graveyard and in years to 
come it would become a memorial dedicated to our fallen brothers and sisters. 

We quickly learned that even though we had indirectly murdered Scar 
that we were really just cutting off the head of a hydra. Scar was no leader; 
there was no Skrav leader. The few that had escaped their ships fled and went 
into hiding, feral monsters caught in the sewers. Others attacked in smaller 
and smaller waves. After ten years they were written off as nothing more than 
childhood nightmares. We had become legends, historical figures from a great 
crusade. The largest and most important war humanity had ever fought and it 
only lasted a little more than a day. 

“Did you know that Deimos is the Greek word for terror?” 
I could not make out who was speaking. Someone in the shadows sat 
monitoring my vitals. He was telling me more of our history and I was too 
eager to listen. “The Battle of Memoria that was what they called it.” I had 
known this part of our history. Terror had scarred humanity and changed our 
species forever. The Deimos would become a word synonymous with 
mankind. No longer alone in the universe. We had enemies, and the Skrav we 
fought that day were only a small fraction of their force. The blood that was 
spilled was insignificant compared to the day we let them destroy the sun, the 
day the Erebus and two other ships left billions to die.


Hand that Feeds

- Sev - 

“Sev? Sev?” At first I thought it was Aira. It wasn't. 
I was in a daze. A soft gentle hand removed the visor that was covering my 
eyes. Her arms were scared and she was thin. Then I saw her. A scar ran 
from the top of her forehead down across the entire left side of her face.  
Balkava was a woman. She was a few years older than me. The person I had 
seen before was a doctor and nothing more. She leaned over and was sitting 
right in front of me. For a moment she looked so beautiful but if only for a 
moment…

“Sev... what do you know about the Skrav?” It was a simple question. I 
should have given it a simple answer. I should have said they are the enemy. 
Instead I leapt from my chair and attacked her. My arm was around her neck. 
The doctor grabbed me and as quickly as I had jumped up I was forced down 
on the ground with a needle plunged into the left side of my arm. I felt tears 
roll down my eyes as images of what I had just seen flashed before my eyes. 

“For hundreds of years the human race has been waging war across the 
galaxy across hundreds of worlds.” I balked. I was rabid. “It was the Skrav 
that destroyed the Earth’s sun and ended the billions of lives within the Sol 
System. The Skrav destroy and enslave! That is their way! They have no 
leaders aside from their own tormented pride. If we kill the ones in charge a 
second immediately reacts and comes to take its place. There are no elections, 
no kings and no queens! The Skrav are not a monarchy or a republic! Instead 
they act fueled by a hive mind! They have bred the fear of death out of 
themselves. Savages. Monsters. Four armed beasts. They are a collective 
consciousness that communicate to each other through various means such as 
body language, smell, and hate!”

“Some even say they are telepathic.” I hear someone say. I feel the 
tranquilizer take hold.

“Get off me! Get...”
“Ok...he’s sedated, at least enough to cooperate. Let’s get him back and the 
examination bench.” I felt my body rise. I could talk and my sensor nerves 
were prime, but I could do nothing more.

“Now, Mr. Colona...let us begins again. Tell us more about the skarv.”
“Their ships are very human by design. They need oxygen to survive, just like 
we do. They use a cross between metal alloys and organics for their hulls and 
electronics. When they go to war they wear battle armor that covers their 
entire body, including two smaller arms that they have on their stomachs or 
what we think could be their stomachs. Their faces are split at the front and 
instead of teeth they use acid to dissolve their food into nutrients. The Skrav 
do, however have teeth. Behind the skin covers what would be their lips. 
They run up the bottom of their face from their chin to where their nasal 
passageway is. There is a set of sharp shark like teeth that they can use to 
break through rock. They have two eyes that are usually either solid black or 
solid white. Those that study the Skrav believe that this is a difference in 
gender though no one is really sure if they have a gender at all...

....No one knows why the Skrav are at war with the humans. It is possible 
that the Skrav were once a Tier III civilization that eventually collapsed, 
turning savage and brutal. It is believed that they were fighting wars amongst 
themselves until they found mankind to fight against. It could be the Skrav 
see other races as inferior or they don’t even acknowledge them at all.” I 
paused, then continued.

“Skrav technology is easy to reverse. Their starship uses an immersion core to 
create a rift in the universe, allowing the ship to physically enter the immer. 
This is where we got our technology. It also eliminates the need for time 
dilation as time in the immer moves at a different pace than time outside the 
immer. Imagine being able to walk through walls. I guess it’s safe to assume 
you know this already. We are traveling in the immer now... Their weapons 
are also very earthlike. They use rifles that resemble carbines and blades that 
resemble Persian swords. Their rifles shoot an assortment of ammo types 
such as projectile, laser, even sound. The Skrav seem to experiment with 
different types of strategies. They never use the same tactics twice.” I felt like 
I couldn't control my tongue. I spat out everything I knew about the Skrav 
and our war without hesitation. 

"I’ve seen this for myself," Balkava said. “This could be seen when the 
first 
invasion against humanity involved them sending a platoon of warships that 
resembled daggers across our star system.”

“Yes.” I cut in. “But when that failed, they used stealth to turn our sun against 
us. They have also been seen dropping asteroids, even crashing entire planets 
together to create world-ending results. The Skrav are responsible for more 
than half of the deaths in the Milky Way Galaxy. It is possible that their 
empire has even set up colonies in the M33 Galaxy and the outer rim of the 
Andromeda Galaxy but we have no way to prove this. The Skrav have a 
reproductive system similar to humans. When cut open, the Skrav’s body is 
filled with tiny bones that are stronger and denser than human bones. It is 
believed that the Skrav home world would have gravitational pulls two or 
three times stronger than Earth’s. Their skin is similar to human skin too 
except that it is ten times as thick and almost constantly, wet creating a slimy 
residue. This information leads us to believe," I paused, "we believe Skrav’s 
came from a super Earth, or a planet similar to Earth but much larger.” Just 
then I felt my body lift again from the table and shift. I was tied to a chair 
now and bleeding from the nose. I was getting a lesson I had already had 
back on Errikus. I had seen the destruction of their fleet and I had seen a 
battle few users ever witness. They had been listening to me while I used the 
nexus, watching me and taking notes as I performed for the first time. 

“Why do they hate us.” The Doctor asked.
“We don’t know.” My wrist was aching and the rope felt like it was biting 
deeper into my skin. Why do we hate anyone we don’t like. We’re all human; 
we’re all made from the same small pieces of matter existing in one place and 
then the next. We all live, sleep, die yet we always found a way to fight each 
other.” I didn’t move or speak. I hated her for putting me through this. I was 
fantasizing about the idea Skrav eating her heart. I even imagined Scar 
bursting through the door and slamming his sword into her chest. We are 
violent. We are both monsters. “We do know that they have the ability to use 
the Nexus as well, “ I said.

“Ok. We’re going to untie your body now and you’re going to come with me. 
There is something I want you to see,” Balkava said. She took out a knife and 
cut the small ties that bonded me to the chair. Immediately I felt release. 

When the sedative 
finally wore off, we walked out of the white room and past 
several human guards holding carbines. Balkava said something to them each 
time she passed by.

“A few years ago we had a shifter on board. It looked human, talked human, 
even smelled human but it was a Skrav inside. They started experimenting 
with shape shifting techniques. They would graft limbs from dead humans to 
their own torsos and cover their faces with human skin. They were made up 
of cybernetic parts mostly so they could make the mouth move. They were 
more machine then Skrav or human.” She leaned in close. ‘Now we have a 
code that we say to each other and,” I listened while a part of me didn’t really 
care. I was so angry. “There is more at stake then you will ever know Sev. We 
are at war and that means we can’t always do what we want to do or be with 
the ones we want to be with.” Her words cut me like a knife straight into to 
the heart. I’m sure by now they had every piece of information about my life 
they could scavenge from Errikus. I think the leviathan had left the library in 
tact so there was, at the very least a public record full of any and all records 
of everything in my life, celebrations and funerals. That list must have 
included Dom’s passing. That meant she would know how close Aira, 
Hayden, Dom, and I were. I began to wonder how everyone was doing. She 
had said we were already in the immer before I could even ask…

“How long have I been out,” I asked.
“Three weeks,” she said. I couldn’t believe it. I was three weeks under. They 
must have been keeping me alive with fluids, pumping them straight into my 
body.

“And before you ask, all your friends are 
fine.” Balkava exclaimed. How did 
she know that’s what I was thinking? Her answer made me feel like she could 
read my mind or was I just that transparent? We continued to walk down the 
corridor and ended up in a part of the ship I didn't recognized - not that it 
took much. We must have walked for nearly an hour. It was dark. The air 
was even more stale then it had been before. This was my grand tour of the 
ship. First the hangar, then the Nexus, and now the prison cells.

Balkava motioned for me to stand back while she spoke with a few 
guards. They talked briefly. Finally they opened up a large bulkhead door 
and Balkava and I walked inside. There on a chair sat the Trepp, one of the 
few alien races the Skrav kept alive. They were slaves of course but to some 
that was better than extinction. “His name is Malekai’Ryn. We have been 
interrogating him since before we left Errikus. He is a part of a group of 
Trepp that engaged in a skirmish with the Tritan. They were also the ones 
responsible for getting the attention of the leviathan that destroyed Errikus. It 
wasn’t an accident. We just have no idea how they did it.” I looked at the 
Trepp and felt more pity then disgust. Wasn’t he only doing what his species 
is forced to do, much like we are? It’s not like we stayed on Errikus to help 
any of the Eek, Pok, Myra, or Arr7 survivors out.

“Just give me one more day.” A voice cried out from behind us. It was 
a soldier named Bloch. He was the head of interrogation. It wasn’t very often 
we captured a Trepp alive and it was even more rare that we would ever 
caught a Skrav.

“We’ve given you all the time we can spare. All we have is nothing,” 
Two men in admiral suits shouted. Balkava intervened. She eased the 
enforcers down and began speaking some low, inaudible words. I didn’t 
realize it before but the room we were in was actually an airlock. I began to 
feel sick. The idea of being sucked out into space gave me nightmares. It was 
one of my biggest fears. As a small child I would dream we were being 
attacked. Hulls above and below me blowing apart until finally a Mi-Go 
would appear. I sometimes wonder where I learned of such beasts. I was 
never sure if it was a monster from an old folktale or something more but it 
would wrap it’s arms around me and with its pink crab like claws, it would 
rip open the wall sucking both of us into the blackness of space. I would wake 
up screaming. Now I would never be certain if my dreams were real or 
something I saw in the Nexus. I wasn’t even sure if that was my dream 
anymore or something else. Reality seemed to make little sense anymore. 

“It’s all yours Balkava,” The top interrogator said.
“We do it your way but don’t forget to clean up when you’re done.” 
Bloch said. Balkava come back in the room and handed me her service 
weapon. A small rifle with a fully loaded clip. She then turned and left the 
two of us alone in the room.

“What do your eyes see when they see me,” I asked the Trepp. The 
Trepp spoke the human language perfectly. Unlike the Skrav their species 
had mouths and looked humanoid. Their bodies were bulky and their bones 
protruded from various points of their bodies. It was sick to look at, 
especially their skulls. The bones in their foreheads seem to twist in an 
asymmetrical design. I looked on in horror at its black lips and sharpened 
teeth. It began to speak.

“I see a creature unable to think for itself, a parasite, a parasite that will 
be destroyed by gods.” I listened to his words and assumed that the gods were 
the Skrav. The Trepp must all be brought up to hate humans. There was no 
way there would be peace between our species. There was no way he was 
going to get out of here alive. I shot the Trepp dead. We could have tortured 
it. Believe me I wanted to, simply made its life a living hell until it broke and 
told us everything. By that point it might not have any useful information left. 
Malekai’Ryn, why had we even bothered to get your name? I wonder if he 
had expected his gods, the Skrav to storm our ship while he watched, his 
hands behind his back patiently waiting for them to save him. “Malekai’Ryn... 
may you rest peacefully with your kind. Now you are free.”

Balkava entered the prison chamber. “Did I pass your test?” I asked. 
“You didn’t have to kill him Sev, this wasn’t a test. We just wanted you to see 
the enemy. Talk to the enemy,” she said. I struggled for a moment. My hand 
was shaking as she took the gun away from my side. No, this was war; killing 
Malekai’Ryn was just like killing those ticks – it was just like killing the 
infected ones on Errikus. No matter what Balkava said this was a test to see if 
I could kill the enemy and I passed. Had I not shown enough commitment 
already? There would be no mercy. First they put me through hell giving me 
a crash course on the Nexus and now this. I wasn't going to fall for their mind 
games. I did exactly what they wanted. 

The Trepp was beginning to smell. It had only been dead a few minutes 
but it was already beginning to decay. “What’s next?” I asked. “Nothing. As 
you said, you passed., or rather thought, you passed. You’re a full fledge 
member of the Erebus now. Your orders are to spend a few hours in the 
nexus every few days. When you are not in the nexus I will train you. 
Everything will be ok now,” she said. 

“Did Aira have to go through this same thing?” I asked. 

“No. The Aelita have their own ways of doing things."

“Will I ever be able to speak to her?” She gave me a hard, long look.

“We only communicate with each other when absolutely necessary. I’m 
sorry Sev. You won’t be able to talk to her or anyone onboard the Aelita.”
That was it then. I was now a fullfledged prisoner. My life, my daily routine 
would be planned out for me. I was to be a prisoner to the nexus, to the 
Erebus. I was nothing more than a tool. A slave just like the Trepp. 

Depths

10 YEARS LATER.

“Hayden you stupid bastard, what do you think you are doing!”
“GET YOUR HELMET ON NOW!” We were inside a small two-man 
dropship. A piece of space debris had ripped a hole in our hull. Our space 
suits were meant to take a punch but this was unlike anything either of the 
two of us had ever experienced outside a simulation. The under armor was 
cushioning but the outside armor of our suit was meant for battle so we could 
take a couple of hits as our backs flew against the wall. Why had I 
volunteered for a stupid mission? The Aelita had detected a strange alloy 
floating just ahead of the Erebus outside the immer. We were going to 
investigate. The Erebus would come to a near stop inside the immer while we 
went ahead. We would catch up in less than a day. The elders had insisted 
and since Balkava had become an elder now it meant that I had gone from 
being a pawn to a knight. I was Sev, the orphan from Errikus, Balkava’s best.

“You stupid Drok, you’re going to get me killed,” I yelled. “You’re 
fine Sev, I 
knew you would be quick about it,” Hayden always had an answer for 
everything. "Maybe it should have been me piloting,"I said. "Not on your life, 
I'm the best pilot the Erebus has and you know it," Hayden responded. He 
wasn't but that didn't stop him from running his mouth and I had to agree, he 
was a better pilot then me.  Anytime I wasn’t using the nexus I was with him 
training or in the simulation room playing in some virtual reality world. Other 
times I would just sit alone in my room writing music. One of the few escapes 
I had since becoming a part of the crew.  Aira was always on my mind. I 
didn’t even know if she was still alive. I had grown up since Errikus. I was no 
longer a scrawny scared little child. I was a hundred and eighty pounds of 
muscle. I started growing my hair and shaved it on the sides. It was a look I 
had seen in the nexus and enjoyed. I wonder if she would even recognize me 
now. I was no longer afraid of fighting or killing. I was a human soldier 
fighting a war. I still resented Balkava for the mental conditioning but I 
understood. Throwing me inside the nexus like they did was a necessary evil. 
Day in and day out there was little to do so when we volunteered for this 
mission we looked at it as an escape from our daily routine. Hayden was a 
genius now. The time I spent in the nexus he spent studying astronomy, 
physics, fringe science, even genetics. He was a part of the research team 
working on trying to figure out the location of Eden and what we were 
actually getting ourselves into. We were close now. The Erebus autopilot was 
beginning it’s decent. We were closer then we had ever been and yet we still 
had no idea where we were going. The descent would take years as our 
computer scanned for habitable worlds but it still meant we were closer and 
closer to our endgame. I knew a lot more now then I had when I was 
younger. I had seen through the eyes of over a thousand different people. I 
had seen people make mistakes, make love, make war. I had a much better 
understanding of where I, we had come from. I could make sense of why 
certain things were the way they were. 

Hayden had made me a guitar from some spare parts we had. It was a perfect 
Earth replica. I would play every night, sometimes it would bring me peace, 
other times it would make me hurt. It would remind me of everything I lost 
getting here; my mother, Aira, Dom, all the people on Errikus. That entire 
world was dead now. We picked up a signal not long after our departure. It 
was a cry for help from the ones we left behind. The colony was being 
ravaged by hellbeasts both mature and adolescent. In a few years the 
environment there would be completely inhospitable.

“I don’t now why you worry so much Sev,” Hayden said, “We have this. you 
and me, we’re a team.” And just like that we were patching up the hole. “It 
looks like that alloy is sharper then whatever this ship is made out of. What 
do you think it could be?” I asked. “Doesn’t really matter, we have to turn 
back now if we are going to hook back up with the Erebus, we’re going to 
have to drop a drone and turn around.”

“This is Balkava, blackbird do you hear me?” Balkava’s voice came on the 
comm. Sending signals through the immer in realtime was something we 
managed to perfect fifty-sixty years ago. 

“You can refer to me by name, no need to be formal,” I answered.

“This is a formal mission Sev, it would be best if we act like it, “ she snapped.

“This is Blackbird, what can we do for you?” Hayden snapped back.
“Forget it, just hurry and drop some drones in the area and get back to the 
ship, Balkava out,” and like that she was gone. It was silent aside from my 
breathing inside the helmet.

I could never get over the fact that the Erebus gave the drop ships names. It 
was rumored that the drop ships and transports possessed A.I. cores. It was a 
failsafe put into their design, should anything happen to the crew the ship 
would act as a drone with the mind of a child carrying out whatever it’s last 
task might have been. Beyond that the A.I. cores would have been useless 
unless they were used to spy on us. There wouldn’t be much of a point to that 
though, everything we said and did was recorded and reviewed later by the 
elders. The elders seemed to have all of the control on the ship. We were a 
social society taught that we were all equal but in reality the elders held all 
the power. The elders were survivors though - have to give them some credit. 
Most were veterans from various skirmishes and each and every one of them 
had been awake their whole lives. Together they made up the consul that 
governed us all.

“Last drone is out,” Hayden said.
The drones were rectangular with several rails running down and off their 
sides. Drones could be used to study anything from derelict crafts, the surface 
of a planet, even within the convection zone of a yellow star. They could 
transmit data all the way up till the corona. It was quite a feat. 

“Ready to get out of here? How far away are we from the Erebus anyway?” 
Hayden asked. “We are a few hours away,” I answered. Drop ship, 
transports, even drones were created with small immersion cores and ion 
drives. Drives that would surround an object with a field and tap into the 
energy of the immer. They wouldn’t tear into it like the core of the Erebus but 
they could bend space around them and you still get that sweet faster then 
light travel.

“I was in the nexus once reading about the 
first core test,” I started. “Yeah 
how was that?” Hayden asked.“It was a failure, a scientist was messing 
around bending the laws of physics in his lab and then without any shielding 
or anything forced the atoms in his experimental drive to jump. It created a 
massive crater in the university his lab was in. It would take years before they 
figured out what had actually happened and by then we had already begun 
reverse engineering from the Skrav."

“Hit the switch already, I’m planning to attend a test for new prototype 
carbine tonight,” Hayden said. It amazed me that we were always building 
new weapons. Human’s specialized in finding ways to hunt. I guess that is 
why other species always liked to call us the Ter.

I 
flip the diagnostics switch and begin booting up the ignition. Nothing. 
“Damn thing won’t kick,” I say before I start beating the console with my fist. 
“Calm down just means we need to go boot it manually,” Hayden said, “You 
know we fixed the hull this place should pressurize soon we won’t be stuck in 
these helmets forever.” Hayden only reminded me how much I hated being in 
tight spots. You would think living on a starship half my life I would get over 
that. I could never stop thinking about the open air on Errikus. I could never 
stop thinking how amazing it was to look out over the horizon. I took it for 
granted and now it was gone. Chances were slim to none that I would ever 
see over a horizon again for the rest of my life. The closest we had was a 
simulation. A massive room created in a virtual reality where we could feel 
free; it wasn’t much but it was something to look forward to. We also had 'rift' 
technology. Visors much like the one I wore when working with the nexus 
that showed us a virtual world. The downside the 'rift' tech was we could 
only move with console controls. The whole system seemed dated and analog 
compared to the rest of the ship. 

Gravity inside the drop ship was slim to none. We were held down only by 
the inertia. Drop ships had no real reason for artificial gravity. Everything 
could be placed in molds or fastened down. I made my way to the back of the 
ship and slowly opened a panel in the wall. Inside there was small console 
that would allow someone to jump the ship without running a computer 
diagnostic. Usually this was ill advised. 

“Ten seconds till they restart,” I quickly put the panel up and kicked off the 
wall jettisoning myself forward to the front of the ship.

10,9,8,7,6,5,4,3,2,1
I remember they use to count down like that during the 
first spaceflights. I 
had seen one before, it was through someone else’s eyes of course but it was 
amazing. Nothing but forward momentum pushed by an explosion. We 
strapped bombs to ships and flew to the stars.

“There’s the kick!” I shouted as we began to move. Time seemed to stand still 
for those moments. We were bending the universe to our will and in a way it 
felt as if it was screaming at us. It was something else... The universe itself set 
a speed limit... no ship except for maybe a few exots, the Skrav, us and maybe 
ancient ships built by the Lethe could travel as fast as we were now. The 
universe around us looked like a haze of glowing light. Gotta love loopholes 
in the laws of nature.  

Just like that we were back.
The Erebus and her child the Aelita before us. How I wanted to turn us 
towards the Aelita. All these years. All my training. There was still nothing I 
wanted more.

“You can’t do it Sev,” Hayden said. I could only wonder if I had always been 
so easy to read or if Hayden and Balkava just knew me so well they were the 
only ones.

“I know, I just wonder how she is, I still dream about her you know, I still 
dream about all of us... even Dom,” my voice began to crack. It had been 
years since I had said his name aloud.

It took me my entire 
first year to figure out what was really a dream and what 
was something I had seen in the nexus. 'What is a dream, what makes 
something in the nexus real? We know that the few times we see the future 
they are only small pieces, snippets usually there is nothing but darkness, 
sometimes it’s only a day or more. We know every time we see the future and 
become aware of it we change it. If I see you drop a glass and I tell you about 
it then you have a choice. Do you let the glass fall? Do you let it break 
knowing you could save it?' My mind wandered all the time wondering what 
the hell it was I was doing. Among other things I would wonder if anybody 
had seen Dom die. I wonder if there was some message out there somewhere 
in the universe warning us not to go down to the river. I wonder if a user 
would even care. We were required to report everything we saw anyway. If 
we saw something no matter how insignificant it was recorded. In the end all 
we had was a blurry photograph of our future.

Back in the hangar we began to walk out the portside of the drop ship. The 
small bulkhead that separated us from the vacuum of space hissing and 
depressurizing from inside. We still had our entire suits including helmets on. 
"We did a shoddy job patching the ship. They are going to have to melt down 
an Anton to replace it." "Hopefully no one decides to take this ship for a 
joyride." Balkava and Bloch were first to greet us and congratulate us on a 
mission well done. They were collecting data now and would know more 
about the object and it’s origin in a few hours. They were already preparing 
another drop ship and crew to go out and study it. The small pieces of debris 
we collected were made out of the same red material found in ruins on 
Errikus. Red flowers. That was what they called them. All over the planet 
there were sites and excavations scattered. The Lethe had left behind small 
buildings here and there - nothing special but who knows. There could have 
been entire outposts buried beneath the ground. All of it was nothing more 
than a distant memory now. 

“If we could build a ship out of that stuff we would be unstoppable,” Hayden 
said collecting the sample in a tube. His hands were shaking. He must have 
been anxious or nervous about it. We barely had enough collected to fashion 
a knife; chances of a starship were slim to none. “Let’s hope the Skrav never 
figure that out,” I told him. This only seemed to make his hand shake worst. 
He collected all of it and within ten maybe fifteen minutes there was a repair 
crew out of stasis working on the shuttle. Our mission was over.

-----I stood naked next to Balkava standing inside the simulation room. I had 
decided tonight I didn’t feel like holding onto her. I was keeping my distance 
but this was routine. She would have known something was way off had I not 
come. She may have been a few years older then me but she still looked 
younger. Time had been gracious to her and in the past ten years she had 
barely aged a day. I wondered if she was like this with anyone else. I knew 
every inch of her body and she knew every inch of mine. We had started 
seeing each other a few years ago. I graduated from being a student, trainee, 
cadet, or whatever you want to call it and became a fullfledged partner. For a 
while we were equals in every way. Then she became the youngest elder in 
history. Now the only time we are equal is like this. There were other women 
onboard but none held my interest like her. In a way maybe I did love her.

A few times she had joked about having kids. At least I thought she was 
joking then she started talking about saving the human race. Who would 
want to bring anyone into a world like this? The idea disgusted me enough I 
almost stopped seeing her completely, but she agreed to back down. Duty 
came first. Her body was beautiful but she was still scared. Her face, her 
arms, her legs, even below her stomach she had gashes that would never 
completely go away. Her body was a testament to the war and each line a 
story. Her scars reminded me of something else. There was something in the 
past buried deep. I was constantly seeing bits and pieces every time I used the 
nexus. It made me want to use it more and more. I was going from two hours 
a day to twelve. I thought about it constantly. As far as I knew I was the only 
one that had recurring visions. 

There was a man. There was a war. There was a city burning into ashes.
 

Depravity
Dear Mother,

Anna here, I was going to see you the other day but it wouldn't stop raining. I 
have gotten another letter from Joseph since. I hope you are all right with me 
keeping hold of the letters. When I see his handwriting it makes me feel close 
to him. Though I know I will be visiting soon Joseph told me to write to you. 
I am. I'll just quote most of this…

"Dear Anna, my darling.
I can't tell you where I am or but I have been promoted and put on an 
important assignment. I am even typing on a Signal Corps typewriter, just 
some of the new equipment we just had brought in. I was supposed to go on 
leave but instead I will be going out in another twelve hours. Right now I 
have enough time to grab a meal, write to you and get some good sleep. The 
officer tent is a whole lot nicer then the regular barracks. It smells of lavender 
instead of sweat and I swear the beds are warmer. I am sorry I won't be 
coming home to you so soon. I hope you can forgive me. This is something 
that they said will help us win the war. That means even though I won't be 
home to you I can stop leaving again and again. For that reason alone I will 
keep fighting. I have seen more then most anyway. Did you know they are 
letting children enlist now? I feel like if this doesn’t end soon it never will.

We saw combat the other day. I was part of an assault wave and soon after 
we landed I killed two Jerry's. I managed to pick up a few souvenirs from 
them as well. Aside from that I have spent much of my detail on patrol. The 
ruins of depravity. That's what we call it. Its always nothing more then in and 
out. I'm just thankful I am out of the trenches. I don't think anything could be 
worst then going back there. If hell was a place on Earth.

I want to win this war. I want to come home to you and have children with 
you. I know there is an angel looking out for me but knowing should 
anything happen that I would meet you on the other side. Tell my mother and 
father I miss them. I love you all - you all keep me going. Thank you.

I am sorry I am not coming home.

- Joseph Everett."
Those were all his words not mine. If I could I would tell him to
come home. It doesn't have to be him. I would tell him how much he is 
needed here. I would tell him he's been gone three years and it is too long. I 
would tell him he needs to visit your grave. We are all that keeps him going 
but we are falling apart. I don't know if I can keep this secret anymore. 

- Anna Everett

10 April 44

I had been fighting this war long enough to know when I was

being hunted. We were clearing a path behind enemy lines beating and 
bombing our way to Berlin. When the war began I joined not because it was 
my duty, I had no choice. It was fight or flight. I run from no one. When I 
first crossed the ocean and landed on the blood drenched shores of bad wolf I 
was putting a notch on my gun for every Jerry I killed. I had to stop when I 
lost count.

A Jerry sniper sits in the ruins of Depravity. I can see him through my scope. 
The M1 Garand, or more specifically M1E with M84 telescope and T-37 flash 
suppressor, my instrument of death. He doesn't sit long. The sound of my 
bullet echoes through the cracks and walls inside the city. A flock of pigeons 
fly into the air from the ground below me. I had spent two days inside the 
stomach of depravity waiting, being both the prey and the predator.

I climbed the wooden ladder to the snipers position. He sat in front of me still 
alive but barely breathing. "Sorry I missed," I said to him before taking his 
life with my pistol. I wasn't really sorry it was him or me and if he lived he 
would have killed any number of my brothers. Depravity wasn't a city for 
men. The moment you enter you forfeit your soul. You can smell the decay of 
flesh, fire and ashes that mysteriously start and stop for no reason at all. 
Black dust blows in the air from where entire buildings once stood. A town 
hall here and a shoe polisher there, a bread and basket store, even a flower 
shop that now stands with nothing more then a frail frame and broken glass. 
Even after executing the sniper I can't shake the feeling of being hunted as if 
the city itself is devouring me whole.

Anna, my wife if she could see the horrors I have done to people in the name 
of patriotism. In the name of values I once held so dear. I could have gone 
home to her. I should have gone home to her but I wouldn't be the same man. 
I couldn't face her. I am too weak for that. All I can do is hope that she will be 
able to go on without me. I wanted once to have a family, a child. Now I just 
want to end this for her. Time will heal all wounds. She will cry over me but 
one day she will move on. She will find a man to love her and make her whole 
in a way I never could anymore. If I am lucky, which I am probably not I will 
meet her on the other side of the gate... or at least on her bequest be given 
grace to speak kind words to her.

We entered the city at night. There were six others in my squad. Two were 
French; they were on loan from the resistance fighting back there. Another 
was Australian, another British, and like me the last one our commanding 
officer was American. We made our way through the ruins slowly. It was a 
mass grave. Bodies had been cindered. Some were bleeding out still, unable 
to scream or speak they watched us like the dead as we walked through what 
was once there home or work. We were making our way to an underground 
bunker. It was there we heard the Nazis had been planning something big. A 
smaller sect, worshippers of the occult and black magic ruled depravity. We 
heard they were running experiments on captured soldiers and Jews. We had 
no idea what we would find but we knew it would be disturbing to say the 
least. We had busted other sects similar to what we knew about this one... the 
Thule society, the Vril, the Black Suns. Each of them believed there was a 
black force or superior intellect driving their actions. They were all just 
murderers and monsters.

The bunker was bombed but our Intel told us it was so far underground we 
should expect a small resistance. This meant sneaking in with stealth. 
Without our guns we made our way down, breaking necks and slitting 
throats. It was dirty work. When we entered the heart of their sanctuary we 
found bodies laid out along the floor. Some were covered, others had arms, 
legs, organs removed. It was a butcher shop. There in the center of the room 
was a naked girl. There was a green glow from where her eyes should have 
been. Her thighs and wrists had been slit. She stared at us not saying a word 
just barely breathing. Faint crying breathes that seemed to whistle.

There was only one guard in the room with her. It took me two seconds to 
plunge my knife into his heart. I took off my jacket and walked over to the 
girl. I couldn't imagine what she must be going through. It made me think of 
Anna, my mother, my sister. I never felt better about killing these bastards.

"This is for you, our medic will be here in a minute," I told her, "can you tell 
me what happened?" She didn't say a word instead she pulled away in fear. It 
was more fear in her then anyone I had ever seen. She wasn't afraid of dying 
though, she was afraid of whatever they had planned. That was when I saw 
it. Her tongue had been cut out and her eyes had been burned black. The 
green glow was from some kind of phosphoric acid they had used to torture 
her.

"What do we do with her?" One of my men asked. Everyone was silent as the 
medic spoke, "I gave her some painkiller, morphine, powerful stuff... she is 
bleeding from her legs and wrists, she is blind and can't speak, it looks like 
she might be deaf as well I can't tell her whole body is in shock." "Send her to 
sleep," said the French resistance member, "if that was me I wouldn't want to 
live."

The medic took our morphine and injected it into her arm. She was bleeding 
so bad we almost weren't sure it would work but then we saw her smile and 
pass.

All around us lay the dead. Male and female body parts played out in design. 
The girl was a sacrifice. "What kind of god would want something like this?" I 
said aloud. "Even in the darkest of times life has meaning," said the medic. 
Then I saw it. A book lying between the girls legs. "This wasn't for a god, this 
was meant for a demon," I said flipping through the incantations and 
drawings in blood written on pages of human skin. It was here in the devils 
handbook we found the map. The American was the one who found it, 
"There, an island in the South Pacific, Japanese territory, This says long ago 
an ancient god came to Earth and brought with him the power to see the 
future." They were sacrificing to their god. I slammed my fist on the table and 
shot three bullets into the dead guard, "This was their secret weapon. The 
reason we destroyed an entire city. All for what some voodoo, some black 
magic that doesn't exist."

The next day we were given a new nickname, our task force became Cold 
Squad. Our next mission, infiltrate Black Island in the south Pacific and 
destroy or hold whatever it is the Nazis believe they have found.

Dear Anna,
I'm sorry. I will be closer to home then I have been in years in the next few 
days but please don't think I will be coming home. Even if I did I would no 
longer be the man you fell in love with. This war has taken its toll on my 
heart and mind. My soul is forfeit but I know if you can live on, if you can 
find love, raise a family I will be happy. I will see you on the other side for in 
heaven there is no jealousy between man or woman. I will wait for you. Tell 
my mother I love her.

Forever yours,

- Joseph 
19 May 1944


Machina

“Get him out of their now!” Balkava screamed as I awoke… 
I felt my heart stop beating as I went into cardiac arrest. I struggled to 
breath. I felt like someone had just dropped a weight on my chest. It was a 
rare side effect of using the nexus too much. After what I had just seen it 
become witness too it didn't surprise me. I had been spectator to plenty of 
horrible things inside but that girl, the way she was tortured. I felt like could 
remember every cut like they were my own. It took the doctor a few minutes 
to get me stable. In that time I felt like I was floating. It felt like I had woken 
up inside another world. 

This was my life. I was a ghost trapped in so very many bodies… and there 
was only one in which I had even the slightest bit of control over. 
“Sev?” Balkava was sitting next to me. We were lying in bed naked under the 
sheets. “Yea?” I said wondering what she would be asking or ordering from 
me next.

“You haven’t seemed like yourself lately, what’s wrong?” It had been weeks 
now since I had used the nexus. I was taking a break. My body was in need 
of healing and the doctor was worried my mind would break if I kept using 
daily. I had never felt so trapped on this ship. Even simulations felt worthless 
and fake compared to how the nexus made me feel. I put my hand on her 
inner thigh and began to rub it with my hand. No one said anything about 
what I had seen. They didn’t think anything of it but I knew there was 
something more to it. There was something about what I had seen through 
Joseph Everett. I knew it was a small part of a bigger picture. “Nothing is 
wrong,” I said climbing on top of her. I was avoiding the situation the best 
way possible.

Balkava had always said I was a better lover then I was a 
fighter. Not like I 
had any real combat experience anyway. We had been adrift in the immer for 
years and I hadn’t seen a Trepp or Skrav since I was a child. She had told me 
once how when she was a child she had been forced into combat much like I 
was on Errikus. Only a few times did the Skrav ever manage to board a 
human ship and she experienced firsthand what it was like. She told me the 
story dozens of times - a group of 'elite' Skrav had managed to eject from 
their assualt ships and climb aboard the hull of the Erebus during a small 
skirmish. They waited several days before killing a group of caretakers and 
sneaking inside. The room Balkava was training in was one of the first that 
got hit. She lost her family and most of her friends in the attack. She ran for 
hours crawling inside vents inside the ship while a group of elders attacked 
the Skrav. She was lost and found days later wandering the ship. When they 
found her she had been covered in blood it seemed she had taken a Skrav on 
in a fight and barely managed to survive. The elders found it unbelievable 
that a child held their own even against a weakened Skrav but the facts were 
the facts. This was when the elders saw fit to begin training her for combat 
and another reason they had no objections to making her a part of there 
consul. She was a living legend; the child-Skrav killer and merciless Balkava.

During the few weeks I spent in bed with Balkava a crew led by Hayden 
pulled in the space debris and began studying it. It was Lethe. They managed 
to dig out a pair of coordinates from it. Coordinates that the  the elders had 
decided were close enough to our destination that we would make a detour. 
We weren’t the only ones that had sought out the Eden and come this far. It 
seemed like the Lethe were leaving us a trail of breadcrumbs to follow. We 
were nearly there and the Lethe had rolled out the red carpet. 

Hayden and I sat at our lunch table in the mess. It was our daily routine to 
meet for lunch and talk about our day and the night before. If we weren’t 
eating in the mess sometimes we would sneak our way into the hangar and sit 
inside one of the drop ships and just waste the day away. I would usually talk 
about Balkava and the nexus and he would talk about some kind of scientific 
breakthrough or new weapon they were developing. Hayden's job was 
suppose to be non-disclosure but when it came to me he never had any 
problems keeping his mouth shut.  Today I had some strange questions on my 

mind. In all my time on the Erebus I had only seen 1/8th of the ship. The rest 
was used for stasis, living space or had been deemed off limits by the elders.  
It was rumored that parts of the ship were crawling with monsters. Why had 
so much of the ship been made off limits to us? This was our home and we 
could only wander through so much. Another question popped into my 
head... something strange I had never asked before…

“Where does our food come from?” 

“Do you really want to know?” he answered with a question. 
“Yeah hit me it can’t be worse then some of the things we ate back on 
Errikus,” I said. It was true on Errikus we had eaten ration snacks made from 
printed protein, farm animals, and grains but on the Erebus there were no 
farms, some of the food was printed and there were a few plants from Earth 
but nothing significant enough to feed a crew that numbered in the 
thousands. 

“We scrape it off a Chev,” he said.

“WHAT?” I exhaled.

“Well it’s kinda like a huge whale or like a giant genetic cow regenerates it’s 
body parts within a day or two. It doesn’t feel pain when we cut into it, it was 
created for exactly this purpose,” he said it all so calmly.

“What does the Chev eat?” I asked.
“That’s easy. It sucks up a mixture of grain and sewage and on top of that it 
uses the same technique that the caretakers use to make energy. It’s so big it 
doesn’t move it just sits and eats slop all day. It actually has it pretty good 
from what I’ve heard.”

"So its a whale that eats shit?" I said watching Hayden smile and nod. 
My mind wandered wondering what the Chev looked like. It must be larger 
then a drop ship; I wondered how much of the ship it took up. It must have 
been engineered to live a very long time as well. How could such a weird 
creature exist? Hayden would tell me it was years and years of genetic 
manipulation.

Food enough to feed the hungry.

I felt sick.

I couldn’t finish my meal. I never should have asked where the food came 
from.

That night instead of going to my room or Balkava’s room I walked around 
the Erebus. It was time I explored. 
An auton sat motionless inside a dark corridor lit only by small 
phosphorus lights that seemed to make everything glow with a purple aura. It 
was hard to make out at first. It was so still it looked like it could have been a 
park of the wall. Its body was made of dark silver metal with loose wires 
hanging here and there. It had a shape that mimicked a man who slept with a 
raptor but the proportions were all wrong and there was no face only a 
rectangular box full of sensors. If we had built them too human we would 
never know they were machines. The auton must have sensed I was there. 
They had hundreds of sensors built into their hands. They were created long 
ago their bodies worn down. If they had been left in the elements they would 
have rusted and withered away. The auton was watching something... 
something in the dark. I walked closer and closer standing only a few yards 
away when the machine rose. It must have stood seven or eight feet nearly 
touching the ceiling. Then it turned its upper body one hundred and eighty 
degrees around and faced me. I felt fear. Never had one of our machines 
attacked a human being but I knew I wasn’t where I was suppose to be and 
there was so much to this world that I didn’t understand.

It reached its hand out towards me. Four 
fingers stretched like silver metal 
claws. I felt like it was going to attack. Slowly I moved my legs bracing 
myself. I was ready for the machine to strike. Perhaps I was a better soldier 
then I led myself to believe. Then the auton took off. It went from standing 
still to running in a flash. Its body disappeared into the dark where the lights 
were too dim to see. I felt relief believing I had scared it away.  

I had only walked a few blocks down from the part of the ship I had known. I 
was nearing one of the stasis chambers. I couldn’t believe I had never been 
here before. It all felt familiar but horrifying at the same time. I felt alone. I 
looked close at the first naked body I saw. They littered the walls. I could see 
inside. The small pods were filled with water. Faces covered with breathing 
masks, bodies covered in wire and tubes that monitored brain acitivty and 
kept their bodies alive. This part of the ship seemed more organic then metal. 
Small jagged strips that looked and felt like leather replaced the straight walls 
I had become so use to. From the floor to the ceiling it seemed as if I was 
standing inside a small rib cage. Between each rib there was a body. I stared 
into the face of a young girl, probably in her early twenties. She would be 
about the same age as me but she was in reality much older then I was. She 
could have been a hundred years old for all I knew.  She was not any of the 
crew from Errikus or a soldier. She had probably been in stasis waking up 
once every few decades. I pitied her. She was living a life made of nothing. All 
she had were her dreams. This ship was probably all she ever knew. 

The corridor seemed to never end. I must have walked over an hour. If it 
wasn’t a straight line I would have felt lost. I was lost. My legs were 
beginning to hurt and my brain was telling me I needed to turn back. I must 
have been somewhere around the center of the ship. The more I pushed 
forward the longer it would take me to get back. I sat and decided to rest. I 
would have brought a backpack if I knew this would be such a hike. It 
seemed almost as if gravity itself was stronger in this part of the ship. Every 
few minutes I would feel a force pushing me side to side. The ship must have 
been turning or slightly moving from left to right. Bodies seemed to sway in 
their tanks. Out of the hundreds of pods I went past I didn't recognize a 
single person. There faces all seemed to blend together. I was about to give up 
on my adventure when I heard a scream. 

I ran as fast as my legs could carry me. I was guided by the dim purple and 
blue lights spaced throughout the chamber. The scream was a woman. It 
couldn’t have been someone too young but not too old either. It was clear 
they were calling for help. I finally came upon the source of the cry. The 
auton was holding a woman in her mid forties by the neck. It’s claws grasped 
around her digging its lifeless fingers inside her skin. I watched as she bled 
over it’s dark metallic hull. I had no weapon. My body would be no match for 
the machine. I couldn’t just watch. I ran towards the machine and started 
beating its stomach with my fists. The auton had no weak spots. None that I 
had been taught anyway. The only way one could be stopped was for it to be 
disassembled or blown apart. 

Originally the autons were workers built for repairing starships and space 
stations, mining asteroids, doing the work that most caretakers do now. 
During our first few years they became one of the first weapons we used 
against the Skrav. Fighting side by side with soldiers. They were obsolete 
though. Skrav weaponry could tear through an auton like a knife through 
butter. Wave after wave we would send only for them to be devoured. They 
were a joke. They couldn’t strategize the way a human could and no man was 
about to give them the power of self-preservation. What was I looking at 
than? The ship’s could have given a command to them but why? Any 
command would have to be traced back to a human programmer and the 
ship’s mind was loyal to humanity.

One of the first lines of code made certain robots couldn't harm humans. 
My 
fists began to bleed. The skin around my knuckles tore layer after layer. I 
put aside the pain and watched helplessly as the woman stared down at me. 
Her naked body shook. Her hands grasped the auton’s arms as she kicked her 
legs and feet trying to break the hold it had on her. I wondered if her life had 
flashed before her eyes. A part of me wondered if she felt relief in the end. 
Had she been a soldier or had she slept her life away with nothing more then 
decades of dreams between her birth and now? I finally took a step back. All 
I could do was watch. I posed like a warrior, my bloody fists ready to attack 
and defend. I was ready for the auton to turn and kill me but it did no such 
thing. It laid the woman down on the ground slowly and then on its knees its 
hand closed the woman’s eyes.

The auton moved into a position of prayer though it’s disproportion made it 
seem more like it was a beast hovering over dead prey. Like a wolf guarding a 
feast. Then a shadow, a black silhouette came forward from the dark. The 
beast was bowing to its master. 

The Pawn
“Don’t they teach you to stay out of this part of the ship?” A voice cried out 
from the darkness. The auton stood up from its prayer position and faced me 
its body hunched over like a troll. I had witnessed how dangerous it could be 
first hand now and I had no idea what I was dealing with. I thought about 
turning and running back the way I came but already I was so far gone - 
hours away from my bunk, my bed, my gun. 

“Wait, you are Sev are you not?” the voice said. I still couldn’t see who was 
speaking to me but I could tell from the tone and pitch of the voice that it 
must have been an elder. Their voice was raspy and old. The figure continued 
to speak to me from the dark, “I’m sorry for what you have just seen, that 
must have been horrible.” The elder began to walk forward. I could see a 
small part of his dark grey robe in the light. Fear, paranoia, anxiety. All of 
these feelings began to take hold and overwhelm me. If this was an elder and 
I was in for a fight I couldn't kill him? I couldn't murder a member of the 
consul and get away - there was literally nowhere to run and the auton could 
move a hell of a lot faster then I can. I run anyway. I run before I can even 
see the elder’s face. I had just seen a machine and an elder murder - no - I saw 
them execute a living breathing woman. 

I make my way several yards but behind me the elder gives a nod and a 
simple order to the auton to take me down. Within a few seconds the auton is 
on top of me. Pushing my arms to the ground holding my body tightly in 
place. The blood on my knuckles spills across the floor and over the machine. 
Its like being mauled by a wolf. “God damn robot,” I scream. The elder 
speaks to me in a soft voice telling me to calm down. My feelings are too 
overwhelming and I keep fighting. There is nothing that will make me give 
up. The auton turns its face one hundred and eighty degrees facing the elder. 
Then another nod as the elder gives an order to have me knocked 
unconscious.

It must have known exactly how much pressure it would take to put me out. 
It would barely take a second for it to calculate my weight, height, muscle 
mass, it probably could have put me out several different ways but it chose to 
head-butt me taking the small one percent chance it could have glitched or 
somehow cracked my skull.

I am being carried in the arms of the auton like a child being put to bed. My 
body is numb. My vision is blurry but it doesn’t matter - there is only the 
spine of the ceiling to see. I am placed down softly in a chair in a dark room I 
have never seen before. My hands they are bound by chains and I don’t even 
remember how they got that way. I must have been in and out of 
consciousness for hours. There is another figure in the room with the elder 
and me. The auton stands behind me. I can feel the heat from its metallic 
body. In front of me there is a bucket of water a few feet wide. The auton 
pushes my face forward. Its cold metal claw covers the back part of my skull. 
I feel the water hit my face, my open mouth. I feel the water pour and burn 
inside my nose and behind the eyes I was struggling so hard to open. The 
moment I start to feel like I am drowning the auton pulls me up by my hair.

Dom’s face appears in my eyes. I see him moving his mouth but slowly the 
face twists and turns blurs and becomes the face of an old man. He is wearing 
a dark gray robe. He has long grey dreadlocks hidden by his hood and a short 
gray beard covering his face. The wrinkles and scars that run up and down 
his face are proof enough that I am talking to an elder. He must have been 
eighty maybe ninety years old. He was the oldest human being I had ever 
seen. Usually most of the users and soldiers I am around are no older then 
forty. For the most part others surround me my age. Not even on Errikus had 
I seen a human like this. His eyes burned their way into my soul. I can’t hear 
a word he says but I know he is talking. Something about justice and what is 
right and what is wrong. Then for a moment his lips stop moving. There is 
silence. A few seconds feel like hours and then I feel the claw of the auton 
smack the back of my head grabbing my skull. What it has for nails dig into 
my skull as it pushes me forward. I try to resist. I use all of my weight to hold 
myself back. I feel the bones in my back pop and my muscles tighten. Last 
time the water was a surprise, a wake up call. This time it is pure torture. 

The auton submerges my entire head this time forcing me to fall from the 
chair to my knees. I feel the hard ground scratch my knees and the cold floor 
touch my naked feet. I realize at this point my boots are gone. I am in nothing 
but a t-shirt and jeans. This time I hold my breath as long as I can. I was able 
to grasp air just before hitting the water.

Over a minute passes. On Errikus as a child I was able to hold my breath for 
one and a half maybe two minutes with practice. It’s been years since I have 
had that practice. The air bursts from my lungs into the cold water. I feel the 
sensation of drowning and this time the auton isn’t lifting me out. Two 
minutes pass I feel the water find it’s way through my throat and slowly it 
begins to fill my lungs. Before I can pass out or die the auton pulls me out. I 
feel it hit my back and I spit out water and blood across the floor. I fall onto 
my side spitting more and more. Drool runs down the side of my mouth. I feel 
like a zombie. I feel numb. The cold floor feels like it is my end. I can feel the 
darkness coming over me, covering me like a blanket. The auton won’t let me 
sleep. It lifts me up and before I can catch a good breath I am back in the cold 
water. It feels like a deep freeze. I wonder if this was how Dom felt. I wonder 
if he came up for air several times while the rest of us were playing games. I 
wonder if he felt the hand of God pushing against him holding him under.

Again the auton takes me up for air. The old man begins to speak again. His 
lips move but I can’t hear him. I wonder if he is lecturing me. More likely he 
is reading me my eulogy. I feel I have become witness to my own funeral. 
After this they will probably throw me out of an airlock. My dead body will 
burst and freeze inside the immer. Every experience, every vision I have ever 
had will be lost to space. My mind wanders for something I can say. There 
has to be an escape. I must have some thing of value I can use to my 
advantage to talk my way out of this. Even if I can just mumble a few key 
words maybe it would be enough for the elder to stop this torture.

My mouth moves. Nothing comes out. I can taste copper on my tongue, 
something they must have added to the water. I didn’t even have anything to 
say. The only word I could murmur was a name, “Aira.”

The elder stopped for a moment and smiled. The name wasn’t enough. I was 
grateful though. In my last moments alive I wouldn’t think about what was 
happening to me. I wouldn’t put myself in Dom’s place. I wouldn’t think 
about how I’m going to die on this ship murdered by my own kind.  In my 
last moments I would think of her. I would let this body die and I would 
imagine the life I could never have. I thought of Earth. The Earth I had seen 
so many times in the nexus. I imagined the family in the park and the woman 
who’s name I never knew. I imagined Aira. The child would be ours. Instead 
of remembering their last moments of terror I remembered their smiles. Over 
and over in my head. I imagined Aira’s smile taking me, guiding me into 
eternity. This was how I was going to win.

I began to laugh. The auton pushed my face down again into the water. This 
time it almost seemed it was angry. It pushed my face to the bottom forcing 
my body to twist and turn the edge of the bucket cut into my chest. I 
continued to laugh when the auton pulled my head above the water. The 
auton placed me back into the chair. My vision was once again a blur. I could 
barely make out the silhouette of the elder. I wondered if he was still talking. 
He probably wasn’t lecturing me or talking to me at all. I’m sure now more 
then ever he was giving orders to the machine. The machine was nothing 
more then a pawn in whatever game he was playing.

It didn’t take long before the auton grabbed me again. He hit me in the chest 
with his metal arm. “What did you see?” I could hear again. It was the voice 
of the elder. Over and over, “What did you see”? The auton picked me up and 
tossed me to the ground.

“Everett,” I mumbled. I thought about my vision. I wasn’t going through near 
the hell the girl Everett had tried to save went through. What were they 
sacrificing her for? Was I now a sacrifice? The woman I had seen executed in 
stasis, it seemed to parallel the vision I had. If Everett had been caught I’m 
sure he would have been tortured just like this. 

The auton holds my face directly above the bucket. My nose burns as beads 
of water run down the corners of my face finding ways inside my body. I can 
taste the copper on the tip of my tongue, which curls and tries to run from the 
sensation. My hands hang still binded by chains bleeding and numb against 
the ground and cold. My knees shake and I can’t feel anything below them. I 
feel the fear, the anxiety in every breath that could be my last. I don’t want to 
die. I feel like my life hasn’t even begun.

I close my eyes and take a deep breath just long enough that the auton allows. 
My face once again is soaked in water. I don’t fight it this time. I won’t give 
them the satisfaction. Then there is another voice I hear from below the 
surface. It is a woman’s voice. I immediately recognize it as Balkava. She is 
screaming.

The auton pulls me up. The lights in the dark room turn bright white. It felt 
like I had gone blind. My eyes slowly began to adjust. Balkava sits on her 
knees in front of me. “Are you alright, Sev, are you alright, answer me!” I 
hear her cry. I try to say her name but instead I speak the name that was 
keeping me alive, “Aira.” Balkava cries tears of joy. I can see she is wearing 
her military outfit rather then an elder robe or casual attire. In the corner of 
the room a soldier sits dead with his chest blown out. To Balkava’s side she is 
holding a small pistol. She kisses my lips.

I watch in silence as Balkava gives the order to the Auton to free my chains 
and leave. It frees me. The world seems to move as if it’s in slow motion. My 
hearing slowly begins to return. Balkava kisses me again and then stands up. 
She walks over to the old man who is now cowering on the floor. Balkava had 
shot him in the knee cripping him. I hear him beg Balkava for his life, I hear 
him call out the names of battles he had fought, that he was only following 
orders. 

She looks at him and slowly brings her pistol up from her hip pausing for a 
second not out of hesitation but out of regret. Upset with herself for being so 
late. She puts a bullet in his head. 

The sound of the gunshot must have made me black out. The last thing I 
remember was watching blood splatter across the wall behind the old man. I 
remember my heart beating so hard I thought it was going to beat out of my 
chest. I wake up in a med bay. A breather is placed in my mouth. I can feel 
the tubes running down into my lungs. There are scans and holos that lay 
around me and I can see I have multiple bone fractures, broken ribs, and a 
burst lung. I have several tubes running in and out of both my arms. I am 
pumped full of painkillers to the point that I barely feel alive. Balkava walks 
into the room motioning for the medic to leave.

She sits beside me. My body is broken but I turn my head to face her. Aside 
from training and conditioning she has never lied to me.
“You’re probably wondering what you saw,” she begins. She sounds as if she 
is about to cry. I had not only seen something I shouldn’t have but it was 
something that she knew about. “ That man I killed was an elder named 
Celes. He was not suppose to torture you or kill you,” a tear rolled down her 
eye. It was obvious that the old man had been someone she had cared about. 
Whoever it was she had made a decision to choose me over him. “The woman 
you saw him... the woman you saw the auton kill had been infected by a 
virus; bacteria that if left unchecked would have infected the other stasis pods 
and eventually the rest of the ship. A crew member on the Aelita saw it 
happen. We eventually narrowed it down to that woman and several others in 
stasis. Celes came over from the Aelita. He was ordered to put them to rest. 
We had no idea his methods would be so... cruel... so barbaric. I am sorry you 
had to see that.” I closed my eyes. She was sorry I had to see that but not 
sorry that it happened. She called it cruel and barbaric but her voice betrayed 
her. It was obvious she didn’t care about those people.

Days passed by turning into weeks. Hayden would come often and visit me 
and bring me lunch. Balkava never came back after that first night. It didn’t 
bother me. I didn’t want to see her. I didn’t tell Hayden what happened. All 
he knew was there was an accident in the stasis chamber and I managed to 
get caught up in it. He gave me a fun little lecture about wandering off and 
that was the end of it.

So that’s what they do. That’s what the nexus does. Someone see’s a future 
that the elder’s disapprove of and they change it.
 

The Sword of Sorrow 

- Aelia - 
"Devon Cross was a war hero and my best friend..." "My name is Chev 
Mercer, when I met Colonel Devon Cross he was a volunteer. He was my 
squad leader and brother in arms. It is because of Cross myself and many 
others survived the day after judgment... it is because of Cross that I am 
alive." Chev gave those words at Cross-’s eulogy. Chev was a veteran of the 
day after judgment, a battle fought twenty-seven years ago; he was a bug 
hunter, commander, and my father. My name is Aelia Mercer; I am twentyfour years old and a founding member of project Nexus. I have spent my life 
studying alien technology, biology, philosophy, physics and pseudo science. 
My father told me when I was a child that there were great things in store for 
me. I was one of a few thousand that possessed the ability to use the ancient 
alien element known as Nexus. To anyone else it was nothing more then a 
small-crystallized rock.

The 
first time I used I was hooked. I was twenty years old. The military 
wouldn't allow anyone younger even near its location. It was discovered on 
Earth in the early 1800s and moved from place to place until it was 
discovered in a Nazi camp on a South Pacific island in 1944. From there it 
was moved to what was a secret military base in Nevada. There it stayed 
sitting in storage until someone started running experiments.

The 
first test subjects all went certifiably insane. Some starved, others became 
unstable unable to understand or differentiate what was real and what was 
being shown to them. The first tests, the Earth tests as I call them only lasted 
minutes to an hour at most. It was when we began colonizing the solar system 
and created a research lab on Phobos, a moon of Mars that we found ways to 
control the process. Now... you could spend up to twelve hours viewing the 
lives of strangers lost to us in time.

We created the room - the white room. It consisted of a reclined chair. White 
walls, white floor and a white table that held fruit and water... ready to be 
consumed the instant someone came back. The room was always lit and 
doctors and researchers kept a constant watch. The user would sit with a 
black visor covering their eyes that acted as a comfort from the light that 
would ease them into the Nexus.

The element itself was sealed away behind the wall. All you needed to access 
the Nexus was a touch. Anyone with the right genetic prerequisite would 
immediately fall into a trance like state. Anyone without could move as they 
want. To them it was just a rock. We discovered that by using lasers we could 
temporarily turn the Nexus from a solid state to a vapor. The white room 
would allow just enough exposure to allow the effects. Stopping the lasers 
would immediately allow the Nexus to transfer back into its natural state. 
How or why it did this we had no idea.

The 
first time I used the Nexus I could feel my soul being torn from my body. 
I remember looking back and thinking how could one body share two souls? 
I was a little girl... It was somewhere in the 1990s. I was outside playing with 
my dog. A beautiful German shepherd named Husker. That was it. I spent 
twenty minutes watching myself move and play and give commands. I don't 
even know the child's name or what she looked like. 

The only thing I saw was the dog, the house, the grass and the sky. Nothing 
significant happened... for most users nothing significant happens at all.
Before the 
first Skrav attack the military began subjecting large groups of 
users to the Nexus. Twenty people every six hours. They were trying to build 
a picture to change the future. Lucky for me it worked. They changed the 
future. My father fought the survivors of the day we judged the Skrav to 
death. My father became friends with Cross during that battle. Cross saved 
my father and a year later would introduce him to the woman who would 
become my mother. I am the product of our control of this power. If not for 
the Nexus... I would never have been born.

Colonel Ren aka Narville, the prophet, he would have told you it was fate. It 
was not fate. Fate was something that was always determined. This was man 
made. Whatever the Nexus was, wherever it came from it was a tool... it was 
a weapon. Narville was my teacher, my mentor. It was because of him that I 
am where I am now.

The monitor in front of me reads "Welcome to Phobos." I was home. I had 
gone on leave away from my research and away from the Nexus to the Arctic 
Dome. It was a beautiful artificial paradise in Antarctica full of rich old men 
and handsome young ones. It was a small getaway... time in the real world 
required by the military.

When we came over the horizon I could see it. The Erebus. A reverse 
engineered Skrav ship. Combining the aesthetics of the military vessel New 
Hope and a Skrav dagger. It was massive. Built to house thousands in 
cryogenic capsules. The Erebus was a seed ship. The first of its kind. Narville 
had a vision. He was the first to see the far future. In it he saw the human 
race seeding the galaxy. Mankind populated entire planets. We were a 
kingdom spanning all over and this is where it would begin.

It was my job to break the Nexus. Split the element into a trinity. This was 
the idea behind Project Trace. One piece would go with the Erebus, another 
with the seed ship Tritan; the third would stay on Phobos.

Cross was the one that approached me with the project. I laughed thinking he 
was asking the impossible. He was serious. So serious in fact they gave me an 
unlimited amount of funding and near endless amount of resources. I began 
by trying to understand what the Nexus was. It was obvious at this point that 
it was rare. There were only two that we were aware of and the second was 
only assumed to exist. I spent months theorizing and testing every earthly 
element I could. No diamond could cut it and no pressure could split it; well 
nothing short of throwing it into the sun.

After a year I was ready to give up. I had grown depressed, frustrated. I felt 
like a failure. All my degrees and studies were meaningless. It was at the 
funeral of Devon Cross I realized what I was missing.

We spent six months in the debris 
field above Earth. Skrav technology was 
archaic in design but far more advance then our own. Their ships were made 
of a type of metal that was thin as paper but could only be broken by the blast 
of a nuclear bomb or focused laser. Somewhere in there had to be the 
answers. We found nothing. Nothing until I found the body of Scar.

The ruins of Deimos had gone untouched. It was a reminder of the war, the 
genocide that had occurred. It was a reminder of the misfortunes of man and 
that we were no longer alone. I found his body laying hunched over on his 
knees impaled on a curved sword. It looked like an ancient Persian blade 
except it was made from a strange black metal. It was covered in strange 
circular designs, a part of the Skrav language, which we couldn't understand.

I pulled the blade from Scar's dead hands. His armor still looked brand new, 
black with thin strips of red and silver. I could see through the tears that his 
bark like skin had long decayed leaving nothing but bone. No one had ever 
bothered to move or destroy any of the bodies on the battlefield. This moon 
had become more then a memorial... it was a graveyard.

The answer was here all along. Scar had impaled himself with the blade in a 
last ditch effort to hide it. A weapon that would be thrown away with our 
enemies. Maybe it was fate I found it. It tore through the Nexus and 
separated it into three parts. This was when I learned the truth.

Narville took me aside and told me about the future. He told me about the 
sun. He told me that there was a third ship. The Erebus, the Tritan, and the 
Aelita. A prototype built around the New Hope. Aelita meant the queen of 
Mars. It turns out my father had chosen it... he liked how it was similar to my 
own name. I was disgusted. I didn’t want any part of this future. I felt like we 
were betraying ourselves. If Narville and my father had their way only the 
strong or informed would survive. It was genocide knowing what we knew 
and looking the other way. There was nothing I could do. The future was 
spoken for. From that moment on I hated my father and never spoke to him 
again.

It was ten years before I saw Narville again. When I did it was nothing but 
his corpse. The great prophet had killed himself. He wrote three letters on the 
ground. I was brought to Phobos to see if I could help them decipher what it 
had meant. The first time I was there in years. I didn't want to go.

When I 
first used the Nexus I was a little girl playing with my dog. The 
second time I used the Nexus was only a moment, maybe a minute. It was an 
accident. The lasers triggered and shut down almost immediately. Technical 
problems. Unlike the first that was so pure, so sweet the second was a 
nightmare. I was standing in front of a mirror. I was pale white with red eyes. 
I was bleeding and breathing hard. With my right hand I wrote "Aelita" on 
the glass. When I came too no one knew for sure whether what I had seen 
was nightmare, from the Nexus, or something else. No one could place the 
event or even if what I saw was truly human. I had written it off as a 
nightmare for so many years.

I know now what I saw. I know what Narville saw. I am Aelia Mercer, 
daughter of Chev Mercer. I have spent my life a student of Narville and 
science believing that the Nexus was a gift. A tool that we could use to save 
mankind. I am a user of the Nexus. I have seen through the eyes of a little 
girl, old men, and young women. I am a witness to history and the wonders of 
war and man. I have seen the future. I have seen the ruins of Deimos. I alone 
split the Nexus into a trinity and set us on our path. I have seen the darkness. 
I have seen through the eyes of Sev.



Tremulous

The 
first injection hurt like hell. Tapped into the back of the spine from 
a three inch needle and then wrapped in a thick white bandage. The second 
injection was painless compared to the first. A one-inch needle stuck into 
your ankle. It was an artificial dog tag tapered to the bone. Then there was 
the third. The one you had to be asleep for. Placed inside beside the heart. It 
was a microscopic container that would give you a mad dose of adrenaline 
when your heart rate dropped below a certain point. All of this made you a 
soldier. I had the training, been through the simulations and more. Inside the 
nexus I even managed to pick up a few things they didn’t teach. It had been 
weeks since I had seen Balkava. I was no longer allowed use of the nexus. I 
was out and as far as they were concerned I was no longer a user. There were 
others that would replace me. I doubt I was their first choice in the first place.

I would have been in stasis if Celes hadn’t been wrong. Killing the men 
and women inside stasis the way he did was done for a greater good. A 
greater good that never came. The plague he had tried so hard to contain 
began to spread. People were waking up from stasis sick or dying. The 
medics on the ship traced the cause to a poison inside their blood. It was a 
potent toxin that would slowly melt the insides of those infected until there 
was nothing left but bone, marrow, and blood. It wasn’t a plague though, that 
is were he had been wrong. It was an attack. So many parts of the ship had 
gone unchecked over the years. That was our first mistake. We thought we 
were alone in here but there were monsters breeding in the dark.

I was with Hayden when we 
first got wind of the attacks. It wasn’t the 
Skrav, Trepp, or any of the other alien species killing people in stasis it was a 
monster of our own creation. They were called antliods. Three hundred years 
ago when we left Earth humans weren’t the only creatures aboard the 
Erebus. There were dogs, cats, and a few smaller animals people kept as pets. 
They weren’t the problem either. It was the few bugs and rats that managed 
to find their way on board. The antliods were a hybrid, an evolution of a flea 
and an antlion that grew and adapted in the shadows. One began mimicking 
the other and soon a new species developed. First they fed off the rats that 
came aboard and when they weren’t enough they began feeding off the ship 
itself. It was an unlimited food source. Most of the inside of the ship was 
biomass. It was easy for them to adapt. Feeding off the ship had another side 
effect. They mutated. The change in diet also meant a change in size. Three 
hundred years of change and development and now they had finally 
outgrown their supply.

Why or how they began to feed on people in stasis we don’t know. We 
guessed the Erebus wasn’t enough to wet their appetite anymore. All we 
know for sure is that it began in the underbelly, the lower decks. Stasis pods 
that had been untouched for centuries; humans that slept for hundreds of 
years were dead in hours from a bacteria that was the byproduct of the 
antliods piercing fangs. All the stasis pods were connected. The water used in 
one was recycled and used in another. This meant the disease spread quickly. 
The woman Celes brutally killed was nothing but a victim, the latest in a long 
line of unfortunate citizens. The only thing we could be grateful for was that 
none of them woke up or suffered any pain (aside from the woman Celes 
killed). 

The 
first thing we did when we realized what was happening was wake 
everyone up. The Erebus was now at maximum capacity. The crew that was 
awake before was only a few hundred but now we numbered in the 
thousands. Our resources were few. The old, the young, the antliods didn’t 
care. They didn't care we were starving, tired, sick. They didn’t care about 
anything. The antliods were out for blood.

We planted auto turrets and bio-rigged weapons around the Chev. We 
turned its den into a fortress. It was the one place we couldn’t let the antliods 
get too. It had become our main source of food. At night sometimes you could 
hear it scream in pain as third shift went into the mess. It had never needed to 
give so much. The doctors fed it painkillers but they couldn’t give it enough. 
They couldn’t numb it in a way that would have been humane because it 
would affect the food. We couldn’t risk the entire crew digesting a handful of 
pain medicine with every meal. When it was too weak to eat we forced a tube 
inside one or two of it’s several stomachs force-feeding it while the labs 
worked on breeding other ones and searching for other ways we might be 
able to survive.

Within a few weeks the antliods had begun backing us into a corner. Several 
corners of the ship had fallen into ruin. The Erebus itself was becoming sick 
with disease and slowly starting to slow down. We sent the autons into the 
underbelly fully armed. I watched Hayden himself reprogram several with 
the antliods description and targeting information. We watched through holos 
and projectors in horror as the autons walked into the darkness blind. Antliod 
limbs tore and mangled the mechanical bodies as soon as they showed they 
were a threat. They scratched and tore through their metal torsos until not 
one was left moving. To the antliods they were nothing more then a 
distraction.

“It’s time,” the order came from Balkava. She had retreated deep into 
the core of the ship, a place only the elders went. Many thought she and the 
other elders that made up the consul, the governing body of the Erebus had 
abandoned us. Soon though Anathem, the leading member of the consul and 
an elder for over fifty years had decided we needed to take offensive 
measures. We could no longer wait for the antliods to attack us. They were 
beginning to break through barriers we placed in the surrounding halls and 
were closing in on us more and more. It might be days, weeks, or years but 
sooner or later they would have us. Even worst it seemed the ship, the Erebus 
itself would die of toxic shock - poisoned from the inside out by the parasites 
within. Our quest would be over and we would never reach Eden. Anathem 
spoke how the elders had tried contacting the Aelita but when they heard 
what was happening they immediately swept their ship and told us we were 
quarantined. They could give no soldiers, drop ships, no provisions, and no 
way out. We were trapped inside our floating tomb with creatures just ready 
to suck the marrow from our bones.

It was late in the evening. I had been walking the hangar helping out some of 
the men and women who had just woken up when an officer came and asked 
me to Balkava’s chambers. “How are you Sev?” Balkava had taken me inside 
her quarters and asked the guard to leave. She was wearing her causal attire, 
which included a low cut top and dark pants. I was still in my uniform and 
tact vest from training earlier that day. This was the first time we had seen 
each other in a close setting since my torture. I was not ok.

“I’m 
fine, Hayden had been helping me recover and my instructor Duv’Mir 
has said I have a natural talent when it comes to piloting inside the 
simulation. “

“You always have, you’ve been piloting in simulations since you were a young 
child – I’m more curious how you are on the ground,”

“I’m as good as anyone else, I have my experiences on Errikus to thank for 
that,” truth was I hated being on the ground. The simulations were like a 
video game. Run with 'rift' technology you put a visor over your head and 
clip a few wires to your fingertips and you see and feel everything. Most 
simulations covered tactics, working in a group, fighting the Skrav and 
various other creatures. They were the violent video games of our time. I 
hated being on the ground. I was constantly freezing or collapsing suffering 
flashbacks of the things Aira and I fought through. I shared none of that with 
Balkava. Whatever trauma I had I knew I would have to face eventually. 

“What I am about to ask you is going to be hard” she paused.

“I have a request I need you to take a team of soldiers and escort one of our 
researchers into the underbelly. You are to capture at least one antliod... if 
you cannot capture one you must at the very least extract its toxin. We need a 
fresh sample from the parasite. If we have that maybe we can make an antivenom.”

“Why me? There are others far more experienced?”
“I know and several going along are well trained for a mission like this... you 
can say no. I just wanted to give you the option. The researcher going is 
Hayden.” She froze. I stared at her. I was speechless. All the times Hayden 
and I have continued to meet and he not once mentioned he was planning an 
assignment like this. He must have known I would try and stop him. He must 
have known he was like a brother to me and this was a suicide mission.

“I’m in,” I said no hesitation. I wasn’t going to let my best friend go into the 
pits of hell alone.
“I knew you would say that, you leave tomorrow.” “Thank you.”
“I have one more request Sev,” she paused.

“What is that?” I asked unsure what she might say. “Will you stay this night 
with me?”

I stared into her eyes. I wanted to say no. Our relationship whatever it was 
had been over for what felt like an eternity. Instead I didn’t say anything. 
Balkava moved forward and pressed her body into mine. I had never realized 
how much taller then her I had grown since the time we had met. She seemed 
a whole different person now. We were different people now. She looked up 
at me and kissed my lips.

The next morning I met with Duv’Mir and several others in the ships veranda 
who were all preparing various gear and rations that we may need. Duv’Mir 
was ten maybe fifteen years older then I, shaved head, and several tattoos 
along the ridges of his face. He had told me once every tattoo was a story; he 
had served under Balkava as both a soldier and pilot when she was a soldier 
fighting the Skrav so I knew he had plenty to tell. We had a medic coming 
with us too who simply called himself Meddix naming himself after his 
profession. I would never know nor ask his real name or why he changed it. 
The other soldiers that were going with us were named Trevor, Slade, and 
two Drok Stath, Mak’r. Each one had their own unique scars and aside from 
Trevor and Meddix they all had a special black star tattoo under their eye. 
They were special ops. They were born and bred for missions like this. 
Hayden was the last to show up. Apparently he had gotten into a fight with 
some humans who were more then a little irritated about being out of stasis. 
They had demanded he give up food for them and when he declined they 
tried to take it. Luckily security was always close by and the fight ended 
before he got seriously hurt; nothing but a black eye.

There had already been two teams that were sent down below but never 
returned. The first team was called Alpha; it was a small group of humans 
accompanied by some autons. The second was Paladin; they were supposed 
to be a hardened group of soldiers that had fought several Skrav battles 
including the Battle of Colony-5458, the last human colony to fall to the 
Skrav before humans made their way to Errikus. They were all assumed 
dead. We would be going another into the underbelly by another path that 
was yet to be explored. The consul hoped this would make us victorious. 
Anathem was hopinh his mistake was the pathway he sent the first two teams 
on. 

First we would have to crawl inside a small maintenance tunnel only three 
feet high and wide under the veranda to make it to the eight foot by eight foot 
shafts that made up the route to the underbelly. Each of us put on body armor 
that covered our bodies from the neck down in and took a M77 rifle loaded 
with alloy shells. Meddix took a M302, an automatic rifle that looked like a 
M240L from the days before space travel. We didn’t want to risk using 
energy weapons and blowing a hole inside the weak walls in the underbelly. 
We also put silencers on them to make sure we didn’t draw any more 
attention then we had to. Our mission was to bring back a body or head with 
fangs intact. If we were lucky we would find one by itself kill it and make a 
clean getaway.

It took us an hour to make it through to the 
first shaft. By the time we 
reached the blast door to the underbelly we had already seen signs the 
antliods had been closer then we thought. Star jelly. That was what we called 
it. Named after some of the exotic creatures humans discovered inside the 
immer that resembled Earth jellyfish. It was a clear liquid that seemed to like 
sticking to our clothing. Hayden took a sample on the spot and tested it for 
toxicity and found nothing. It was merely a secretion, he said more then likely 
it could have just been a waste product. There we were crawling through bug 
piss. The day could not have gone better.

Balkava’s voice cried out to us from our comms.
“Riots have just broken out in the veranda. All the elders are being called into 
an emergency council. We are working to contain the situation. Antliods have 
begun breaking through the barriers in the hangars.”

The comm went dark. Communications had been cut. We had no way to 
know what we would be going home to now even if we did succeed.
Duv’Mir ordered us to turn our comms off. We were to stay within viewing 
distance of each other and use sign language when necessary to talk. Meddix 
and himself would take point.

Meddix sprayed a lime green gel around the blast door. In seconds it melted 
away the metal and biomass and the door fell to the ground. The ship was too 
sick to open it for us and had even begun cutting parts of itself off as a sort of 
immunization. The Erebus herself was fighting back the infection. Inch by 
inch we continued through the darkness using only the light from the edge of 
our rifles to see. The light pierced the darkness like scissors cutting through 
paper. A few hundred yards inside and still we found nothing. The walls all 
looked the same. They were rounded with grooves every few feet. These 
shafts were originally meant to be access tunnels, quick and easy ways to get 
from one end of the Erebus to the other but over time they had became 
abandoned and ruined. The biomass that made up the ship had begun to 
cover parts of the wall from which it was indistinguishable unless you felt the 
cold slick texture of it. It felt like warm skin. It felt almost like it was 
sweating. As I ran my hand against the side wall I could only wonder if it was 
another side effect of the ship being sick.

Hayden had joked before about the Erebus being alive. Now it was no longer 
a joke. We were the white blood cells. The Erebus was alive and we were 
nothing more then another parasite living inside it. 

The tunnels began to space out and became more like hallways. We 
finally 
had a little room to breath. When we came to a fork we decided we would go 
left. It was a group decision that left would be the only turn we took. Stath 
had been marking the walls of each corridor with his dagger. Each corridor 
he would scratch a line. At the first turn there was one line, then two, then 
three. If we got lost we could hopefully find our way back. Four left turns 
later we began to feel the toll walking with so much gear. Our guns alone 
weighed seven pounds each and we were walking alert the entire time. Aside 
from our weapons each of us had a small backpack with two days rations, 
medix, a breather, and a cutting tool. Meddix was carrying extra ammunition 
and Stath, Mak’r, and Hayden had all brought a Drok sword and dagger with 
them. Hayden also had some small research gear with him.

We set up camp inside a garbage disposal that hadn’t been used in centuries. 
It was something that had doubled as a storage room. Most of the rooms and 
chambers inside the Erebus could function in several different ways. You 
could still see stains and burns on the floor if you stared close enough. The 
garbage disposal was tall and wide enough for all of us to set up in and the 
best part was it only had one entrance. An entrance we could block and fight 
our way through if we had too. The antliods as far as we knew had no way to 
break or melt through walls so we were safe.

We only slept a few hours each that night. When we woke up we found just 
ahead of us a hallway full of broken bones, torn limbs, and mechanical parts 
thrown and mixed. It was a massacre complete with human remains and 
auton parts mixed together so well there was nothing to identify anyone. It 
was only when we found a broken rifle we could all agree we were staring at 
either Alpha or Paladin squad.

Slade who had been the most quiet of us began to pray. In his hands he held 
the end of necklace that was once the symbol for an old religion.
Trevor threw up.

Meddix sat in silence.

Stath and Mak’r began to see if there was anything to salvage.

Hayden stared into the darkness. I could see tears falling from his eye.

He barely managed to hide it but he did - from everyone but me.
“They must have woken up and tried to run,” Duv’Mir said.

“This...” I was speechless.

We searched through the dead hoping we could find at least one antliod 
among the deceased but there was nothing. No one got a single shot off. They 
couldn’t even take one out by shear force or luck.

That was when I noticed two familiar Drok. Faces I had seen so long ago on 
Errikus. Faces that only barely resembled now the people they once were. 
Hayden’s parents. I thought they had died on Errikus, it turned out they had 
been injured and found by a rescue crew and since then they have been in 
stasis. I wonder if Hayden knew? No. I knew he had no idea they were alive. 
He had come to terms with their passing long ago. 

I looked down and found his mother still breathing. I could see the pain and 
suffering inside her eyes. She tried to crack a smile when she saw me. The 
kind of smile that you never forget. I wanted to scream for Hayden to come. 
For a second I thought we could save someone. Then I saw her legs. The 
lower half of her body had been ripped apart and the only reason she hadn’t 
bled out was because an auton had fallen on top of her - its gyros and gears 
blocking the wound stopping her from bleeding out the way a dam would 
hold back a river. I looked over at Hayden who was searching in the other 
direction then I looked back and all I could think about was when I lost my 
mother. 

In the next few moments I did what might have been either the most sel
fish 
or the most generous thing I have ever done in my life. In my medix kit I had 
grabbed enough painkiller to overdose on. For a soldier it was a last resort. It 
was better to die in peace then die in agony. With Hayden’s mother watching 
I loaded it into a syringe. She grabbed my wrist with what little strength she 
had, tears rolling down her eye as I stuck the needle inside her vein. She 
didn't object. I watched as she drifted in the next minute her life flashing 
before her eyes. I felt like I was there watching it with her. I covered her 
body and the body of Hayden’s father as quickly as I could with a torn shirt 
and cloth before Hayden could see what I was up to. When he came over to 
me he asked if I was ready to move on. I answered without hesitation, 'yes'.

I couldn’t believe it. It took everything not to break down right then and 
there. They had survived the destruction of Errikus and now years later the 
grim reaper had come and taken their lives away before they even had a 
chance to live again.

We continued through the stasis chamber until we reached another garbage 
disposal. It seemed like the river of bodies would never end. Perhaps we had 
gone into hell and we were only now passing through the river of Styx. We 
had been in the underbelly for almost an entire day and no sign of a single 
antliod. There was nothing that we could do to shake the feeling we were 
being hunted. It felt like there were eyes all around us. 

"Now for the second night in a row we set up camp, no sign of anything. 
Place looks like the plague swept through," said Slade. I couldn't have 
described the place any better myself. “Tomorrow we will have to turn back, 
we’ll have to catch one closer to home if possible,” Duv’Mir told us. Our 
mission was nearly a bust. All we managed to do was waste more supplies and 
see a lot of dead. Each of us not going on watch took a sleeping pill that 
would knock us into a quick REM sleep but not so much that we could wake 
at the first sign of movement. It was the only way any of us could rest. 

Meddix took 
first watch, then Trevor. Mak’r must have only been an hour 
into his watch while the rest of us slept. We had barricaded the entrance to 
the disposal unit the best we could. There was only one small hole that 
separated us from the nightmare outside. We had begun putting our guard 
down. We thought we were safe in our den. Like a snake finding it’s way 
inside a rabbit hole a massive antliod burst through our barricade. It was at 
least four feet high. It wrapped its six black arms around Mak’r and pierced 
his back with its pincers. Its face had two razor sharp beaks that seemed to 
scissor limbs of its victims while it’s tail lashed around back and forth. I was 
the first to shoot my gun, which I had fallen asleep holding. Meddix screamed 
when he shot. His bullets ricochet and hit Stath who had already dug his 
sword into the creature. Duv’Mir, Slade, and Hayden joined in shredding the 
creature and Mak’r to pieces.

We must have looked like amateurs. Each of us covered in blood. Both Mak’r 
and the creature lay dead. Limbs of both mixed and covered the ground of 
the room. Stath was in the corner bleeding out. When Duv’Mir saw the blood 
pour out of his mouth he shot him putting him out of his misery. “It was a fair 
death and I hope I can die the same,” he said. Many Drok had an archaic way 
of thinking, at least by most human standards anyway. Those that die in 
battle from a weapon die in honor and get to spend their eternity as kings in 
heaven. Earth Vikings once had a similar way of thinking. They called that 
heaven Valhalla.

Duv’Mir picked up what was left of the antliods head and emptied out his 
backpack placing it inside. This is what we had come for. “Let it not be in 
vein,” he said slinging the backpack around his back. Hayden picked up both 
Mak’r and Stath’s swords handing me one of them. Which one I wasn’t sure 
but as he sheathed the Drok sword across his back with his creating an X he 
told me it would honor them, it would honor their families. I sheathed the 
sword around my back knowing I would probably never use it. Hayden and I 
had practiced swordplay when we were children but as adults the only time 
we practiced was the occasional kendo fight, but if this were the way to honor 
my fallen teammates I would do it. It was terrifying what just one of these 
creatures could do to a group of trained soldiers. In my head I could imagine 
if one of these got into the veranda or hanger. If just one of these creatures 
got into the civilian quarters it would be a never-ending nightmare.

We moved quickly down the stasis corridor from which we came. Hayden 
and I had taken point while Slade and Meddix took up the rear. It didn’t take 
long before we had attracted the attention of every antliod around. We were 
in the belly of the beast now. Meddix fired rapidly into the darkness. Every 
bullet hit a mark. Antliods by the hundreds swarmed behind us and to our 
side. We could see and hear their limbs screech the ship. We made it to the 
fifth scratch in the hallway when the monsters finally overcame Slade pushing 
him to the ground. They all began to swarm around his body. We all stopped 
and fired but it wasn’t enough. They all began to drag his body back into the 
darkness. Each time one fell another would grab hold rise and drag it back 
more. Slade had been dead on impact. We were simply trying to take as many 
down as we could now. Then we heard a loud screech. The antliods stopped.

A sea of antliods surrounded us but made no moves. We stopped 
firing to 
save ammo. Only shooting the one that would occasionally lash out towards 
us screeching. We had just enough light from the tunnels and our guns we 
could see Slade’s body splayed across the ground. Then we saw it. A massive 
antliod at least twelve feet high clawed its way towards Slade’s body grabbing 
it and pulling it away. 

Unknown to us Duv’Mir had brought along a pulse round. It was designed to 
take out drop ships. It was an energy blast that would break apart spread out 
and rip through walls melting them. It could probably take out the hull of the 
Erebus at its weakest points. When he shot it the entire hallway lit up around 
in a blue glow. Antliods disintegrated around us. All except the big one. It 
stood in front of us its body split bleeding to pieces. It was like someone had 
taken a hammer to a glass window. The window was still there but it was 
cracked, bruised, broken only a small fragment of what it had been. It was 
unable to move. Hayden seeing his opportunity unsheathed both swords from 
his back and screaming walked up to the monster hacking and slashing. We 
could hear the Drok swords cut through limb and limb until there was 
nothing left. It sounded like paper shredding. When it was over he stood 
there silently. Duv’Mir, Trevor and myself hunted down the leftover antliods 
who strayed too close. Hayden ripped the head off one gathering venom from 
its sharp fangs. Somehow we had been dropped into hell and survived.


The Consul
It took several hours for us to reach the veranda. Crawling back through the 
small tunnels and vents that spread through the Erebus. We were rats in a 
maze running for our lives. Our mission was a success but we had lost three 
good men - Duv’Mir, Hayden, Trevor, Meddix and myself were all that 
remained. We came out of a vent near the hangar and we were then embraced 
by silence. Nobody was there to greet us - the veranda had fallen. We weren’t 
sure if the antliods had broken through one of the barriers or if the riots had 
gotten so out of control the soldiers and consul removed everyone. There 
were only several hallways and chambers people could retreat to. We walked 
through checking tents and looking for signs of where anyone might have 
gone but we found nothing. 

"The antliods would have made a mess if they had broken through. There 
would have at least been signs of struggle," said Duv'Mir, "keep looking and 
keep close, we can't be the only ones left on the ship."

We decided our best bet would be to check the hangar. Slowly we made our 
way through the winding tunnels that separated us from society. Trevor and I 
had taken turns taking point. More and more everything was beginning to 
feel like we were inside a simulation. It felt like we were playing a game 
practicing tactics. As soon as that feeling set in so did hunger and we sat to 
rest. Hayden tossed me a ration, a small piece of Chev about the size of my 
palm and reminded me this was all real and I was more terrified now then I 
had been in the underbelly.

“If we turn on each other there will be nothing left. All of our enemies will 
have won. If we kill each other then we our entire existence will be null,” he 
said while we took rest. Duv’Mir and Meddix were restocking ammo from a 
barricade we had run across. “ I didn’t tell you, but my parents were in stasis 
down there,” Hayden was staring off into the distance, “do you think they 
could still be alive. I mean not all of the pods were open, there could still be a 
few survivors sleeping down there right?” He knew. How did he know? How 
had this slipped his mind for so long. "I discovered it only a few years ago, I 
thought they had died on Errikus but they were rescued. Severely injured 
and placed in stasis side by side this whole time," he said, "I never even once 
went down there to visit them or wake them up."  I didn’t know what to say. 
A part of me wanted to tell him the truth. If I could have saved my mother 
from the pain she suffered buried under pieces of the Tritan and murdered by 
the Seraphim I would have but still I would have hated someone if I knew 
they had killed them whether it was a mercy killing or not. It would have 
probably been best to say nothing but instead I lied to my friend. Hayden 
needed something to keep going, “It’s possible.”

Not long past the barricade we found the hangar and with it one of the 
several shelters the consul had set up. It was here that we found Anathem and 
delivered the head Hayden had wrapped up in his pack.

Weeks passed by. Life began to slowly adjust. Barricades separated us from 
the Antliods and Hayden along with several scientists began to work on a 
vaccine and cure for the ship. We had several shelters set up inside the 
Erebus. The most fortified was the Chev with the hangar being a close 
second. Other shelters included the mess halls and the rooms leading to the 
immersion core. An elite group also guarded the room that held the nexus 
even though no one was using it. Duv’Mir, Trevor, Meddix, and myself had 
been given a station protecting Anathem. We had become his bodyguards. All 
of the other elders had protection too including Balkava who retreated more 
and more inside the core of the ship. Day in and day out we heard rumors she 
was communicating with the Aelita. Rumors meant little though and with so 
many people awake there was gossip about just about everyone. People 
prayed for salvation. Our options were growing more and more limited.

People began to entertain themselves setting up small parties and festivities 
around the hangar. Some would even venture past the barricades to retrieve 
old artifacts and holo reels that played ancient films about the old world. 
Several of these films were entertaining. For several hours a night we could 
see how our ancestors envisioned the future. They were all so grand. People 
had envisioned a future where humans lived in peace or had conquered the 
stars. There were several that went to war with aliens and the battles seemed 
so strange. The best were the black and white films though. Humans bringing 
the dead back to life, monsters that would turn to dust in the sunlight. These 
films had become our escape. In a way things didn’t seem so bad. Leave it to 
such a tragedy to bring even the most diverse people together. 

It was when we had become content when we stopped worrying about the 
antliods and life had turned for the better disaster struck the heart of the 
human race again. The antliods finally breached the barrier to the Chev. It 
only took a small one barely three feet tall to flank past the guards firing into 
the horde. It bit into the Chev infecting our food. The Chev died after several 
hours. The doctors finally gave it enough painkiller to end its pain. We had no 
choice now but to take to the offensive once again. Several hundred were 
given the experimental vaccine that had been developed and placed into stasis 
chambers where they had been available and inside smaller pods inside drop 
ships. The idea of dying inside stasis had become the lesser of two evils.

One night I had volunteered to speak to Balkava on behalf of Anathem. He 
knew little about our history other then the fact that she herself had mentored 
me for years and that we were 'close'. 

Anathem had been talking to the Aelita and while they would still not break 
quarantine procedure they discovered something of importance. People had 
begun to demand a solution. We only had enough food to survive a few 
months at most. Rumors began to spread about a derelict space station 
detected close by. An outpost left by the Lethe and another bread crumb to 
follow. Long-range scanners had shown it was offline but it was possible if we 
could get it working we could abandon the Erebus. The Aelita had agreed 
that they would assist us in any evacuation. 

I explained everything the best I could. I was practically begging her to 
agree. The rest of the consul had agreed and whether she went along or not 
this was destined to happen. Anathem had even suggested we use the nexus 
to guide us. Our timeline had become lost. So many had died we had deviated 
from the path set before us. Without using the nexus our future was 
unknown. Balkava disagreed with everything. She had other ideas. She told 
me we were too close to were we needed to be to give up. The only thing she 
agreed was that we needed to investigate the space station. 

Balkava argued that we could pressurize parts of the Erebus making the 
areas the antliods had made home inhabitable. Some of those areas still held 
human survivors. We could then put all unnecessary personal into stasis and 
ride out the rest of our journey. I felt like I was talking to a wall. In a way 
both were right. Anathem could guarantee our immediate survival but the 
space station wouldn’t be able to sustain us forever and that was only if we 
could power it up and find a source of food and water. Balkava on the other 
hand had a plan that would work but would kill just as many as it saved.

Anathem shook his head as I delievered her message. He was disappointed by 
Balkava’s reaction but it didn’t change a thing. The Consul would meet in the 
mess and together they would put together our plan of evacuation. Balkava 
had been overruled. Bio-rigged guns and turrets were taken from the veranda 
and moved to fortify the doorways to the mess. I watched Anathem night 
after night interfacing with the Erebus and talking back and forth with the 
command on the Aelita. Trevor and I were on guard when we heard just how 
close to the space station we were. 

Before the consul would meet they would be forming a new squad to 
investigate. Given our success in the underbelly Duv’Mir, Trevor, Meddix, 
Hayden, and myself were the first chosen. Two others were taken from the 
elite that had been guarding the nexus. A blonde female guard with blue eyes 
named Brecca who looked like she could have been an Amazonian warrior 
and an aged bearded soldier named Lore that had several cybernetic implants 
he got from the Arr7. His eyes alone could change color and show him 
various fields of vision. His arms and bones had been grafted with an alien 
metal that was strong enough it could get shot through and light and limber 
enough so his mobility was never impaired. He was only one of a few dozen 
aboard the entire ship that had implants that made him more cyborg then 
human. He had no family, no kids, he had lost everything on colony – 5458 
and sine then had dedicated his whole life to fighting. In many ways his story 
reminded me of my own. I nearly lost everything on Errikus. Sometimes all 
that kept me from going insane was Hayden and knowing Aira was alive on 
the Aelita.

They named our team 'First Descent'. To celebrate our reunion each of 
us branded ourselves with a small arrowhead below our left eye as well as a 
black arrow on our left arm. It was our way of honoring those that had fallen 
before us. From now on we would be the first into battle, the first into the 
darkness, and the first into the unknown. We were thrilled with our new 
promotion but also prayed that it didn't mean we would also be the first to 
die. All risks we knew we had take if we were going to survive. I can still 
remember the day of our promotion. Anathem presented both Hayden and I 
with a necklace, a special Norse charm. Anathem had been a collector of 
antiquities since even long before he became an elder. The charms were to 
protect us as we flew into battle. Anathem at no point made me think he was 
a superstitious man but then again I felt empowered by the gift. 'Maybe some 
charms were lucky after all'. Somehow taken out of context the whole thing 
just felt like some sick joke playing on the parts of my mind that were still 
young and full of hope. 

The Erebus continued to get sick giving us less and less time to 
prepare. The vaccine developed for it was working but everyday it needed 
more and more. We were slowing down more and more inside the immer. If 
we wanted to get to the space station we would need to hope a ride with the 
Aelita. Our mission would be quiet. The consul didn’t want to risk it being a 
failure. Morale was at an all time low but we were still survivors. We were 
looking over the feed from drones the Aelita had sent out to the space station 
now codenamed 'Parcae Station'. In an ancient mythology the Parcae were 
the Roman personification of destiny, often called the fates. The station itself 
was separated into three circular parts that interconnected. There was an 
outer ring we named Nona, an inner ring Decima, and the center Morta. 
Each ring named for one of the three Parcae. The station itself was massive. 
It stretched in the distance the size of a small moon. Once we were on board 
our only goal would be to find a power source and activate it if possible. We 
had just enough research given to us from the Arr7 and the ruins found on 
Errikus that we should be able to find our way around and operate the 
controls. We spent days pouring over the information while our drop ship 
dubbed “New Dawn” was being prepped for flight.

Anathem told everyone they were being evacuated from the hangar 
temporarily so that they could fortify it against antliod attack. Most were 
moved to a refuge in the mess. The hangar had become filthy. Dirty clothing 
used for sleeping and pleasure laid spread on the ground abandoned. The air 
smelt stale and unclean. Baths and bathing had become a problem in areas 
were more and more people had become backed into corners. Everyone was 
given five minutes to clean themselves a day but it wasn’t enough and most 
didn't even bother. Shortly after our departure caretakers would be brought 
inside and given cleaning and maintenance tasks. The elders had hoped our 
mission would be a new clean slate for all.

The New Dawn was bigger then the normal dropship Hayden and I 
had taken out before. It was a heavy gunner. Some called it a picker. It was 

solid white and shaped like an old Earth shuttle from the 21st century crossed 
with a tri rotor drone. It’s wings spread out 30 feet to both the left and the 
right. Three giant rotors made up the bottom half of the ship. The back was 
were the small immersion core and ion drive sat. At least one auton was 
bonded to the back of the ship to help maintain it and supply navigational 
data.

We left the Erebus at night, at least what counted as night on the ship.  
Everyone was out of the hangar as we departed. The Aelita was going to be 
waiting for us just a few minutes away. We looked through our porthole 
windows and saw the hull of the Erebus crawling with caretakers. That 
wasn’t all we saw though. When we crossed the bottom part of the Erebus we 
decided to take a look at where the walls of the underbelly had been. Parts of 
the hull had been ripped away, chunks blown out from accidental explosions. 
Small black spots crawled on the surface just outside the holes. The antliods 
were more adaptable then we had given them credit. They moved slowly 
through the vacuum of space but they were alive.

After maneuvering around the Erebus we saw the Aelita on the horizon. It 
was only a quarter of the size of the Erebus. It resembled a cross. Two 
massive rail and energy based weapons pointed outward from the front while 
it’s wings spread out. Its body was longer and more slender then the Erebus. I 
thought about the first time I saw it coming out of the immer and fighting the 
Seraphim. The way it positioned itself above the ground pointing down and 
hammering blast after blast into that monster. It seemed so calm now. It sat in 
wait as we positioned our little ship on the side of its hull. This was the closest 
to Aira I had been in ten years. We were hitching a ride to the Parcae. After a 
few moments we took off through the immer leaving the Erebus behind 
hoping it would catch up to us in a few days.

It only took a few hours for us to drop out of the immer at our destination 
above Parcae. It was even more massive then we thought. We were so close it 
was the only thing we could see on the horizon. Our ship unhinged from the 
Aelita and began to drop. The Parcae was so large it had it’s own 
gravitational force and began pulling us into orbit around it. We pushed on 
our thrusters and slowed ourselves down. If we hadn’t we could have lost 
control and crashed ending our mission in a flurry of fire. The Aelita released 
drone after drone feeding information to both them and us. We did the same 
scanning searching for a port entrance.

Hours passed and we found no way in. We 
finally decided our only choice 
was to make our own. Our three rotors hovered over the Morta. They 
stopped and we felt the entire ship pull and settle as the ancient metal clashed 
with our own. Each of us stripped down and put on a space suit. It was more 
of a power suit weighing nearly a ton. Controlled by our movement inside 
through microfibers and touch. We covered our face with a breather and our 
eyes with a visor and each of us helped the other tap the helmet into place. A 
liquid gel filled in around our body inside the suit. If any part of the suit 
became punctured the liquid would harden. This guaranteed we wouldn’t 
suffocate or lose pressure. Too many mistakes had been made in the past. We 
each took an M77 rifle. This time we weren’t worried about stealth or silence.

Once we were in our suits we sealed the oxygen in the ship and stored it. This 
was it. If we came out of our suits now our eyes would bleed and our lungs 
would freeze. We let the vacuum of space come inside; inviting it inside like it 
was our guest of honor. Then we began to drill against the hard surface of the 
halo. Ten maybe twenty minutes passed and the small four-foot hole in the 
Morta opened up. The piece of metal we drilled fell to the floor inside the 
station. There was gravity. Hayden let loose three little spheres. The spheres 
were light weight automatic drones that would map out the station and send 
any and all relative data to the wristbands on our space suit. 

One after another we dropped inside each of us falling to our knees and then 
standing up rifle in hand. I was last inside when suddenly blue soft lights 
began to shine all around us illuminating the hallway in every direction. It 
was like someone had rolled out the red carpet. When we looked up at the 
hole we had cut we saw a field of red and grey honeycombs appear and in a 
few seconds our gateway inside had been repaired. Nothing we had could 
repair the hull of a starship or space station that quickly. “Nano machines,” 
Hayden said, but they were far more advanced then any we had developed. 
“The walls must be crawling with them,” he continued. Information given to 
us from the drones said there was oxygen but not the right amount for us to 
breath. It was a good sign though. This meant Anathem's plan to evacuate to 
Parcae could be successful.

We began to walk to what the drone told us wasone of the many control 
centers scattered about the station. It only took a few minutes before we 
reached a grey metal door. Inside we found a lab. Tubes filled with yellow 
liquid held bone and body of animals too torn and decayed to identify. We 
could see pieces of flesh wrapped around brittle bone. Some of the faces 
inside seemed to resemble human but then the foreheads, nose, and lower jaw 
all seemed abstract. Bodies resembled lizards, snakes, birds with a 
combination of human limbs, finger, toes and some were a combination of 
both. The lab seemed to go on forever as hundreds of tubes spread out row 
after row one abomination after another with no two looking alike. Every 
kind of chimera you could ever imagine was here. “Is this what the Lethe 
did?” I asked. It was a question that would go unanswered. Nobody was 
listening. We were all awestruck in horror. Our triumphant return to hell. 
We continued to walk until we found the control center. It was a large 
circular room. The walls were inscribed with images and a language dead for 
hundreds of millennia. Hayden looked around for an interface like a system 
familiar to what the Arr7 had told us about. There was nothing. The only 
thing we found that was familiar was the language on the wall and even it 
seemed different then the bits and pieces we had found before. Wherever we 
were it was far older then any of the ruins or ships we had discovered before.

In the center of the room there was a mound. It seemed to almost blend in 
with the darkness and light that surrounded us. It was the place everything 
ran. All of the language and writing in the room seemed to spiral outward 
from it. On top of the mound there was a sphere. It was glowing red. When I 
saw it I felt warm. I felt like I was inside the nexus. My body no longer felt 
like my body. I was looking through my eyes reaching out towards the 
sphere. When my glove touched it the red light dispersed through the room 
all around us. Each one of us began to hear a deep gravely voice whispering 
louder and louder in our ear until it was screaming. The language the voice 
spoke in was nothing we could understand and it was so fast none of us could 
even try to repeat it back or keep up with it. By the time we began recording 
it was over. We had only caught the tail end.

Suddenly we were all hungry and our mouths dry. When Hayden checked 
the PDA on his wrist it had gone black. We had no map and no way out and 
we couldn’t take control of the station. Then our comms shut down. There 
was nothing anyone could say to each other so we began to use hand signals. 
Duv’Mir carved instructions and words onto the Lethe landscape. Lucky for 
us we could still move. The power suits relied heavily on the wireless 
electronics for comm and information gathering built in but the body itself 
had its own backup power supply. We walked and walked until we finally 
found a tunnel that would take us into the Decima ring. Hour after hour past 
by.  Lore and Trevor were now working together to help carry Hayden who 
had passed out from exhaustion. Our suits were beginning to feel heavy. The 
backup power supply was beginning to run down. We only had hours before 
we would stop moving and become encased in our power armor like tombs. It 
would be like being buried alive. You wouldn’t be paralyzed you would still 
be able to feel and wiggle your toes. Your brain would tell you there was 
nothing wrong but you would be held down by the weight of the suit unable 
to move. Eventually the visor would go dark and you would be blind. If you 
didn’t starve or force off your breather to drown eventually your air would 
run out and you would suffocate. It would be like dying inside an isolation 
tank. Even if we could breath the air in here there was no way we could take 
our suits off now. Even if we were found in a shutdown state if someone tried 
to cut us out the liquid gel would harden and crush us.

Lore signaled for us to stand back and hold on. He pointed his gun at the hull 
of the ship and relentlessly began firing. Over and over he fired the energy 
from his gun slowly began melting through the alien metal. A few minutes 
passed as our visors lit up by the light from Lore’s gun. Then there was 
nothing. Lore blew a hole eight feet tall and wide in the side of Decima ring 
giving his life in the process. Our suits rebooted as we watched the red and 
gray honeycombs slowly begin to appear over the gap. We only had seconds. 

Each of us took the other’s hand dropping our ri
fles and jumping out and 
swinging onto the side of Decima ring. Brecca was last and the gap closed 
tearing her arm off. The liquid gel inside her suit hardened keeping her from 
bleeding out and numbing the pain. She breathed in an aerosol from her 
breather filled with enough painkillers to keep her from going into shock. 
Duv’Mir called the Dawn to come and get us. Duv'Mir's signal turned on the 
autopilot and the machine tracked us. In the distance we could see Lore 
floating away into the black void that surrounded us. There was nothing we 
could do to rescue him. 

Over the comms we could hear him whispering the names of his family. Then 
we heard his last words. There were so many things he could have said before 
he was out of range. So many things that would have haunted each of us the 
rest of our lives but Lore had said the worst. “Skrav,” he screamed. There was 
silence. He was so far away we couldn’t see him anymore. We couldn’t see 
any Skrav ships or fighters anywhere. Paranoia began to get the best of us. 
We weren’t sure if he was hallucinating or giving us a warning.
We waited for what seemed like an eternity. Staring into the darkness that 
surrounded us above and below. The Dawn finally picked us up. One after 
the other we crawled into the airlock and then pressurized the ship releasing 
oxygen into the air. Each of us took off our helmets and took a moment of 
silence to enjoy the air and the freedom of feeling our own bodies as we got 
use to our skin again. The Erebus was close by. We had been gone three days. 

Duv’Mir took control of the Dawn and began 
flying us home. We weren’t 
sure what we should report. Parcae was a deathtrap. The atmosphere 
wouldn’t support the crew of the Erebus and the ship itself was a maze. We 
were walking on thin ice if that was our best hope and what should we say 
about Lore’s last words... “Skrav.” They echoed in my head. If they were out 
there how long had they been following us. Were they even following us or 
were they waiting. Some Skrav ships were faster then our own. It was always 
the nexus that gave us our upper hand allowing us to create strategies based 
on attacks we knew would happen. Every time we fought them on our own 
we lost. We could push and shove them and get a head start running but 
eventually they always caught up. Duv’Mir did a scan of the area and only 
two ships showed and both of them were ours not counting the Parcae.

When we arrived on the Erebus we were greeted by Balkava and a handful of 
guards. Each guard saluted us as a sign of respect. We had become heroes, 
the first humans to set foot inside the ancient world of the Lethe. It was 
strange. None of the other elders had shown. I had expected to see Anathem 
the moment we came down off the ship. Nobody acted like they were in 
danger either. The threat of the antliods seemed to have gone away. Even the 
barricade that separated the hangar and one of the hallways antliods had 
been spotted had been taken down.

“What happened to Anathem?” I asked. The only elder that came to greet us 
stood before me. Balkava. 

“He has passed,” she said those three words without any remorse.  “Dead?” I 
exclaimed.

“The consul was having a emergency meeting in the mess when we were 
ambushed by antliods...”

She looked all of us over to gauge our reaction. 

“I have control of the ship,” she said. 

The Dead World
Balkava had led a group of soldiers through the passageways of the 
Erebus herself pushing back the antliods. She amputated parts of the biomass 
that was infected and burned. Her actions pushed back the infection that 
slowed the starship to a halt. With assault fighters she tore chunks from the 
hull scraping off the antliods that crawled on the surface, pilots said it was 
like scraping tar from the bottom of your shoe. Parts of the ship had now 
become sealed permanently as the vacuum of space leaked inside and 
swallowed those that might have survived had we found another way. Those 
that weren’t in stasis were now armed and ready to fight. Rumors said 
Balkava had been planning this all along that she had waited for the consul to 
gather together in one room and that she gunned all of them down herself. It 
wasn’t hard to imagine. Either way she now had full control of the ship. She 
was captain. 

Our mission to the Parcae wasn’t a total loss. Somehow a ton of 
information about Lethe had been uploaded to the New Dawn which then 
passed into the Erebus like an information virus. We had everything they had 
now. It would take years for the Erebus to sort through it all but it was all 
there, millions of terabytes of data and secrets. Balkava ordered the Aelita to 
work on finding a way to adapt the Nano machines we had seen used on 
Parcae to our ships. The Aelita slowly and meticulously began shaving 
samples of the new technology and storing it onboard their ship. The Nano 
machines were like ants continuously tearing down and rebuilding the 
structure that made up the outer shell of Parcae. If a part of the Parcae 
became damaged in any way it became a priority for the nanites to fix it. We 
were lucky they didn’t see us as a threat or we might have been dissolved. 
The Nano machines could dissolve every kind of matter tested against it. It 

was similar to a weapon we had used in the 22nd century during the first 
invasion. I knew I had seen it before. It was a weapon thought lost to us but 
now with this rediscovery we could make it even deadlier. Entire worlds 
could be purged with the nanites if we decided. We held the weapons of a 
culture that once ruled the galaxy. 

Both the space debris Hayden and I had investigated months ago and 
the Parcae gave coordinates for what we presumed now was Eden. Balkava 
had been right about one thing. We were close. Closer then we had been in 
three hundred years. We would be there in one or two months. We had no 
idea what we were going to find the only information that existed was that it 
was a physical place and we would call sanctuary. Many hoped and prayed it 
would be a place to start over. A world we could colonize and not worry 
about the Skrav or Trepp destroying. Everything seemed to being going as 
planned. 

The next few weeks we continued to have skirmishes with the antliods 
but we were free from the hold they had on the ship. Sightings of leviathan 
and seraphs also became more and more common while we were inside the 
immer. Several times we had to drop out. The Erebus was getting old and 
beginning to breakdown. Caretakers worked harder then ever repairing and 
maintaining the hull. Over and over the drives were taken apart and rebuilt 
by autons. Everything was turning back to normal and we were back to a 
being a society.

Even though the ship had no seasons we still celebrated festivals based 
on the seasons of an ancient Earth. Autumn’s festival came and hundreds of 
humans celebrated eating and drinking food and wine sent to us from the 
Aelita. They didn’t deliver it in person but instead they sent their autons who 
stayed providing even more relief. I played my guitar at the festival with 
Meddix playing drums and Hayden playing bass. Duv’Mir even joined in on 
the fun surprising us all by showing us he could play guitar. We spent night 
after night practicing together. We played music I had learned inside the 
nexus as well as some songs we had created ourselves. There was very little 
that beat the rush I felt watching people sing and dance. For hours we played 
watching everyone celebrate until finally the hours passed by and what would 
have been night turned into day and everyone exhausted settled back into 
their quarters. The next several days were spent cleaning up and talking over 
and over about the celebration.

Hayden developed a cybernetic arm for Brecca. The two of them 
slowly grew closer and closer until finally they were never far from each 
other. I even saw Brecca stay the night with Hayden several times. Most 
would have looked down on a Drok and human spending so much time 
together but people knew Hayden. They knew the things he had done to save 
this ship. The differences between human and Drok were barely visible 
anymore. Only some of the eldest held contempt and nobody cared what they 
thought. First Descent as a whole was still one of the best squads on the 
Erebus. We trained every other day and all of us had grown close. A man 
named Addax replaced Lore. He had been a friend of Lore’s and volunteered. 
He had twice as many cybernetics; Addax was more machine then human. 
Addax had implants throughout his body; his eyes, arms, legs all installed by 
the Arr7. He even carried an Arr7 consciousness - A.I. inside him. It fed him 
battlefield data and information but it was so much more then that it was also 
a companion. He named the A.I. 'Friday'.

I was with Balkava in the mess when we heard someone had spotted the 
silhouette of a planet ahead of us. We were slowly repairing our relationship 
with small talk and lunches. Soon the Aelita and the Erebus were flying side 
by side through the immer. The Aelita was under the Erebus with its topside 
facing the opposite direction of our own. Together both ships flew faster. The 
Aelita was close enough you could reach out and touch it though you would 
have lost your arm given the speed we were flying. The hulls of the ships 
vibrated together as if they were one. Had the Tritan still been around it 
would have joined the two ships tearing through the immer and out of the 
darkness into the real. 

When we arrived and came out of the immer we saw a massive star that 
looked just like our own sun. The star was a dot in the distance our journey 
from here would be done using the ion drives. We couldn’t risk pulling 
anything out of the immer so close to our goal. It looked the way I had seen 
our sun inside the nexus. It was immense larger then the star that Errikus 
revolved around. The Erebus and Aelita flew through a gas cloud at the edge 
of the system. We detected several gas giants and one rocky planet alongside 
millions of asteroids. The way the asteroids were scattered was similar to the 
asteroid belt that lay behind Mars in Earth’s planetary system. It was perfect. 
Each asteroid was high in rare metals and natural elements. The rare metals 
made this area of space nearly invisible to radar and other tools we had relied 
on for so long navigating the stars. They also blocked the exact location of the 
planet we had discovered. We let loose several drones and began our final 
search for Eden. 

“This must be why it’s called a void in some old texts,” Balkava said.
“If you look from far away there is nothing here.”

There was more to it then that. There wasn’t a star in the sky. Not even the 
light from Errikus had made its way here. It didn’t seem possible that we 
were so far away from stars that there wouldn’t be some light from them. 
People began talking telling stories about dark matter refracting the light 
around us. That was why this place could only be reached by the immer. It 
was a hidden wild area of space. This was why some called this area the void. 
We had finally reached our destination.

It took three days for us to 
find the planet. It wasn’t what we thought. Two of 
our drones were flying through the goldilocks section of space when they 
disappeared. We went to full alert preparing ourselves for attack. When we 
were close enough several of us went on recon. We found the planet. It was 
massive. It was a super Earth. Its mass alone was ten times that of Earth. 
Traces of Earth elements existed but the planet itself was burned. It was 
black and dead. There was nothing there but darkness.

Several drones 
flew down to the surface. They found water full of acid. 
Clouds rained poison. There were small traces of life - extremophiles, bacteria 
that found a way to adapt to the harsh environment. This was not a 
hospitable word and it had not been for nearly a million years. Other parts of 
the planet looked like they had been torn apart, stripped or broken by some 
large asteroid impacts. 

We continued to follow the coordinates we found on Parcae. The Erebus 
shifted and moved on its own disregarding the dead planet. That was when 
we found it. An orbital. Scans made it look like four massive cones had been 
set on top of each other with a small core shaped like a sphere in the center. 
Jagged edges and spines spread out in every direction around it piercing 
space. It was almost as big as a planet and three times the size of Parcae. 
Every spine would have been long enough to stretch the entire length of 
Errikus. 

Sensors picked up an Earth like environment inside. We were weeks away 
with the ion drives but we had reached our destination. We could see our new 
home.

“Sev, I have a favor,” Balkava had come to see me.

“Before we get too close I want you to start using the nexus again.”  “What if 
I don’t want to?” I said.

“This isn’t a request,” She answered.

Once again I was going to be forced to use the nexus. Turns out the last user 
they had been using got burned out he couldn’t see anything past the antliods. 
In a way I was happy. I had kept myself so busy with First Descent I forgot 
the thrill of seeing through time. The rush that came from living someone 
else's life. There was always that hope that glimmer of chance I would see 
something good ahead for all of us.


Black Island – 1944

EN SVENSK TIGER

Red Queen
He had already given away too much before I shot him. I didn’t want to. Nobody 
likes shooting another man. Right? He was about to give away everything. I’m 
not a killer; this is what we have to do. You can’t fight a war with rules there is 
no choice but to maim or stab someone in the back anymore it’s them or us. I 
couldn’t let him say a word. I couldn’t wait to see who it was on the other end. I 
couldn’t confront him later. If there is still a chance I might survive this... that I 
might get home to Anna it is a chance I must take.

- Joseph June 1944
The war is almost over. I can feel it slowly crawling to an end. A few more 
months there will either be nothing left or we’ll all be dead anyway. Nothing 
but ghosts wandering ruined remains of cities watching the decay. Shadows 
of ash displayed on cracked walls broken reflections of ourselves trying to 
survive stranded in dust. Yesterday before we took off I shot a man. I had 
survived a trench on the front beside this man. There were dozens of times I 
would have taken a bullet for him, a couple of good men did. He was a spy. 
Working for the Nazi regime. There is evidence now he was reporting to the 
Fehr himself. Apparently he had family in trapped behind enemy lines who 
had the unfortunate happen to them and they became prisoners of war. The 
third Reich has their hands in just about everything now: weapons, occult, 
espionage, blackmail. I wonder sometimes how they can keep on fighting. I 
guess I would have to ask myself that same thing. 

I was nothing more then a pretty good shot. A soldier on the front, a 
sniper, I never imagined becoming a member of any kind of special team. 
Since becoming a member of cold squad I’ve found myself doing several 
dozen things I never imagined; torturing prisoners, fighting behind enemy 
lines, rescue operations, and now killing a spy. We take our orders specifically 
from two entities; the white rabbit and the red queen. The white rabbit for 
the most part feeds us information from behind the lines. I believe it’s a she. A 
young British girl that’s managed to gather Intel on all kinds of Nazi party 
plans. The red queen on the other hand. She’s always had a more hands on 
approach.

It was night when we made the jump onto Black Island from the B17-G we 
were holding onto. It was a risk. A huge risk. We were flying over Japanese 
territory in the South Pacific. Our pilots name was Mika. For a woman she 
was the best. She could fly better then anyone I had ever met. She was a 
looker too. Not like my Anna though. Before my last letter out I got a picture. 
It’s the first picture I’ve ever had. Apparently my mother and Anna saved up 
so that she could have it made. It was sent to me straight from a professional 
photographer. It’s the only thing I keep close to my heart these days and the 
only personal possession I carry with me. 


Black Island didn’t exist on any map. The only reason we know about it is 
Intel we collected on our own months ago. This was supposed to be cold 
squad’s first officially sanctioned mission. Then of course this and that 
happened one thing led to the next and now it’s our third, fourth, fifth, maybe 
sixth mission. . There were six others in my squad. Two were French; they 
were a part of the French Resistance. Another was Australian, and two more 
British. I was the only American. At one point we had another American but 
got caught in some crossfire when we were rescuing a German scientists 
behind enemy lines. Officially Cold Squad doesn’t exist. Each one of us has 
had to temporarily cut ties to our families, friends. We don’t even use our 
names anymore. We’re simply A1, A2, F1, F2, B1, B2, when we’re on the 
field. In a way it’s easier. We work together as an instrument, a tool to be used 
by the rabbit and queen. In the trenches it makes you human to think about 
your family, to think about sports, to think about the promises of life. In cold 
squad we do our mission and move on to the next. We think about the 
quickest and easiest way to kill an enemy. When the red queen plays her 
cards the rivers run red.

My chute opened at just the right time. Low enough to not be spotted by any 
patrols and high enough I could glide and land in a clearing. F2 wasn’t so 
lucky. One of the French had made a mistake and pulled too late and landed 
in a tree. When we got to him we hid behind a bush. This is where we got our 
first real look at them. We were in the South Pacific but none of these soldiers 
were Japanese, they were from the Thule Society, the Vril although some also 
knew them as the Black Sun. They were a division of the Third Reich that 
specialized in the occult, mysticism, magic, and just plain weird. We had 
stopped one of their ritual sacrifices before - in fact that is what led us here. 
There were four of them desecrating our team member’s body with their 
rifles. It was easy pickings for us to each find a quick target.

We burned our friend’s body watching as both his parachute and the tree he 
crashed in went up in flames. The compound we were trying to locate was a 
small munitions factory located near the center of the island. There was a vast 
cave network connecting to it that span all around but we had no way of 
navigating unfortunately this meant we would have to go up top. Our mission 
was recovery. The Thule were using this place to store what our spies and 
prisoners claimed were weapons that could cause mass chaos, chimeras and 
beasts that could melt people’s faces. We had heard everything from yetis to 
the spear of destiny. It was even rumored they had found the Ark of the 
Covenant. It didn’t matter what they had we were either going to destroy it or 
steal it.


Considering how important this island was to the axis we should have seen a 
lot more action through the woods but instead we had only a two - hour hike 
and plenty of darkness left to strike. I guess they got cocky and thought they 
had done a pretty damn good job wiping this place off the map. We were 
equipped each with De Lisle carbine, a silenced rifle that was great at a 
distance and a silenced bolt action Welrod all supplied to us by British 
Commandos. We also had plenty of dynamite to blow this island off the map 
for real. Quietly we made our way to the front door. My lungs move in and 
out. I slowly let out a breath and together with two of my men we fired our 
carbines killing the guards. The Australian makes quick work of the alarm 
system while we dragged the bodies behind bushes and planted a small mine 
on the ground were a vehicle could drive up. The explosion from such an act 
would be a great distraction and warning on our end. Any chance we had to 
kill some Nazis was a chance worth taking. From there we made our way 
inside crouched around corners piercing the air with single shots quietly and 
efficiently taking out the enemy. We left a trail of bodies in our wake but our 
shots were clean. There was barely any blood the only evidence we had been 
there were the bodies we tucked away inside the shadows bent under tables 
and dragged inside ventilation shafts. After ten maybe fifteen minutes inside 
we had cleared the building and planted mines around it so we could know 
when or if someone came. There was nothing. A few sten guns lined a wall 
worthless and rusted. Shells of bullets shot long ago lay out on the cracked 
ragged ground. This place was clean – too clean. We began searching around. 
We knew enough about Black Sun to know they good at hiding things 
whether it was the truth spun around lies and manipulation or physical 
objects.


It was there in plain site. A statue set on a pedestal next to a faux wall. The 
statue was a depiction of Zeus holding a lighting bolt. Twisting the lightning 
bolt unlatched a bolt hidden behind concrete and opened the wall like a door. 
We stood there ready to fire expecting a legion of soldiers to welcome us 
inside their dungeon. There was nothing. The room was small but inside there 
was a long stairway. They must have built down into the caves below the 
island. These passages would have taken years to carve out. We walked down 
the stairs and inside the caves and then we could see around us behind the 
dirt and lime were skulls and bones ancient and deformed from time. We 
were walking inside catacombs. This place had been an ancient tomb 
probably carved out centuries ago when pirates or Vikings discovered this 
island. It was damn likely that they had become stranded here and maybe 
they had even lived here for a few generations before dying out. Now there 
bones were desecrated they were nothing more then ornaments the Black 
Sun used to enchant and decorate their base.

We continued for twenty minutes through dark tunnels lit by small 
phosphorus bulbs that swayed and hung nailed to the ceiling. Wires were 
rigged and taped together and stapled to the walls some even ran through the 
eyes of the ancient dead. There was someone down here there had to be after 
all they wouldn’t leave the power on for nothing. The tunnel seemed to open 
up ahead of us. The Australian was the first to enter the open sanctum. Our 

guess had been right. Before us we saw a massive ship from the 16th century 
wrecked on the rocks the bottom half submerged in shallow water and muck. 
It was a pirate vessel just like something you would hear about during the 
time of Blackbeard. The cave must have led outside at some point but 
openings always have a way of mending. We wouldn’t put it past Black Sun 
using some type of explosives on the outside either. The pirate ship had been 
ransacked and deserted. It was nothing more then a landmark now. Swords 
and treasures were probably pillaged to fund this base.

The child inside me, hell the child inside anyone would have been jumping for 
joy. We found a real life pirate ship. How often does this happen? The truth 
was much deeper then this though. There was something about the ship, 
something so familiar and yet far away like a dream half remembered. It was 
a feeling like déjà vu. We boarded the ship and looked around nothing but 
rusted nails and worn out planks. The bottom half of the ship had rotted and 
withered parts of it blended to the rock it sat above. This ship wouldn’t last 
another hundred years. If there was anything worth finding it was gone. Even 
the crew, the bones of skeletons had been taken away. There was a black flag 
still hanging on the mast of the ship. It was worn but you could still make out 
the dark grey skull that had started fading decades ago. I don’t know why but 
I made room in my pack for it. I wasn’t normally one to take mementos from 
skirmishes but there was something compelling about it something too 
familiar.

We continued through leaving the ship behind. It was a glorious 
find but in 
the end it was meaningless if we didn’t make it out of here alive or find 
whatever the hell the Nazis were keeping hidden here. One of the Brits began 
rambling on and on about an ark. Saying he had heard stories before the war 
when he was a history teacher. The ark was said to be a chest handed down 
to man from God. He spoke about how it contained the very stones that the 
commandments had been inscribed on. He spoke about how it had been 
taken to Mount Sinai in the Valley of Edom in the 1180s. There it was found 
by the knights Templar and taken to an estate in England. It was possible 
then that estate had been ransacked by pirates and somehow ended up here 
but that was only a theory. There were hundreds of artifacts that could have 
been onboard that ship that would be important to Black Sun and all we 
could do was speculate.

We crawled through tunnels to try and avoid the wide-open spaces that 
appeared deeper and deeper inside the cave. The walls were wet and the 
father down we went the colder and thinner the air became. We heard the 
mines we placed outside the base explode one after another. They echoed 
through the cave signaling anyone alive to our presence. We no longer had 
the element of surprise on our side all we had were the shadows. I could see a 
glimmer of light ahead of us. For a moment I wondered if we were dead had 
we died in this war, maybe we had died a long time ago and this was our hell 
to fight for all eternity until our spirits eventually wither and we truly become 
ghosts echoes of the men we once were.

If not for this war I would have a wife.

I would be a loving husband. A father even.

If not for this war I would be wrapped in the arms of a woman that loves me.
My last letter I told her to move on to leave me.

My last letter I let her go.

No longer am I the man worth waiting for. No longer am I the righteous soul 
that vowed to take her hand and walk her down an ail.

War has changed me.

Taking the life of another man has become my second nature.

My hands have become cold and calash. I don’t even feel pain the same 
anymore. Before the war a scratch or bleeding wound that would have made 
me go see a doctor is now nothing more then a tickle. I have scars down my 
side cuts from barb wire laying in the muddy trenches. Bruises come and go 
each day my as heart pushes me further and further. Violence becomes me. 

Headshot.
Each of us timed our shots accordingly. We were good. We didn’t even have 
to speak to each other anymore as we communicated with eye contact and 
hand signals. We could see two to three moves ahead just by glancing in each 
other’s eyes. Our souls were twined together in battle. Each mission molded 
us closer and closer brothers in arms, a family of foreign outcasts. 

We crawled out of the darkness. The bodies of the occult lay dead before us. 
Blood covered ruins they had carved on the wall. It was a familiar scene. We 
saw around us the bones that belonged to the crew of the pirate ship. They 
still wore their long dark coats and tunics. Some even still had rusted swords 
hanging down their sides tied to belts that had been torn and broken and tied 
together again. A part of me wondered if we had stumbled upon another 
human sacrifice. What demon were they trying to conjure now? There were 
no sacrifices though. Instead in front of us there was only a single door. Black 
knight armor stood on both the right and left sides. It was medieval looking. 
The Templar cross was etched into the chest plate on both pieces. This cave 
was feeling more and more like a museum the longer we stayed.

Two of our men guarded the door while B1 and B2 looked around studying 
the manuscripts and papers scattered throughout the small chamber. I went 
to investigate the door and see what was behind it. My first mistake was 
going alone. My second mistake was being me. I opened the door and stepped 
inside my head began to fog up. For a moment I saw a flash of light. I was 
standing on a bridge but it wasn’t like any bridge I had ever seen. There was 
a city that looked much like New York but much bigger surrounding me on 
both sides. It was immaculate. I couldn’t move my body, I couldn’t move my 
hands or turn my head. All I could do was fall. It would have been less than a 
minute before I hit the water. It probably only took a few seconds but it felt 
like an eternity. I knew fighting this war that I could die. I had made my piece 
with that a long time ago. 

Before I hit the water the strangest thing happened. I saw in the dark river a 
face staring up at me. A face that wasn’t my own. Then everything turned 
white again and I was holding a rifle inside a trench. I was back in the war 
only this time it wasn’t my war. Strange ships filled the sky firing blasts of 
light out from the wings on their side. The ground we fought on was rocky 
and reminded me of the frontline. Again I couldn’t move or control my body. 
It moved for me. I felt like I was drowning. I wanted to breath but couldn’t. I 
could only watch and listen. I couldn’t even close my eyes or scream to wake 
myself up. A giant beast came over the top of the trench. It was a worm like 
creature with teeth that must have been several feet long. Then it was gone. I 
was back in my body staring at into the darkness.

It was only for a moment but there I was back in the cave standing in the 
dark. I was holding some kind of black rock; it couldn’t have been any bigger 
then a baseball but it was oddly shaped almost abstract. It looked no different 
then something you would see walking in the woods or near a riverbed. I was 
holding it but my eyes were lying to me. It was looking at myself from the 
Australian’s point of view. Several more visions passed before my eyes. I was 
onboard the pirate ship I overheard someone call it the Devils Saber. I saw 
through the captain’s eyes as he fought an English fleet to the death sinking 
their ship but at the same time costing them their own sails and forcing them 
to come ashore to this island. It wasn’t the ark that they had stolen from the 
Templars. It was a crystal ball. These visions were from the past and future. 
All of it mixed together blending before my eyes. I had become an oracle, a 
seer. None of my team had visions like I had. None of them were cursed the 
way I was. They were lucky. The last vision I had before blacking out was the 
worst…

I stood on a boat holding a cross in my hand. I was mumbling some kind of 
prayer. It was all too fast to make out. It was too dark to see anything very 
well but the sun was on the rise. It must have been around 8:15 am in the 
morning. I was surrounded by several men both army and navy. The sky was 
clear as if God himself had moved the clouds, birds, and looked away leaving 
only an empty sky. Everyone was silent. The only thing that could be heard 
was a small faint whistling sound from a plane only a few miles above our 
heads. I recognized it. It was a B-29. It was a sound I had become familiar 
with fighting the war. There were two other bombers flying beside the first.

Not a moment passed before the sky lit up with 
fire. It must have risen over 
40,000 feet. Smoke and fire crept up the side of mountains It looked like a 
volcano had erupted. What was once a city had now become covered by a 
bubbling mass of purple-gray smoke with a red core. The city that stood there 
had melted together. Shadows imprinted buildings and anything man made 
was turned solid to liquid.

It was in that moment I knew what I saw. I heard stories about the weapons 
we had been building I had even caught a glimpse of the rockets and 
projections we had stolen on our earlier missions. This was the end of the 
war.

After that vision the rock stopped working for me. I wrapped it in the black 
flag and packed it away placing it inside the backpack that I knew would 
never leave my side again. Everyone asked what happened to me. I couldn’t 
explain I had apparently only been out for a few seconds. One of the Brits 
said it was probably the stale air from the chamber that made me faint or 
black out. Perhaps mold had made me hallucinate. There was a logical reason 
behind everything but this rock.. this was magic. This was the darkest kind of 
magic. If one knows there future they can control it maybe even change it. 
With this as a weapon we could control the world turn the tide of war and 
politics in any direction we wanted so long as we could find a way to see the 
right thing.

Red Queen/King, 
I served my country proudly. Please tell Anne I am gone that I passed away a 
war hero. Please bring her a flag and tell her I loved her and I KNOW she will 
be happy. Reward me with a heart a medal in death and let me run. I know you 
trust me. I have yet to let you down about anything. I told you we would win and 
I promise you we will win this war and that my part in it is now over. I delivered 
the Black Suns into your arms and let them all burn. By the time you get this I 
will have disappeared. Please don’t consider me a deserter. I am doing this for 
my country and for the allies as a whole. I have found something not even you 
can get your hands on. If you chase me I will know. I will stop you. If you hurt 
my family I will know and I will kill you. All you can do is let me run. Don’t 
speak a word of this to anybody. I have already discussed this with my team and 
they all agree this is for the best. You will never hear from me again. Years from 
now maybe I will no longer need to hide but until I know for certain all I can 
say is I give you my word everything will be alright.

Burn this letter and let me run.

- The Ghost of Joseph Everett December 2nd 1944

PS. I know who you are. #32

Addict
“What the hell happened to you in there?” it was Balkava’s voice. She 
was screaming at me. I was on the floor in the white room; beside me the 
visor on the floor was broken, smashed to pieces. I had white spit and blood 
hanging from my mouth. My throat felt like it was tearing itself apart. I 
coughed up blood again and for a moment felt my body spasm. I thought I 
was going to die. The chair I was sitting in hours earlier was bent twisted into 
an anamorphic shape. It looked like an abstract piece of art. The room that 
usually had no recognizable smell now reeked of melted wires, metal, and 
blood. The worst was behind me lying on the floor. Broken into tiny stones 
there was the nexus. It was broken. What was once our link to the past and 
future was now nothing more then a heap of small stones… worthless black 
rocks. 

I was interrogated for hours. I didn’t hold anything back. I told 
Balkava and her team of scientists everything. I told them about Joseph 
Everett, the Black Suns, the visions inside my vision. That was a first. No one 
had ever used the nexus while inside the nexus. Perhaps it was too much of a 
paradox. Whatever it was that shattered the nexus no longer mattered. I 
didn’t see anything important about our future. We had reached Eden at a 
terrible cost but our journey was over. We didn’t need the nexus anymore. I 
heard a few of the guards say that I should be punished but Balkava stood up 
for me. They let me go when there was nothing more I could give them.

Another user approached me. It was a young woman around the same 
age as me. She called herself Hera. She had one cybernetic eye. Apparently 
one time after using the nexus she felt so messed up and withdrawn from the 
world she took a knife and jabbed it inside her eye socket. Balkava was the 
one to actually save her and stop her from plunging it even further inside 
killing herself. She told me that after that they gave her a few weeks off from 
using. It wasn’t enough. Hera took me back to her quarters and showed me 
her lower body full of scars and cuts. The only way she could escape the 
nightmares inflicted on her from the visions and things she saw were through 
pain. Whatever I did I had saved her from that now. No more nexus meant 
she no longer felt she had to hurt herself.  

Hera wasn’t the only user that came up to me after that. For the 
first 
time the users on Erebus were no longer retreating to their quarters for 
silence and solitude. They were no longer splicing on whatever the medics 
would let them get their hands on. I can’t imagine what it is that most people 
saw. I had never had too much trouble differentiating between what was real 
and what was in there. I thought other users would be just like me but they 
weren’t. They were all constantly in pain and now they were free. No longer 
would they live in fear of what the past or future might bring. The only 
problem was I wasn’t. I wanted more.

After a day of bed rest and a few medical tests I was sent back to First 
Descent. The Erebus had slowed to a crawl. It would be a week maybe two 
before we arrived at the orbital the populace dubbed Eden-3. Named after 
the Garden of Eden the origin of mankind. It was poetic. This planet would 
be were we started over. It was also ironic that during the dark times when 
the Erebus, Aelita, and Tritan had first taken to the stars humans quickly 
grew weary of living in the cold dullness of space. It was only a few years 
before they tried to settle a colony. Up until that point no one was really 
adjusted to living in space. A skeleton crew ran the trinity and most humans 
slept waking up every few years to find nothing had changed. It was on a 
planet three times the size of Earth. It would have been beautiful. That was 
where we had one of our first real incursions with the Skrav. Some called it 
the third invasion while others viewed it as the day we came to our senses and 
really began to run. The people on the planet were massacred but all three 
human ships pulled together and defeated the small Skrav fleet and glassed 
what was left on the planet below. Eden-1 had become uninhabitable.

A few hundred years later humans got involved in a war with another 
alien race called the Ankari. The Ankari were a bloodthirsty savage race of 
humanoid creatures twelve feet tall and covered in pink abrasions, Many 
Ankari grafted various bio-organics and cybernetics too their bones. From 
birth they severed the part of their brains that felt pain and pleasure. They 
were a devoted species I have to give them that. Anyone that wasn’t an 
Ankari was considered a sacrifice to whatever God or Gods they worshipped. 
It was their reason for taking to the stars. Apparently the Eek or Pok had 
made first contact with them a long time ago before they became an 
intergalactic threat. Their kindness made them victims. The Ankari were 
smart enough to learn to fly their starships and eventually they were smart 
enough to build their own. When we first encountered them we set up shop 
on a planet we called Bedlam, a planet we planned to stay at once we won 
against them. In the end the planet itself was used as a weapon to destroy the 
Ankari. I’m not sure how they did it I just know that was what our legends 
say happen. The Ankari were the first alien species the humans ever 
deliberately wiped out (aside from the creatures we hunted and forced into 
extinction on Earth). If there are any left no one has seen them since. We 
learn this so that we may reflect. We are not a superior species or a war 
driven one. We fight to survive and we always beat the odds. The human race 
may be a parasite but we are a resilient one that deserves respect. 

Scans showed the orbital could support human life. It was massive just as big 
if not bigger then a planet. We could see it from millions of miles out. Its 
strange shape made it stand out in the sky. It floated like an abstract work of 
art.

I was running a drill with First Descent when I had my 
first blackout. 
The day before I had woken several times in a cold sweat. I had no idea what 
was happening at first. It was so sudden. One moment I was running and 
ducking behind the New Dawn using an air rifle to shoot cans off a ledge and 
the next I was blinded by a white light then darkness. When the darkness 
cleared I was on a boat. I recognized it. It was the Devil’s Saber. The same 
ship Joeseph had been on. I was in the body of a pirate staring out at the 
open sea. This was different from my past visions. The nexus always felt 
empty. This felt ethereal. I felt free. I still wasn’t in control of my own body 
but I felt more like I was alive like I was living in that moment. Less forced. I 
could smell the ocean even taste the salt on my tongue. As quickly as it came 
it was over. When I came too only a minute or two had passed. Trevor and 
Brecca were already running over to my side , in Brecca's hands I could see a 
medical kit. They were trying to figure out what was wrong with me. I felt 
faint for a moment, the world was spinning it was like I was on a roller 
coaster ride or spinning about inside an assault ship. I felt like I was flying. 
The world melted into place. Everything felt amazing and new. No longer 
had I felt like a prisoner. My hunger had been fulfilled.

Hayden gave me a full check up. Nothing was wrong with me. For all 
they knew it was a psychological effect from using the nexus so much and 
that it was quite possible I may be lossing my mind. Nothing out of the 
ordinary considering how many have lost their minds before and found they 
were floating through life like they are somewhere else. I thought about Hera. 
I wonder how she would live her life now. It almost seemed like they were the 
lucky ones. If I could feel what I felt and see a beautiful clean Earth 24/7 I 
would always choose that over this.

The second time I blacked out I was in my own bed. It was late at night. I 
was in my bunk plugged into wire watching the latest feeds from Hayden and 
Brecca and archive films found packed away inside the Erebus database. This 
vision was new. It was far more ancient then the pirate. I was a slave in the 
middle of a desert. All around me I was surrounded by Egyptian monuments. 
I was handed a black sword that seemed like it was made of emerald. The 
sword was a khopesh known as the sword of victory. I couldn’t understand 
the language but I think I was being granted my freedom. The man that 
handed me the sword had been a pharaoh. He was covered in jewels and as 
strange as it was his skull was elongated in the back. Somehow I knew we 
had just fought some kind of battle together. Then that was it.

I couldn’t sleep that night. I woke puking my guts out across the 
floor. I ran 
through the archives trying to learn everything I could about ancient Egypt. 
Looking through hieroglyphs only one thing became clear. The sun 
represented inside many of their stories seemed to parallel the black stone 
that was the nexus. The rays that shined off were visions. Maybe I was 
reaching but was it possible the nexus could be that old and ancient? Nothing 
I could open or find gave any kind of origin to the nexus. The only thing I 
could dig up was a file I couldn’t access. I had to pull some strings. If anyone 
could get into it without drawing attention to him or herself it would be 
Hayden. Among his many talents he was a genius when it came to cracking 
codes and breaking into systems. There was another reason to go to Hayden. 
If there was anyone on Erebus that I trusted it was my childhood friend.

Hayden took no time coming to my room. He was with Brecca. She didn’t 
mind he was going out and had told her truth. His friend needed him. She 
didn’t ask why or say anything about it being so late. On the Erebus time was 
mostly irrelevant. There were no designated schedules so long as you did 
your part and pulled your weight. As long as we showed up to our shift on 
time we were fine no questions asked. I told him about my new visions and 
watched as he pulled up a holo display. Through web after web of security he 
moved his fingers like a musician playing an instrument. He was a man of 
many talents. In a little under three hours he managed to pull the file up. 
“You know it might have been easier for you to just ask Balkava, you have 
every right to know what’s in here.” “That would have been too easy. We’re 
not exactly on the best of terms lately anyway.” He was right though. The 
information in that file should have been viewable by anyone on this ship 
especially a user like me. If they were hiding this what else might they be 
hiding?

The hologram expanded over the entire wall in my room. Light illuminated 
my bed and guitar making everything glow with a blue hue. Mathematical 
formulas appeared over and over but nothing seemed to make sense. The only 
thing that was discernable from the text was two locations, Area 51 and 
Montauk. I was putting the pieces together in my head. The nexus was 
ancient far more ancient then any other relic dug up by the human race 
except for maybe the Lethe ruins. This only raised more questions. I knew at 
some point so long as my new visions were real and I wasn’t losing my mind 
that the Egyptians had it. From there it could have been buried in a tomb 
unearthed probably by grave robbers and sold on the black market -Vikings, 
Templars, pirates, Black Sun and then into the hands of Joseph Everett. 
From there it could have fallen into the hands of the military. Area 51. 
Montauk. Narville. There was still something missing. Where was it from? 
Maybe the Skrav were the only ones with the answers. They were the only 
ones that had a weapon able to cut it. “I wonder what happened to the piece 
from the Tritan? Do you think it shattered and broke or is it still there in the 
ruins of Errikus?” I was thinking aloud. Hayden didn’t know what to say. He 
speculated it would probably be buried so deep it would never be discovered. 
Eventually the continents on Errikus would bury it before anyone was able to 
rediscover it again. Then the question crossed my mind. If our nexus broke 
did it have any effect on the one onboard the Aelita? Unfortunately that was 
a question only Balkava could answer.

Hayden and I continued to speculate theory after theory each more insane 
then the other. Perhaps the nexus was left over from the creation of the 
universe; a small fragment of the big bang or a previous big collapse. 
Throughout history there have been prophets, oracles, seers were they all 
connected to the nexus somehow. Where they users just like me?

The ethereal high took me again. I was mid sentence with Hayden when I 
saw the flash of white light. I felt my consciousness withdraw from my body 
as if I was being swept away by a river. I was Aelia. I recognized the body I 
was in. It felt so familiar. She was inside her bedroom. Abstract art hung on 
the walls it was hard to see not just because the room was dim but her vision 
was fading. It felt as if she was so old now. I could see the wrinkles on her 
hand. Had she lived the rest of her life full of hate and regret? I wanted to let 
her know it would all be ok. I wanted to tell her that everything wasn’t for 
nothing. Slowly her voice began to speak.

“Bloody sky in the morning. The angels of death depart. Man your battle 
stations. The end is coming to tear us apart.” She paused. She looked around 
the room as if someone was there listening to her but there was no one 
around. “Don’t let them win. I know you can hear me.... Sev.... Run” The 
vision went black. I wasn’t sure if she had closed her eyes or died. I wasn’t 
sure what was happening. How did she know I was watching? Did she know 
I was watching? Was this just some speech she practiced night after night? 
Did she always just assume someone was watching? She signaled me out. 
ME. How was this possible? The vision stopped. When I felt my body 
become my own I let out a scream that echoed throughout the room. My 
body began to shake and seizure. Hayden did his best to calm me down 
grabbing a syringe full of God knows what from a med kit. A few minutes 
passed and my body lay still. Drool dripped from my mouth. I wanted more.

I didn’t say a word. Instead I starred into oblivion. Hayden waved his hand in 
front of my face but this wasn’t where I wanted to be. I want to believe what 
happened next was my own will. My life faded white again and I was back in 
the body of Joseph Everett holding a M16 crouched behind a trench of 
barbwire.

For some reason I felt as if I knew exactly where I was. It was the Battle of 
Burma. The year was 1946. World War 2 had officially ended but not 
everyone was ready to give up the fight. Then I heard him say my name, 
“Sev.” It was as if he was surprised as if I had startled him somehow. I felt for 
a moment like he knew me, everything about me like we had become one 
soul. Not possible. This wasn’t how the nexus worked.

I woke up in the in
firmary. A needle stuck in my arm. Hayden said I was out 
for seven hours and during that time I suffered several seizures. Hera and 
several others had come to visit me while I was out. There was a small stuffed 
toy sitting near my bed. Hayden made a remark saying how it looked like 
someone likes me and then hypothesized that I had “overdosed” and started 
suffering sever trauma. I had gone into analeptic shock. He pulled up a 
hologram showing small shards of the nexus had entered my blood stream. 
This was the cause of my new visions. He worked up a suppressant that 
would hold back most but not all of them. It would create a protein chain 
around the microscopic shards so they wouldn’t interact with me. I didn’t 
want it to stop. I begged. He had already given me the suppressant. I had no 
choice if he didn’t then I would have kept having vision after vision until I 
died of starvation or suicide.

I locked myself away in my room for days. Hera brought me food and drink. 
She was there when I needed to talk when my body wouldn’t stop shaking 
and I couldn’t hold anything down. One night when it was really bad she 
sang to me. She picked up my guitar and played. It was the first time since 
being on Errikus, inside the nexus, or playing myself that I had heard music. 
She told me she learned from her visions. While most of the time she only saw 
various battles with the Skrav or Trepp every once in awhile she was 
someone famous and loved. Her mind memorized those moments and she 
taught herself to play various instruments. In her room she had several 
guitars some with six strings, some seven, but her pride and joy was a twelve 
string. Each string had to be perfectly tuned. It was her affection that saved 
me from my addiction in the end. Her affection made me feel like I was a 
stronger better person something I hadn’t felt since I was a child on Errikus. 
The way she talked to me it was like Aira had come back into my life. I had a 
new best friend. Hera was more then that though. In a way I felt like I could 
live the rest of my life by her side. Where Balkava had used me and abused 
my trust over and over again keeping me in the dark and treating me like an 
object demeaning me Hera made me feel like an equal. For the first time in 
my life I had no secrets from anyone. 

I told her how I felt and how the visions made me feel. I told her about what 
happened on Errikus about Dom, about my mother. I told her about never 
knowing my father and laughed describing the strange species that use to 
arrive in ships that looked like fish or stingrays and for once someone knew 
the animals I talked about and the strange words or animals I described. Hera 
had been a user. She may not have had the same type of visions I had but she 
had seen much of the same world. I was no longer alone.

There was still a chance every once in awhile a shard would break through 
one of the protein chains and I would have a vision. The effects could last for 
several seconds to minutes to hours. There was no way to predict the 
outcome. Never before had someone been exposed to the nexus like I was 
now. It was like breathing glass or running with a pair of scissors never 
knowing when you would fall only knowing that you would. If I had been 
anyone else this would have made me a liability but I was a member of First 
Descent. We were untouchable. On this ship we were considered heroes and 
if one of us were considered unfit for duty then moral would collapse. 
Balkava knew this well. After two days of shivering, shaking, puking, and 
mood swings I was called back to duty. 

We were nearing Eden-3; the orbital but we weren’t the only ones. When 
Lore floated away on Parcae his last words had been “Skrav,” and now we 
knew why. I lined up with my squad in formation beside an entire hangar full 
of hundreds of humans, hundreds of pilots. I stood between Hayden and 
Trevor. Duv’Mir had already received our orders but this was mostly for 
show anyway. Even Hera was going to be flying in the attack. There were a 
few hundred ships some so old they had to be welded together with parts 
from autons and biomass scrapped from the broken shafts and corners of the 
Erebus. The Aelita would be doing the same. Balkava stood in front of us and 
gave us a speech. Something about what it meant to be human. It didn’t 
matter. The only thing that matter was there was one Skrav ship. 

It was one two maybe three times as large as the Erebus waiting for us on the 
horizon. It was all that stood between us and our new home. We no longer 
had the help of the Eek or Arr7 and from what we could see they didn’t have 
any Trepp by their side for support either. This was a fight between human 
and Skrav a battle thirty thousand years in the making. If we were going to 
fall it would be here. I told myself that somewhere in the past someone must 
have seen this. Why else would they let us come this far? The outcome of this 
battle had been decided. Already we could see the Skrav drones and fighters 
swarming around like an ant would a hive.

It was as if a fraction of a shard had broken through only to cross my mind 
for not even a second and I could hear Aelia’s dying voice from my visions in 
my ear whispering again and again her last words spilled out across time and 
space – “Run.”


So Much for Subtlety...
I stood next to Hera in the hangar. The lights were dim, the Erebus 
was trying to conserve power. The hangar itself looked like it hadn't been 
used in ages. All around us people were hurrying about trying their best to fix 
fighters and scavenge parts from antiques that could no longer fly. Her ship 
was a small fighter with one seat. Its hull was painted with a purple rose and 
vine that wrapped its way across the bow. Many of us painted our ships. It 
helped make us feel like we were less expendable and it was an easy way to 
keep moral high. 

I couldn't stop thinking about my vision. I had been having so many 
since the nexus broke into shards now residents in my bloodstream. I felt like 
a liability, a walking time bomb. If I lost it while piloting I would be a goner. I 
would have given anything to follow Aelia’s advice and run. Truth was none 
of us were ready for another battle with the Skrav. The immer had taken a 
massive toll on the Erebus and the Aelita to the point the hulls on both ships 
were slowly tearing themselves apart. Every time we came back to the real 
the ships were warped more and more. Not even the caretakers could fix the 
massive gaps caused by the immer not to mention the holes caused by the 
antliods.

One last 
fight. Our assault fighters and drop ships would have to take 
out the hub on the Skrav ship that controls the drones and hope that enough 
of us survive so that we can take out the rest of the ship and their fighters. 
The Aelita would protect the Erebus as much as possible but even one Skrav 
ship is a monster. There was nothing I could say or do to make anything 
better. This felt like madness That moment was all we had. While I walked 
away I could hear Hera's voice singing in my ear, an echo of the night before. 
It was the first time she had said she loved me and I without any hesitation 
had said it back. 

My ship and most of the ships in First Descent had been painted with 
red skulls, angel wings and machine guns on the side. It was nothing but a 
boring afternoon months ago when we painted them on our ships and now 
what was utterly abstract had become our mark. Other pilots called us 'the 
red death' and soon it became our call sign. We only had a few hundred ships 
most remade from exotic parts we picked up from the Arr7 or Eek. Walking 
through the hangar now felt like walking through an art museum. In one 
space there was 'the red death' in another 'the rosary' and all the way back 
the 'Knights of the Winter Solstice' side by side with 'the Sirens of Caro'. All 
of us had our own stories our own histories and now we stood united. 

We were so close to Eden-3 we could practically 
fly down and land on 
it. My fighter’s wings spread out like a bat taking to the night sky. For the 
first time since the ethereal high the nexus gave me I felt alive. I was an 
addict. I was addicted to this. Flying through space I could feel the adrenaline 
making my heart beat faster and faster. I felt superhuman. Most fighters only 
had one cockpit unlike the dropships and they were quick. It was easy to 
maneuver and to fire all you had to do was pull back on a trigger. I was flying 
a twenty-ton death machine. 

At 
first we flew out in a standard attack formation in the shape of a v. 
Duv’Mir was in a newer model shaped like a triangle, the prototype XA-3, it 
was suppose to be more aerodynamic but it was also never tested in a battle 
like this. He had only piloted it once before. There were only twenty like his 
each slightly different. Pieces scavenged from here and there so no two were 
exactly alike. He flew in front while I was on his right side in a standard 
model XA-2. The XA-2 looked like you would expect. A cross between 
aircraft built during the 21st century fused with an almost exotic alien design 
where the two wings angle outward and down making the spaceship look like 
a falcon. To my side flew Trevor and Addax in similar ships. On the left side 
there was Hayden, Brecca, and Meddix. 

Before we launched the Aelita had already sent out a devestating 
invisible beam of energy across space but chances are the Skrav would be 
prepared for it. During the darkest times of the war most of our battles were 
fought millions of miles apart - with some even being light years away. We 
would predict their position and send out massive weapons of destruction. 
Forget the nuke, these were devestating; weapons capable of wiping out 
entire worlds. Weapons we ran out of nearly two hundred years ago. 
Technology that was lost to us. Maybe it was for the best. If we used a WMD 
here we would risk destroying the orbital; another paradise lost and with no 
hope left this was our final stand.

We were right. A waste of energy. The Skrav de
flected the energy 
beam using a shield barrier not that it would have done much damage to their 
hull anyway. The most we could have hoped for was taking out some of their 
fighters. There were thousands of them. There was nowhere we could look 
that there wasn’t a ship in sight. We broke formation and split into teams of 
two. Some of the fighters carried caretakers on their back. If all else failed the 
caretakers would hop from a human fighter to a Skrav and then with their 
claws tear it to pieces. For the caretaker it would almost mean certain death 
but that was their fate. They were bred to protect the human race at all costs.  
There was nothing left for them once we had a home. If anything we would 
let them open the hatches inside the Aelita or Erebus both and turn it into a 
satellite home. They would be our watchers from the sky living inside the 
ruins of our human ships. That was the most they could hope for. They were 
smart enough overtime they could probably colonize the entire system living 
in space. If we did fail they would be our legacy. The ones that let go and float 
away would be all that remain of the human race.

Duv’Mir came on my radio, “Unit 03 act as support and stop staring at 
the turtles and kill some bugs,” he must have noticed my drifting. I was too 
busy for a moment wondering if anyone ever saw the future from the 
caretaker’s point of view. I couldn’t stop thinking about it how many times 
had this battle played out in the eyes of users and yet there was nothing they 
could say to help us. “Transition shift to 7.” We made our way around 
towards the Skrav ship and in less than thirty minutes we had passed the 
point of no return. “Shift to 12.” We had done enough battle with them to 
know all their weaknesses but that didn’t mean they didn’t have a few 
surprises left for us. “Entering area 88, weapons free.” We had practiced this 
a hundred times inside simulation after simulation each little area of space 
separated out into an invisible grid we could navigate around with. We knew 
the grid so well we could navigate with just our own line of sight if we must. 

The real thing was so much more intense. I could feel my 
fingers 
twitching and my heart pumping. This would have been the worst possible 
place to black out. If I had a vision I could end up killing myself but if I killed 
one of my team and I survived that would be unforgivable. Around me I 
watched as the crew I had called family began to collapse and burn. We were 
losing. The Skrav outnumbered us five to one. I could see some ejecting from 
their cockpits a last ditch effort hoping that somehow they would be found. It 
would be like tracking a needle in a haystack the size of the sun. Impossible. 
Not to mention they would be moving so fast from ejecting they couldn’t be 
slowed down or caught. The most they could hope for was a quick death 
maybe if they were lucky they could shoot a Skrav drone or ship with their 
rifle or blow themselves up with a grenade.  An unstoppable force meeting an 
immovable object. Twenty tons of fighter jet meant twenty tons of debris. 
Even the smallest chunk of metal could fracture a drive core and cause a ship 
to spiral out of control.

I had no time to think about my own feelings but Hera, Hayden, 
Duv’Mir, Trevor, Meddix, Brecca, Addax even Balkava were all there all in 
the back of my mind. So many faces. I began to feel like some kind of 
madness was beginning to set in. Every heartbeat I could feel them. 
Memories of my past life were begging to pour out to split open my eyes and 
force me to cry and beg for my life. I was in battle and as far as I knew 
everyone I ever knew or loved that was still alive was right here with me. I 
couldn't let emotions drive me mad; I can't let my emotions tear me apart. 
There was no time to hesitate and no time to feel weak. My mission was 
simple; kill the Skrav. The conditioning kicked in. Something I haven’t felt 
since I was a child boarding the Erebus. The torture they put me through. 
The things they forced me to see and do. My love turned to hate. This was 
what it was all for. They made me numb to the violence. I was killing other 
sentient beingS but that didn’t matter because they struck first and this was 
our home. I thought of the elder that once slayed the innocent in their sleep 
forcing them out of stasis because of the chance they might have had some 
kind of disease. He fought for what he thought was a greater good even 
though he was wrong. I feel exactly as he does now. The Skrav are demons 
and I am an archangel. Even if I had to give my life for future generations 
now is the time that I would.

Ships from the Aelita began giving us support together allowing all of us to 
form a wall and make our way through a crowd of drones. Fuel ignited the air 
silent explosions and shockwaves throughout the vacuum of space crippled 
fighters from both sides. I wonder if Aira was out here. She had been pretty 
damn good in the simulations when we were children. The thought gave me 
some peace of mind the idea of fighting beside my childhood friend again just 
like we fought for our lives in Errikus. Now only instead of ticks and drok 
and monsters the size of buildings we were fighting our true enemy the enemy 
we had been born to hate. The Skrav ship was no different then the seraphim 
and if the human race could slay a beast like that then breaking through this 
darkness and destroying the Skrav would be easy. In the distance I could see 
the Erebus fire weapons from its sides. 

Beside me only several hundred yards away another Skrav drone 
disintegrates to pieces. It must have been trying to ram me last minute.  The 
front of the Erebus was behind me now it looked like four massive blades 
powering up ready to fire. Like a magician casting a spell. The spires looked 
like fingers as they filled with a blue kinetic energy. Another blast and 
another orb of light appears outside my ship. 

An entire squad of Skrav began to move upon my squad. I could see the blur 
of the red skull painted on the side of Duv’Mir and Meddix’s ships when they 
turned flipping 180 degree firing on the approaching enemy and turning back 
another 180 degrees before they even needed to catch up.

We were nearing the hub. If we destroyed it we had a chance of knocking out 
their shields and letting the Aelita or Erebus disable it with their weapons. 
None of us had taken a shot with our lasers yet. Our lasers were more 
powerful but take time and energy to charge; we had only been using 
projectile-based weapons and we were beginning to run low. We were all too 
focused on our mission to bother with any of the grunts anymore. We were 
coming in hot. 

“Hayden take point,” Duv’Mir said through the comm. None of us spoke a 
word that wasn’t something strategic or a part of our operation. The channel 
had been left open and we could hear one another breathing, steady, it was as 
if we were all sitting side by side hidden behind a thin wall. Hayden 
acknowledged the command and took over for Duv’Mir. Hayden had the 
most time in the simulation so if anyone were worthy of taking the shot it 
would be him. 

From time to time we could hear each other breathing occasionally someone 
would begin grunting or let out a battle cry as the gravity forced them back 
against their seat. Each of us was taking two to four g’s if we spiraled out of 
control we could easily hit eight or more causing a concussion or worst 
turning our brains to mush. Each cockpit was lined with holographic radar 
and tracking along with a joystick that would move us up, down, side to side 
making it easy to turn on a dime. The joystick was lined with several smaller 
triggers that would fire various weapons from energy beams and lasers to 
ballistics and fusion missiles. It was the best way we could control our ships.

The Skrav drones began to home in on our seven ships so Brecca, Addax, and 
Meddix broke off to draw their fire. Addax used his A.I. to calculate  the best 
route possible sending drones crashing into the spires and columns that 
detailed the Skrav ship. We were so close now we could have landed on the 
side. One wrong move and we would go into a bender and bounce off into the 
void. 

The Skrav vessel was only equipped with gatling lasers on the front for 
defense. These ships were (probably) originally intended to break up 
asteroids or clear paths of debris for others. The Skrav had been traveling 
through space a hell of a lot longer then us but in all that time they never 
readily improved their ships or designs. It seemed more or less that they 
lacked the imagination and inspiration that made us special. Taking out the 
hub and rendering it powerless should have been an easy maneuver nothing 
our team couldn’t handle.

Some of the other human ships that were plotting a similar course as us 
jumped the gun and flew too close to the Skrav hull. We could see the marks 
they left behind as we dodged the debris that floated all around. Duv’Mir got 
to show off the XA-3 taking it sideways through two wrecked ships only a 
few feet above the hull before diving into a small tench and killing two more 
of their fighters. Victory felt assured. It was short lived. Through the comms 
we could hear Trevor cursing as his ship began to spiral.

He hit 
five g’s before gaining control his ship stopped behind ours and stalled 
out floating in black space. In thirty seconds he could reset it and get back to 
the fight but he would be so far from our formation he couldn’t dream of 
catching up. He was nothing but bait for the drones and Skrav now. 
Duv’Mir, Hayden, and I continued flying down into the trenches avoiding 
most of the drones the rest of our team fought.

We heard Addax scream and eject from his ship. We couldn’t see it but it was 
unmistakable. A Skrav fighter came out of nowhere and hit him from behind. 
It was only because of Friday that he managed to eject. No human could have 
responded to that kind of an attack quick enough.

He was weightless for a minute maybe more but instead of 
flying into the 
vacuum of space Addax who was more machine then man used his 
momentum to scrap his arms and legs into the Skrav starship’s metal hull 
tearing away his skin. A metal coated his bone and the same metal gears 
autons used had replaced his muscles. His veins burst spheres of blood 
floated into the cold but he continued to move. Pieces of flesh burned away 
from the radiation that surrounded him but he was immortal. The only 
human parts he actually had left were his heart, brain, a few nerves here and 
there and bits and pieces of his spine and they were all encased inside metal 
strong enough to survive the void. He moved slowly but he was still fast 
enough to take out a few Skrav drones with an assault rifle he carried with 
him. We could still hear him through the comms. Duv’Mir retreated back to 
pick him up followed by Trevor who was just getting back to the fight for 
cover. A part of being on our team meant no man goes it alone. Addax was no 
different then an auton or caretaker in that he could latch himself onto 
Duv’Mir’s ship and hitch a ride but he was still human heart and mind and 
that made him one of us.

-----------It felt like we were racing. Hayden and I were side by side on our way to the 
finish line - the hub, first to destroy it wins. I had done this a hundred times in 
my head. Both of us had played this out a dozen times in simulation. We 
would fire at about the same time then break off in two different directions 
watching from behind as the hub exploded in a mass fireball that spanned in 
every direction. There would be no sound. This entire battle had been silent 
aside from what we imagined in our head. The fireball would expand out 
engulfing any Skrav that decided to give chase. We would then clear out and 
watch as the Erebus and Aelita fire endlessly striking the monster in the heart 
tearing it limb from limb. The archangels will split the demon and rain fire 
down from heaven above wiping the world clean.

There was nothing.
We shot at exactly the same time just as we practiced and watched as the hub 
broke into several pieces. It didn't scatter. It stood there mocking us almost 
completely intact. All around us drones continued to swarm. There was no 
explosion, no fireball. It had to be a fluke. We must have missed. We slowed 
to a halt and regrouped circling around and taking a second shot. There was 
nothing. We had been set up. The hub was a decoy, a distraction.

The Skrav vessel began to turn on its side like a crocodile tearing apart its 
prey. Hayden and I barely had time to grind our ships to a halt on the surface 
of the dagger. Hundreds of human and Skrav ships were fighting along the 
trenches and edges of the Skrav starship when it turned on its side forcing 
hundreds who couldn’t react quick enough to crash into the metal hull. 

We began our retreat. The truth was our bodies could only handle so much 
force from being thrown around before we would collapse of fatigue. It would 
be easier for another pilot to replace us then for us to keep fighting. As soon 
as Hayden and I were certain the Skrav weren’t going to turn again we 
moved. Even when they shifted we made sure to compensate or fly low 
enough to the hull we could land. Slowly at first but then we picked up the 
pace. We flew side by side again taking out a few drones here and there but 
none of the Skrav fighters even bothered with us. We were too far from the 
Erebus so we made quick plans to land on the Aelita. Each ship acted like an 
independent nation before and now the borders were lifted. Duv’Mir and 
Addax (who was hanging on to Duv'Mir's ship with his cybernetic arms) 
were still flying around the Skrav dagger looking and analyzing it trying to 
find a weakness. Trevor’s ship had become damaged and he retreated towards 
the Erebus along with Meddix and Brecca.

Half an hour passed. We were moments away from the Aelita when we saw 
their hangar open. The hull of the Aelita was badly damaged. Fluid leaked 
from the immersion core along the outline of the hull like black blood. It was 
like an animal lay before us in the distance hurt, bleeding wanting to scream 
but mute. Skrav ships swarmed around it like sharks to the carcass of a 
whale.

From the bowels of the Aelita we saw it open up. The Aelita was spilling its 
guts. From inside the hangar we could see hundreds of black ships pour out 
as if the doors of hell had broken and let loose the spawns of Satan. The 
Scourge had been released.

The Scourge, inhuman clones bred born and made for war. They each share 
the same collective consciousness and that makes them one hell of a force to 
reckon with. Created onboard the Aelita hundreds of years ago they have 
always been a last resort too dangerous for most skirmishes. The last time 
they were used was the Battle of Colony 5544 where they lost control and 
couldn’t differentiate Skrav and human from one another. That or as some 
had come to believe they held a grudge for the way we treated them. The 
ones that survived that battle were hunted down by cyborgs and augmented 
humans like Addax and Lore and either killed or recaptured. There were 
hundreds descending upon us now - far more then what histroy books said 
had survived. Their ships looked like demons - small swords strapped with 
devil wings. Maybe this was the Aelita’s idea of ridding the human race of 
their kind forever. If we were lucky both the scourge and Skrav would kill 
each other before we even set foot onboard the orbital. We had let loose the 
rabid dogs of war and now any pilot out in the open such as myself and 
Hayden had become fair game.

---------------We quickly countered as the Scourge 
fired at us. Already they had decided 
anything not a part of their hive mind was to be exterminated. Hayden 
managed to take one or two out while my shots were dodged instead raining 
down on the Aelita. I prayed no one was watching. We no longer had a way 
to fall back. The Aelita began to move closer and closer to the Skrav dagger 
dragging us along for the ride as its gravity pulled our ships. Caretakers on 
the Aelita began to let go and disappear into the darkness as if they were 
giving up. Some were attempting to kamikaze either scourge or Skrav but 
most simply disappeared into the vacuum. 

The Aelita was throwing everything it had at the Skrav while the Erebus 
retreated further and further away firing from a distance onto both ships. We 
were caught between visible rays of light, fire, and invisible beams of energy 
that only our ships could track and warn us about seconds before our atoms 
would be ripped apart. Both the Skrav and the Aelita continued move closer 
and closer. It was like being caught between the blocks of tetris. It was 
obvious they were going to touch. That had been the Aelita’s plan all along. 
Even if the Skrav ship was destroyed by the collision the debris would tear 
apart the Aelita. During the battle we had moved so close to the orbital there 
was nothing neither could do. Both ships would lose but the Aelita could 
crash-land and still survive. Hayden and I had no choice but to follow suit. If 
we were going to crash we had to do it all on our own terms. 

We pushed our ships to their limit setting the computer to make an 
emergency jump into the immer that would last less than a second. It would 
be enough to take us through the orbital’s atmosphere and hopefully disable a 
few Skrav or Scourge near us.

Over our comms we could hear Duv’Mir and Addax scream as the Aelita tore 
into the Skrav hull turning both ships and the area around us into an inferno.
For one small moment in time everything seemed to stop. The world around 
us twisted and blurred the blackness of space became the immer and then we 
were in the clouds. We were on the orbital falling through the air surrounded 
by snowy mountains. Below us we could see trees and forests covered in 
snow. No longer a dream, I couldn't help but wonder if I had blacked out and 
none of this was real. I could never forget this moment. The moment I looked 
upon Eden. It looked like Earth.


Eden-3
I remember the clouds and before that the blackness of space all 
around. It was as if time itself had slowed just long enough to show me the 
beauty of the world I would be leaving behind. I must have been unconscious 
for several hours. Hayden hadn’t crashed very far from where I had been 
buried nose first in the snow. Both ships had activated a distress beacon but it 
wasn’t likely anyone would come looking. Once I dug my way out of my 
cockpit I could move towards him more then likely though he would track 
me. He was always much more acute to that then I had ever been. I was more 
then lucky to be alive. The Aelita and the Skrav ship came crashing together 
falling into the atmosphere above the orbital melting together and then sliding 
down mountains and hills. It was like I was standing in front of them as they 
hurled themselves towards me twisting and bending as they changed from 
one geometric shape to another. They must have been thirty miles away. I felt 
like I was watching two great cities fall from the sky. 

I remember falling through the clouds and the seeing the mountains and 
snow. Sensors and drones from the Erebus told us we could breath here but I 
didn’t see a single tree near where I was. I had seen a few on the way down of 
course but not nearly enought. This place was like Errikus. Buried under the 
ground there must have been several plants and biomass emitting just the 
right amount of oxygen and nitrogen creating just enough natural gasses to 
create the perfect atmosphere held together by gravitational drives and 
exactly the right amount of force. 

“Aira was on the Aelita,” I cried no one around to listen. It had been years 
since I had spoken to her. I hadn’t even seen her since Errikus and now she 
was gone. The three children of Errikus were down to two. Constantly I had 
dreamt of finding her once we were no longer chained to the stars. When we 
were young there were days she would get Hayden, Dom, and I to play 
house. Her and I were husband and wife and they were our children. Even 
Hera knew the lengths I would go to save a friend. I had told her how if I 
could go back and rescue Dom or somehow stop Aira from being forced 
aboard the Aelita that I would. “Hera,” her name flew out of my mouth. I 
could feel tears beneath my eyelid but I didn’t cry. My body was too cold for 
that. 

I could see my re
flection in the shield that surrounded me light from the 
horizon from where the stars were setting. The horizon was curved in a 
strange way that the land seemed to raise itself upwards as if I had fallen 
down inside a well. All around me red and yellow light saturated my eyes. It 
had been years since I had seen a sunset. My eyes burned, I had adapted to 
life onboard the Erebus and forgotten how it felt to stare directly into a star.

There was something else all around I could hear such familiar sounds. The 
world felt chaotic. The most familiar of which was a sound I knew from 
Errikus; a sound from my childhood. It was the sound heard outside the walls 
late at night and sometimes during the evening. The sound that would have 
us lock doors and sit by our guardians or play inside simulations when we 
were so afraid the only thing we could do was lock out the world around us. 
The Eek never feared anything. It was one of the reasons they decided to put 
a colony on Errikus in the first place – aside from the fact there was plenty 
left to build on. They were afraid of one thing though - the sound of 
nightmares of animals that were part wolf part dragon with hair that matted 
and dreaded and ran down their backs across their black and grey bodies. 
Beasts that hunted with several eyes on either side of their face and sharp 
jagged teeth across their long snouts. The sound of a hellbeast. 

Animals that stood on two legs or run on six and stood between eight and 
twelve feet as adolescence and forty sometimes fifty feet as mature adults 
covered in eyes and sharp spines. Like dragons bred with demons their tails 
alone could whip and kill a man. The walls on Errikus were built solely to 
keep them out along with drones and automated turrets but every once in 
awhile their would be one or two that would break in and kill several dozen 
Eek, even the Arr7 had a hard time standing their ground against them. 
Monsters without weakness. The were the top of the food chain on Errikus. 

I remembered one night my mother and I had to lock us inside the basement 
of one of the trade offices owned by an elderly Pok, a furry little guy named 
Talvor. We heard the sirens and hid away in the dark. We were there for 
several hours before Talvor went above ground to try and see what was 
happening maybe even find help. The sirens continued to blare. I never saw 
Talvor again but soon after he left the sirens stopped. Eek security forces 
gunned down the single hellbeast that made its way into the city.

The Seraphim was the worst creature I had ever seen on Errikus but it was a 
creature of the immer displaced and afraid. For all it knew it was fighting for 
its life against a world that was trying to swallow it whole. The hellbeasts 
were the worst thing on Errikus. Why were they here? Why would the Lethe 
or whoever had made this place move them here to an orbital when they were 
bad enough on one planet? Again I heard the hellbeast howl and this time it 
was unmistakable. The beast was coming closer and closer. Hayden’s distress 
beacon was a few miles away. I could make it there before morning once I 
gathered my gear. As far as the hellbeast was concerned we probably weren’t 
that interesting but if one of us – if Hayden was bleeding that would draw its 
scent.

I tore the material that made up my seat and made a makeshift jacket and 
hood. I also had some of my space suit and facemask still left intact. I had 
created something out of junk and wreckage like this before it was something 
Duv’Mir had taught me and showed all of us several times how to do one 
night out of boredom. Now it was saving my life. The spacesuit hood and 
jacket would keep me warm and allow me to survive. My M44 rifle and 
rations had survived the fall well enough I wouldn’t be searching for food or 
fighting with my bear hands. That was good considering I had no idea what 
would be out there in the cold. Hellbeasts would hunt day or night but this 
was a new world. If hellbeast were here from Errikus what other horrors had 
become displaced? 

I felt like I had crashed down inside Pandora's box. 
I grabbed what I could and then started to move towards Hayden’s signal 
making sure to download all I could from my XA-2 into my wrist PDA. Both 
of us must have seen the Aelita crash. If we were lucky we could get there in 
a few days and maybe there would be survivors. At the very least it was in the 
opposite direction I had heard the howl. That was good enough for me. 
Without Balkava or Duv’Mir I had to give myself the orders, my personal 
mission, “Find Hayden and get to the Aelita.”

I made my way closer and closer to Hayden’s beacon falling down into a 
trench. It was like something from World War 2, it felt just like something I 
had seen through the eyes of Joseph Everett but it was still so very alien. 
Along the walls I could see small hieroglyphs etched into the rock and stone. I 
couldn’t decipher any of it and didn’t recognize it as anything we had come 
across. Holding my rifle in front of me I made my way through crossing 
corners and watching my back. Then I heard the hellbeast. It wasn’t a howl 
this time it was a growl. I had crossed its field of vision and been found. A 
shadow jumped over me for a second. The Earth once had monsters in the 
shape of giant reptiles and birds and dinosaurs – Errikus had the hellbeast. It 
was hunting me from above leaping over from one side of the trench to 
another. I could feel my right eye twitching as if I had been staring at a 
monitor for too long. The cold breeze hit my face making my teeth hurt and 
my cheeks feel numb. Any moment the Hellbeast would reveal itself. 
Hellbeast were a conceited predator always staring down and toying with 
their prey the way a child would play with food.

I continued walking through the trench. My eyes were heavy now. I wanted 
sleep. How nice it would be to just lie down and let it all go. As far as anyone 
knew I died in the space fight far above the clouds and the surface. The snow 
would probably preserve my body just like these ruins and years from now 
some expedition human or otherwise would find my corpse in perfect 
condition. I could be the scientific discovery of a century. The man frozen in 
ice trapped in time it would be an ironic end for someone who has seen into 
the passages of time. - Likely though I would just be another meal a feast for 
one night probably not even enough to stave away the beast’s hunger. 

Something inside myself made me move forward. Perhaps I should give 
myself more credit. I wanted to persevere. My instincts pushed me forward as 
I entered a small dark tunnel. If I weren’t being hunted it would have been a 
perfect place to settle in for the night. Snow fell to the ground like ash. 
Perhaps that was what it was, small pieces of the Aelita and the Skrav ship 
that broke off during the battle burning up inside the atmosphere.

I made my way inside a cave. It was something that seemed dug out but the 
inside was huge. I had never heard of hellbeast on Errikus burrowing but this 
world was different and if that was what this one did I might be walking right 
into its lair. It didn’t matter. I needed immediate shelter at least till I could get 
my thoughts together. I could smell something akin to rotten meat the 
moment I stepped into the hollow. My theory was correct. I had walked into 
a nest, the beast's lair. The light from the rifle revealed the soft porous eggs 
six seven feet in diameter stuck to the wall. This wasn’t like Errikus. The 
hellbeasts on Errikus would lay eggs but they were never larger then two 
maybe three feet and they didn’t stick to surfaces like this. The eggshells were 
soft and covered in small veins. Moving closer I could see through the opaque 
surface and inside to the multiple eyes and claws that were forming along soft 
tissue. Each claw was longer then the length of my hand. If even one of these 
hatched it could tear me in half. If I had any sense I should destroy them now. 
Destroy them before they grow old and hunt us down. They were so fragile. I 
would probably give myself away but I would ensure the protection of any 
survivors. Any creature human or otherwise these beasts snare would be on 
my hands for not putting a stop to them. It probably wouldn’t matter. If I 
destroyed the nest here the creature hunting me would know exactly were I 
am. I would probably infuriate it sending it into a rage. Once I was gone it 
would just pick up were it left off and lay another batch of eggs to hunt, kill, 
and maim. We were so low on the food chain I needed to kill the creature 
now or risk it hunting me forever.

I had one charge tucked away inside my suit. I was small no bigger then the 
palm of my hand. I could set it and run. The explosion would cause the 
hellbeast to run to its spawning ground and in its moment of anger I would be 
ready to strike my M44 should have enough of a charge to send the beast to 
it’s grave. Even if it didn’t die I knew its weak spots; the eyes and joints just 
above the legs. I could maim it enough it would bleed out into the snow. I 
would end this threat once and for all.

I no longer felt the sense I was being hunted. Perhaps the hellbeast had 
decided I was too easy a prey or it had found something more interesting. 
Maybe it was still tracking me curious as to what I am, even if I was edible. 
Errikus had been full of poisonous drachmae and bannerol – animals that 
resembled giant spiders and insects – that the hellbeast would hunt but 
certain types those marked with black stripes or red marks were always 
poisonous. The meat on drachmae was very much the same as the meat found 
in a cow full of protein. Humans for the most part couldn’t stomach it but the 
Eek and the Pok ate it all just fine. The drachmae poisons were occasionally 
sold or traded in the black markets almost like currency. The bones of the 
bannerol were so strong they could be welded together and used on the front 
of exotic ships and star fighters. Some Drok even fashioned weapons swords 
knives and bows from the bannerol bones.

Thinking about Errikus seemed to take away the pain the cold was causing. It 
must have been twenty maybe thirty degrees below at this point and it was 
only going to get colder. 

I put my plan into action. The charge blew. Shards of egg whistled through 
the air the smell of rotten and burning flesh was everywhere and the smoke 
rose sixty seventy feet before it was too thin to see. The hellbeast screamed 
and howled. It was cursing me. Cursing all. I was hidden up on a ledge. Just 
enough cover so it wouldn’t be able to see me right away. I could see its 
silhouette in the smoke. It seemed different then the ones on Errikus. Its arms 
seemed to stretch out more as if it had wings. Through the smoke I could see 
tumors on its side glowing with red and yellow veins. It seemed strange 
against its black and brown reptile like skin. I got two maybe three shots from 
my rifle into its knees and another into what looked like a wing. The beast fell 
to the ground wailing.

I took too much pride in my victory. The moment I thought I was in the clear 
the beast came charging through the fog and snow. I could see the red 
pouring from its eyes as if it was crying blood instead of tears. When I could 
finally see it clearly it was obvious this was no ordinary animal. It did have 
wings and it was flying towards me. I took off as fast as I could through the 
ice and snow. The ice carried me several yards away as I slid through the 
trench and out the other side into a small ravine. Out of the corner of my eye 
I saw what must have been a repulsorlift. I was right, this trench was a 
graveyard. A Skrav skimmer was buried in the snow by another crashed 
dropship. They must have sent several scouts down to this world before we 
arrived. I could see dried blood on along the steering panel and valves. The 
Skrav used skimmers (hover cycles) to float several feet off the ground; they 
were capable of traveling up to two hundred miles per hour. 

Not having any idea how to start it I searched over and over for a power 
source. My rifle had a wire that would normally attach to the back of my 
armor and together the two would use kinetic energy to power each other up. 
I broke the small cable from my power back and attached it to the one of the 
shock plugs just over the top of the skimmer. Again nothing seemed to 
happen. It took several hits from the back of my M44 rifle to make the 
skimmer start working again. In my rage I had hit it at just the right angle at 
the right time. The hellbeast was only a few yards away when I launched up 
and out over the snow watching him fade into the distance.

I felt really damn lucky. 

Departure in Transit
“You don’t need to rush... this will all be over soon,” a woman who’s voice so 
old and frail spoke in the distance. I could only understand a few small 
sentences of what she was saying. Was I dreaming? Was this a nightmare? 
The darkness seemed to surround me from all sides. My hands were bound 
with some kind of thin metal wire. I was on the ground. I could feel my own 
blood sticking and drying to my skin my naked flesh. That was when I heard 
the rats. At first there were only two maybe three then hundreds of them 
turning into thousands. I was screaming but my mouth was gagged.

“I am death,” Another voice spoke. This time it was the voice of an old man. 
It seemed sweet and gentle unlike the woman. The gag fell from my mouth 
and turned to ash.

“Why are you murdering me?” I asked hoping the old man would save me. 
Hoping death itself would come to my rescue. I couldn’t shake the feeling that 
somehow I deserved this If not in this life then in another I must have done so 
many people wrong. Maybe this was just the curse of being human. I could 
barely believe I even had the strength for words.

“I set you free,” it was the woman responded.
The shield surrounding the shards of nexus inside me must have broke again. 
One moment I was racing down the bank of an icy river on a skimmer and 
the next I am on my back knee deep in a foot of snow. “This is the worlds way 
of punishing me for killing the hellbeasts babies,” talking to myself. It seemed 
to help with the isolation. The sun had set and aside from some light reflected 
from the dead world there wasn’t a single light in the sky. Nights on this 
world are going to be hard if not impossible if things get this dark.

It seemed better to freeze then walk. My legs were numb and tired. Three out 
of five fingers on my hand my thumb, index, and middle finger had turned 
black. How long had I been passed out here? The hellbeast must have given 
up chase by now I was miles away and it had no direction to follow.
“Hayden will find me... he always does,” I paused again. 

“Set me free?” I said, “I was born free. I have always been free.”
“Your world is a cage. You are chained by your own senses. I forgive you. It 
is all you have ever known. You can only see what the darkness that 
surrounds you allows you to see. You my child are not free,” she seemed to go 
on but I couldn’t make out anymore of what she was saying. Her voice 
seemed to echo wherever the hell I was.

Then as if out of nowhere I could see her as she a frail old woman turned into 
an angel a being full of light. Her magnifcent wings stretched ten maybe 
twelve feet in every direction. Her wrinkles became smooth and the harsh 
black tones that covered her face and eyes faded away into nothing.

“Not yet, you are too young.”

I could see the rats again biting my feet. I wasn’t in pain though. They were 
eating away at my fesh
Something in the ground around me began to glow. It was a vibrant blue then 
green then red then back to blue. It was some kind of small creature like a 
dragonfly or firefly on Earth all around surrounding me. All together the 
smaller insects like white aphids lit the snowfields for miles. The light seemed 
to give me strength. It was more then enough to stand. It was enough to not 
give up and die.

My head wouldn’t stop pounding. I felt like I was having a vision but then it 
seemed to disappear like a dream or a hallucination. It wasn’t anything 
familiar and I didn’t feel like I was in someone else’s body. The drowning 
feeling I had felt so many times going in and out of it was gone.

Perhaps I had only been knocked down for a minute even possible it was less 
than that. Time in the dark seemed to slow down. It was as if the world 
around me had melted into a crystal ball shaded in and tinted blue. I lifted my 
skimmer from the ground. It was long maybe twelve feet across and only 
wide enough for either a Skrav or human to sit on. I guess it was a lucky 
thing both our species were roughly the same size. Aside from two large 
handles there were two smaller one close to were the stomach would be. I 
guess some of their scouts had adapted armor that allowed them to use their 
smaller arms and claws. I wish Hera had been here to see this. There was just 
enough room she could ride on the back of this with me. The two of us would 
have been able to run away together. Together we could escape this madness. 

Hayden and Brecca. The two of them would have had to come too. The four 
of us together with Aira and our few friends from the Erebus could start a 
small colony a settlement of our own away from the politics of the elders and 
Balkava. Away from the technology, tunnels, and darkness that has held us 
for a hundreds of years. Somewhere on Eden we could find a home. Hera and 
Sev - Adam and Eve. 

“I will destroy your body and take your soul.” The voice of death cried out.
He was holding a scythe pointing it towards me. His voice was no longer kind 
and gentle. I was afraid again. With her eyes and glow the woman scared 
away the rats. It didn’t matter I was no longer in my own body I was floating 
flying above it.

From the air the woman seemed to pull out a long two handed blade made 
from the bones of some primordial being. It had several points on it and the 
handle looked like it was made from glass.

The woman I knew now was a Valkyrie. I don’t know how I knew it was like 
some voice inside of my head had began speaking to me narrating the scene in 
a language I couldn’t understand. The two figures grew to the size of 
skyscrapers as I floated above them looking down.

She sank her sword into death’s chest and he fell to the ground. I began to fall 
no longer floating. Faster and faster in a downward spiral I could see 
mountains and clouds all around me to my left and to my right. Below me 
stood sharp pointy trees ready and waiting to puncture my heart and tear 
away my spine as I continued my descent. 

I reached Hayden’s ship but there was no sign of him. The glass cockpit has 
been busted. Small breaks and tears in the glass as if several animals had 
swarmed over it hoping to reveal some kind of meat. They were smaller 
marks then a hellbeast but it was still something to worry about all the same. 
I opened the cockpit all the same to see if there was anything useful inside. 
Wherever Hayden had gone he had managed to take everything with him 
even more then myself. His entire seat had been shredded. He had probably 
managed to make a coat out of it.

“The least you could have done was leave me a note,” I said thinking out loud.
There was no way I could track him in this snow. I made my way back to the 
skimmer. There was a small hologram displaying various information in 
several languages including Trepp - one of the few I had managed to study 
onboard the Erebus in my downtime. The skimmer had been analyzing 
several dozen tracks in the snow.

From what I could gather this is what it said...

"What was once nothing more then a small parasitic/insect like creature with 
wings soon spawned limbs and began walking along land scavenging for food 
and picking apart bones to eat the marrow inside. and picking apart bones to eat the marrow inside. 
foot tall carnivorous creatures who flourished on Tetra V. They are the 
equivalent of a human rat. Their nests are nicknamed Terror Traps by naive 
explorers who fall into their hives. Hives can consist of hundreds to 
thousands depending where the colony is formed. Most Terra Vesp prefer 
warm climates and so underground colonies in tropic environments are 
usually the largest. The Terra Vesp have a queen that sits a few inches above 
two feet and is five times fatter then the average Terra Vesp that are usually 
skinny but they are able to reproduce individually asexually. It only takes one 
to create a new colony on a new world. A long time ago an ancient race 
named the Lethe who we know little about aside from the fact that they were 
a tier 5 civilization had built massive orbitals and airspheres that were able to 
accommodate life far better then oxygen rich planets (such as Earth). Some 
information states that the Terra Vesp were originally brought to the Orbitals 
to clean out vermin and eat trash. No longer satisfied as scavengers they 
turned to cannibalism and hunting. They became pack animals swarming on 
livestock and even colonists. They would latch onto their victims with their 
many limbs and dig their claws (two big ones on each limb) into their prey 
releasing a toxin that would stun them. The orbitals soon became home to a 
plague of Terra Vesp.


Eventually the Lethe was given no choice but to create a genetic disease that 
would make the Terra Vesp population nearly extinct. Today the Terra Vesp 
live in the remains of the abandoned Lethe worlds hunting and scavenging 
the other wildlife. The ones on Tetra V are all but extinct give or take a rare 
sighting made by tourists. They are constantly poached because many alien 
species believe their skulls are a token of survival that brings good luck. It is 
not uncommon to see Terra Vesp skulls or even fake skulls on sale in the nets 
and markets. Their many limbs and bones are also ground up and made into a 
powder that is used as an aphrodisiac.

There are some that believe the Terra Vesp are sentient primal creatures able 
to communicate with each other and other species. No one has tried or come 
back yielding positive results from this information but it the Terra Vesp have 
been observed using tools such as spears, ropes, and knives when hunting 
their prey. Others believe they are noting more then a pest. Children often 
sing songs about the Terra Vesp calling them bone eaters and tooth fairies."

I recalled the name. It had been something I overheard one or more exotic 
species talking about amidst the black market on Errikus. I think I even 
remember seeing some Vesp tooth necklaces and jewelry for sale once in the 
black market.

The Skrav and Trepp seemed to have a ton of information on orbitals and 
airspheres. It was a lot to take in. This one skiff probably held more secrets 
inside it then we would ever get out of a prisoner. Once I had it back at the 
Erebus they could pick it apart study it and reverse engineer it. Hayden will 
be thrilled. Even Balkava would be happy. If they were scouting this orbital 
they probably had a lot more useful information on it then we had. I now had 
another reason to get home safe.

Around me just over the hill I could hear the soft quilling of several smaller 
animals. The information the skimmer gave me was right. Several Terra Vesp 
were biting endlessly at the corpse of a dead body. I couldn’t tell – I couldn’t 
tell from where I was if it was Hayden or not. I watched in horror as one of 
the Vesp with its crooked teeth and pointed jaw ripped an eye from the 
corpse. The eye fit perfectly inside its mouth and splattered like a grape. The 
snow around the body was bright red like it had been dragged several feet by 
the rush of the small creatures jumping to enter inside of it and feast. I shot 
one two three one two three round after round into the tiny creatures 
splattering their bodies. I didn’t want to die alone out here. If that was 
Hayden and he couldn’t make it what chance did I have? He had always been 
the better of the two of us. 

The Vesp I didn’t kill scattered. They would probably regroup and attack in a 
minute or two. Worst-case scenario I could just fire off a few more rounds at 
them. I had to be an animal wild and hostile just like everything else on this 
world. Every shot was my way of saying I owned this body... this kill.

The body wasn’t Hayden. It was a Scourge. I had only ever heard what they 
looked like in person. From what I had been told each of them being a clone 
looked similar though the color of their skin and sometimes hair and body 
type varied – a doctors way of saying the science was never perfect and never 
would be. The top of its head and eyebrows were completely shaven. I doubt 
it ever had a single shred on its entire body. Its mouth was open and I could 
see it’s teeth had been filed into sharp points. On its forehead there were 
several black bars. A barcode. That must have been how they kept track of 
him after they were placed in stasis. I could picture it perfectly. Walking 
through the halls of the ship looking at the walls seeing into the stasis 
chambers the eyes of the scourge all around you each with their own small 
story and background. A room full of clones each labeled like a product. Its 
body had been mostly stripped of gear. There was nothing useful on or near it 
aside from a small knife. It was protected by a small skintight body suit. It 
was some kind of exotic kevlar probably strong enough to stand an impulse 
blast or one or two projectiles but it was light and meant for a warm 
environment. The Terra Vesp were rodents scavenging for a meal- they were 
this environment’s clean up crew and they had done a good job eating 
through most of the lower body and even the kevlar it wore as well. Small 
teeth marks shredded the thick layer of kevlar down to the skin and in some 
places the flesh had been chewed away leaving muscle and bone visible. In 
this cold the Scourge must have frozen. I wonder if he was even dead before 
the locals started eating.

She grabbed me. With her sword sheathed she moved her arms and hands 
around me cradling me like a small child. I felt like I had just run a marathon. 
Every inch of my body was now in pain. I never hit the ground. I could see 
behind her Death lying on the ground defeated. His blood poured out in 
waves over rock and concrete.

Every few seconds I wanted to wail out in pain. It was as if someone was 
breaking my beating it senselessly with a hammer or digging the crest of a 
shovel into my spine one column at a time. I could feel something small 
shivering and as it struggled to insert itself into the small space on the bone 
and then I could feel it lift and pull. It was like opening a small can. Even the 
pores of my skin had begun to feel like they were being stuck with thousands 
of pins and needles.

Then I looked at my hand. – My hand was withering away fading into ash 
and nothingness. All of this while the Valkyrie hummed some kind of strange 
archaic song. Maybe it was suppose to be soothing. The harder I tried to get 
myself free the faster and louder she sung.

“It will all be over soon.” She said.
If I don’t 
find shelter I will freeze too. From where the Scourge lay I could 
see another piece of ruin sticking out from the base of the snow. It was good 
enough. Another howl. The hellbeast was back. It had managed to track me. I 
could see its shadow in the distance block out the pale blue light of the 
aphids. It was flying. Damn monster had wings. I had no cover were I was at 
and only two choices; run on the skimmer or hide inside the ruins. My best 
bet was to hide. 

I didn’t run straight to the ruin. I still had to hide my skimmer. I unhinged the 
cable from my rifle and plugged it in. If the hellbeast caught up to me here I 
could ram it. It would be suicide and I would lose the skimmer and my life 
but at least I wouldn’t freeze to death like the Scourge. There was nothing 
more I could do now I drove my skimmer into the tunnel at the base of the 
ruin. It was farther away and taller then I thought. The cold was toying with 
my senses – and my breathing. Hayden wasn’t with me but once again he had 
saved my life. I had taken a re-breather from his ship. It was meant for a 
Drok but it would still work for a human. As soon as I stopped I placed it 
into position swallowing the chord. I could feel the gel like tails of it make 
their way down my throat and slither themselves into my lungs. It stung for a 
moment before I took a deep breath of fresh clean air. It was working.

This world must have had more oxygen then the Erebus had or I had just 
gotten use to breathing in space. The air on the Erebus had always been so 
stale. It was always just enough. It had all the trace elements oxygen, 
nitrogen, even some of the poisons megacities on Earth would have had. 
Living onboard the Erebus was like living  underground compared to this 
place.

I tucked the skimmer into the hollow of the ruin burying it with my hands 
under as much snow as I could. Underneath the snow I found small pieces of 
foliage and plant life. The snow was covering up what looked like the vines 
and plants you would see inside a jungle. My guess was Eden-3 must have 
had at least two or three seasons; summer and winter with a short fall inbetween. 

We couldn't have had worst timing. If there was such a thing as karma I 
couldn’t believe we had enough of it to keep ourselves existing. In the pitch 
black darkness of the ruins the light from my M44 came on. It was refreshing 
for a moment to feel the warm hue of artificial light again. It reminded me of 
home of being back in my bunk staring at a holo. I settled in against what 
looked like a massive door made of stone covered in strange etchings - some 
even looked fresh. I studied them for a moment. They seemed barbaric - some 
looked like cave man drawings. I was barely forty yards from the entrance 
but deep enough not to be seen from the outside. It was a strange feeling. 
Most Lethe ruins discovered had always been made from biomass or exotic 
metals. There was even one made from a hybrid of the two called “the red 
flower” on Errikus. It had been given the name based on how it looked from 
the sky. Like a giant red rose rising up from the ground. These ruins all 
seemed to be carved from the world itself. Couldn’t put it past them. 

The Lethe we believed made this world. As far as we knew they are the only 
civilization with technology advanced enough for something like this. It 
would make sense they could mold it and sculpt it anyway they wanted. They 
had the power to harness energy from stars and explore the immer; their 
ruins had been found throughout nearly every discovered world. This would 
have been nothing to them.

I wonder if they preferred orbitals. It would make sense. There had been 
pieces, ruins of several found through the galaxy. This was to the best of my 
knowledge the only one we have found that was intact and in perfect 
condition. Even Parcae would have been considered an orbital to some 
though it was more of a way station. Eden-3 probably took more then half the 
entire resources that made up the dead world. An orbital could be controlled 
moved and made any which way one so desires. The architects of these 
worlds must have been brilliant. Like a composer they would twist and pull 
the land creating something out of nothing but rock and scraps of elements 
here and there. I thought about how a musician plays chords on strings 
making music form from thin air or the way a writer strings words into a 
novel even the way an artist turns a blank piece of canvas into a reflection of 
time. The magic of creation. 

I crawled into a small storage compartment. It was better to feel 
claustrophobic then leave myself open to attack. The hellbeast would more 
then likely track me to the entrance but no way could it squeeze through the 
tunnels. 

I just wanted to lie there and wait for it all to go away. 
A few minutes passed. I had managed to 
find warmth lying in the tight space. 
This was probably a place used to store food once - ironic how everything on 
this world wanted to eat me. The stone seemed to radiate with a small amount 
of heat. If it had been metal it probably would have been freezing. I guess I 
was lucky the architects made these structures out of the ground after all. I 
had to decide now whether or not I was going to sleep. In the gear I had from 
Hayden’s ship I found a small medkit. I probably could have dropped some 
adrenal or injected myself with some other drug or Drok remedy he might 
have to stay awake but at this point I had probably been awake past thirty 
hours maybe more. My body was begging to shut down. If I had any nanites 
left inside me from the various injections I would get before battle they were 
dissipating and dying off. There was also no way to know how any kind of 
stimulant would make the protein chain surrounding the shards inside me 
react. My body was my own now and at the same time it was my own worst 
enemy. My eyes were so heavy. The most they had ever been. My mind 
wouldn’t stop racing with everything - The battle in space, the Skrav ship and 
the Aelita crashing, losing Duv’Mir and Addax and so many others – not 
knowing what happened to Hayden, Trevor, Brecca. There were so few of us 
left how many were out there now?

She laid me down inside a hole then tore out my eyes. Then when I could no 
longer see she tore out my tongue so I could no longer scream. My arms and 
legs had all burned and turned to ash. I was nothing but a head and torso 
now. A broken fgure melted like wax onto some dried paper.

All I can do now is hope there is a purpose to my sacrifice.
Light broke through the tiny holes that separated me from the rest of 
the world shining in like the morning sun through a window. I had no way of 
knowing how long the night was here or whether I slept for four hours or 
fourteen. I thought about the lives I had seen the people waking up for work 
in the morning so few ready to start a new day. I would have killed for a 
shower and I would send this entire world to hell for Hera to be there too. I 
had to stay focused. If she was alive I would get back to her. She HAD to be 
alive. 

Around the entrance I could hear an animal breathing. It had already 
dug up the skimmer and bashed it up against the wall. Nothing looked 
broken but it was difficult to see from where I was. The Hellbeast came closer 
and closer till finally it was right above me. I could see its white teeth still 
covered in blood from its last kill. I could smell it’s rotten breath and feel the 
cold send shivers down my back as the white from its mouth and nose ignited 
the air around me like vapor. All the world was silent with the exception of 
the beast and me. I gripped my rifle in my hands and watched the beast like a 
lion. 

It had four small arms ready to grab anything that moved. It must have 
been able to smell me. The moment it discovers me is the moment I strike. 
One good shot into one of its several eyes maybe I could put her out of her 
misery for good. I had just enough room to aim my rifle upwards. The front 
of the gun was barely an inch away from the hole that led to the outside – the 
outside was barely an inch away from the predators largest eye. 

‘I should just 
fire now no hesitation,' was what my training had told me 
to do. I am a soldier, the surviving child of Errikus, and paladin of First 
Descent. I am Sev. The great Narville himself in his final words had written 
my name, which has been whispered across the universe and across time itself 

- in blood. I don’t die here. This isn’t right. If there was one thing I knew 
about the future it was that it could always be changed. Every time a user like 
me saw something – the invasion of the Skrav, the Ankari, the Antliods, the 
end of Errikus and the burning of the Tritan – it all changes. Nothing is 
certain. We can’t even be certain our past is our past let alone what actually 
happened. I am no God, no seer, nor am I any kind of oracle. I am nothing 
but a junkie, torn away from my friends and tossed about like a rag doll. The 
hellbeast is my harbinger, my Valkyrie.

Nothing happens. I don’t take a shot. A Terra Vesp wanders into the 
tunnel catching the attention of the hellbeast. Several other Vesp attack it as it 
rips the small creature to tiny little pieces. Purple blood leaks through the 
opening above me. From the opening I watch the hellbeast scratch and tear 
away at the small creatures that seem to be coming from everywhere. It 
scraps itself against a wall splattering another Vesp. The hellbeast scratches 
itself like a dog with fleas. They are little to no competition for the monster.

A voice in my head screams, ‘This is your chance.’ – I bust through the top of 
the compartment and without hesitation begin firing on the eyes of the 
hellbeast. I probably hit one in every four shots the rest tear away at its body 
and wings. It begins chasing me through the tunnel somehow I thought I was 
safe in here but the hellbeast defies logic - no I defy logic. My senses are shot. 
I can see its back flare up as it completely ignores the Vesp. ‘Maybe this 
wasn’t such a good idea,’ – I fired backwards at the monster finally making it 
trip over its own body weight and fall face down into a wall.

I made my way onto the skimmer picking it up and brushing the snow off and 
plugging the chord to my rifle into the hack I made. Before it started up a 
Vesp jumped out of the snow and bites me on the hand. I dispatch it quick 
but it still caught me off guard. The skimmer starts up. I had been luckier 
then I thought the hellbeast didn’t crush it or bury it or even put a dent on it. 
I have to hand it to the Skrav, their shit holds up. 

The engine sputtered. Faster and faster I went sailing over the ice. I 
had my rifle planted pointing over the top of the skimmer. If I had to I could 
drift and turn myself all the way around and fire at it. I had no idea what was 
in front of me through the dark. Small chunks of glowing waste stuck to the 
front of my skimmer the unlucky insects that had wandered out into the night 
wrong place and wrong time. The skimmer itself was glowing red-hot as the 
engines began to overheat. I must have been going a hundred and ten maybe 
a hundred twenty miles per hour. I followed the holo display on the skimmer 
in the direction of the Aelita. If I was lucky I would make it there in no time 
and I could take any survivors to rescue Hayden. They would have the gear 
necessary to track him so long as we could locate the signal from his PDA. 

The hellbeast pursued me but it wasn’t able to keep up. By the time it had 
taken to the air I could see it far behind me standing on the ice still crawling 
with the bodies of Terra Vesp.

My hand bled leaving a small path behind me. I was beginning to lose 
blood fast. That was the least of my problems. At first I thought I must have 
lost my mind. I felt shivers run down the back of my spine. Turning and 
facing the setting sun I saw the Erebus itself fill the entire sky. It was coming 
straight towards me falling towards the ground at sixty degree angle. They 
were crashing. 

It looked like they had taken more damage in the battle then I realized. 
Perhaps there had been a lot more drones and Skrav up there then we 
thought or what was left of the Scourge had attacked them. A small side of 
the Erebus was on fire. The grey smoke stretched for miles across the horizon 
as the star began to rise. Pieces of the hull fell apart as it came down from the 
atmosphere faster and faster. Fragments were burning up and falling like 
meteors. Suddenly there was a loud bang. I could feel the shockwave from 
the impact like an earthquake. The destination had changed. The Aelita was 
close but the Erebus was closer with a larger chance that there would be 
survivors. The Erebus was built to survive massive impacts after all space 
was full of asteroids and debris. If it could survive three hundred years of 
constant abuse it could survive one crash landing.

“Purpose? Your only purpose is to serve. You were born to serve to human race, 
the desire to expand and survive. Your body made you weak. You are no longer 
worthy of it so I am taking it from you. “ The Valkyrie war reading my thoughts. 
I could hear her draw her sword again. I could feel it. It severed the flesh from 
the rest of my body. I was skinned. That was the moment of my rebirth. That was 
the moment I became something more then human something more then a man.

I wished for death but death would not come.

Antliod
I swerved to the right and then to the left. Pieces of the Erebus, some 
as large as a dropship were falling all around me turning the ground to 
glass.The sky itself looked like it was on fire. The hellbeast followed my scent. 
It was making its way around the falling debris a lot easier and quicker then I 
could. I guess that was the difference between the natural wonders of the 
world and improvised technology. We could copy and paste the best parts of 
nature but never mimic its grace. The skimmer I had picked up was fast but it 
couldn’t move the way that monster could. By the time I had dodged the fifth 
and sixth piece of debris the hellbeast was less than thirty yards behind me; 
so close I could see parts of its face burned and charred from where I had 
shot it and the blood of the unlucky Terra Vesp had covered the white of its 
teeth. I could see the reflection of the skimmer on the once below. I was 
hovering over a lake now. Ahead of me water shot up of the cracks like small 
geysers. I drifted through one - felt the hot water burn the exposed parts of 
my skin. I watched water turn to vapor as it dissolved away. I ignored the 
pain imagining that from far away I must have looked like I was on fire. 

A piece of the Erebus no larger then one of our freighters fell in front of 
me/ I had no time to react. The engine of the skimmer was already burning 
red when it hit sending me sideways into the air and onto the ground. Luckily 
I had made my way across the geysers and the lake. My legs were facing the 
direction I had been going. My body must have flipped several times over and 
over. The fingers on my frostbitten hand were broken. I didn’t even bother 
sitting up before pulling and twisting them back into place. Pain was nothing 
to me now. I felt like I was popping my knuckles, only the joint of my hand 
seemed to sting a little. At least I knew I wouldn’t have to worry long; the 
hellbeast was already investigating the crash and it wouldn’t be long before it 
found the place in which I had fallen. I turned my head to the side to see it 
sniffing the ground its massive black wings no longer flailed; the beast was 
smart enough to know that I was no longer a threat. 

I had nothing but the knife I had claimed as my own from the body of 
the dead scourge. My rifle had landed several yards away buried beneath the 
snow. I began to wonder if maybe that knife had been cursed… then again it 
was probably just my bad luck. 

Closer and closer the hellbeast came. It would all be over soon. Quick I 
hoped. It would bite me several times, sever the major arteries and I would 
bleed out instantly into a red silhouette across the snow. I couldn’t think 
about it anymore. If I was going to die I wanted my last thoughts to of 
everything and everyone I loved. I didn’t want to think of the Erebus, the 
nexus, or this journey into oblivion the human race has been struggling with 
for the last three hundred years. I wanted to think of Hayden, the paladins of 
First Descent all of whom I hope and pray still live. I wanted to think of the 
fallen; my mother, Aira, Dom, the friends I will see when I cross to the other 
side. I can see them now, Duv’Mir would probably find some infinite battle 
for us to fight once I was there. Each of us falling into line joining the ranks 
of the fallen heroes the moment we pass. The only thing I regretted now was I 
hadn’t spend enough time with Hera. 

She was for me when I was at my worst and yet I have only known her 
for such a short time. The Erebus being so small we should have met a long 
time ago but even with a thousand living souls it was still too hard to 
remember every face and every name. The day and night cycle, the rules and 
regulations of the ship, the way the guard did its very best to keep users from 
sharing their vision - all of it had done its job for keeping us apart. I think the 
elders and then of course Balkava didn’t want us sharing information with 
one another, they were afraid of something. The Erebus had so many dark 
secrets. 

‘Can’t think about that. Need to think about…’
Where is Sev?
 Hera’s voice. She is talking to Trevor onboard the Erebus. 
One of the shards in my arm must have broken free. Perfect. My last few 
moments alive and I have lost my sense of self. At least there was no sense of 
drowning. Born a user die a user.  

Hera looks so beautiful. 

Her hair is cut in a bob, short and black. She is wearing a body suit 
colored in red and white holding her custom M7 rifle - one of the new 
prototypes nicknamed ‘the Ripper’ - and wearing a breather wrapped around 
her face. Things on the Erebus must be bad. If she is armed they might even 
be boarded or worst dealing with resistance inside the ship. 

Think…

Who’s body is this?

Whose eyes?

This is recent. I can tell that much. This is the battle we just fought. This 
could even be present. Trevor is wearing the same gear he was in when we 
flew out together only now it looks damaged. He must have taken a few hits 
inside his cockpit or made a crash landing getting back inside the Erebus. 

“He was with Hayden on the Skrav ship when I had to pull out,” Trevor 
said, “I’m sorry but if anyone can survive it would be the two of them. They 
could have ditched and gone down to the surface if things started getting too 
hot, I doubt the Skrav could match their flying skills .” 

The words strike Hera like a knife to the heart. Tears fall from her eyes 
and for the first time I really see how much she cares for me… except its 
more then that; she doesn’t just care for me - -  she loves me. 

Love is such a trivial thing in the darkness of space. Meaningless. We are 
born, we live, we die and while we are alive we serve the greater good 
keeping our species alive, making sure the gene pool is clean and healthy. We 
survive so humanity can prosper another day. Humans had lived this way for 
decades. I remember my mother use to talk about love, that feeling of 
imprinting on someone else. She use to say it was a fantasy, a fairy tale - at 
the same time she spoke of it in full. Telling me she loved my father before he 
passed, that she loved me, that love was the driving force for humanity; the 
only reason even worth surviving. 

“If we do not have love we do not survive,” my mother once said.
I wanted to scream. I wanted to scream to Hera that I AM ALIVE. 
I wanted to scream that I loved her too. 

I am in the body of a young soldier about the same age as me. A man 
named Talon, a paladin of Echo Squad. From what I know about huim he has 
lived on the Erebus his entire life and never known anything but fighting and 
discipline. These are just guesses of course… a small bit of intuition that 
comes with seeing through so many eyes. The way he holds himself shows 
who he is. I can remember meeting him a few times here and there. Catching 
him in the simulators playing superhero stories. Aside from that he served 
Echo Squad as their youngest member. That was public knowledge. They 
were meant to act as protectors of the elders. A kind of elite guard. Now that 
Balkava was the only elder though they were nothing more then grunts 
running around the ship doing errands under her command. Surely most of 
them felt replaced or resentment but they knew their place. Talon was only 
listening in overhearing Hera’s conversation. He was actually there to retrieve 
her and bring her back to blockade A. The inside of Erebus had fallen into 
chaos. The Skrav concentrated on blowing out sections of the ship that were 
nesting grounds for antliods forcing them to flee and move around the vents 
and shafts leading them to the areas we had fought so hard to once defend. 

Talon was good at his job. He and Hera made their way past the hangar 
using a picker. It was a small hover vehicle capable of light travel with three 
to four people. It was slow but it was easier then walking. Most pickers ran 
on battery power captured from solar cells. Most pickers were used sparingly 
given the Erebus was never usually close enough to a star to collect sufficient 
solar power. None of that mattered now. This was our final stand and we 
were going to use everything at our disposal to survive. Trevor disappeared 
away from them. Apparently Hera had sough him out hoping to learn what 
had become of me. It wasn’t fair that I was alive my consciousness right there 
by her side.

Balkava had promoted Hera to Echo Squad and given certain experiences 
she had while inside the nexus. It was better then going into stasis since she 
was no longer a user she was no longer useful onboard the ship (aside form 
genetic purposes). I’m sure if she had said no they would have found 
something else for her to do. There was still R&D and certain levels of 
maintenance that needed living  humans to perform sanctioned tasks. She was 
a fighter though and she was more then capable of taking care of herself. She 
would never be anything but. During the first wave of attacks by the antliods 
Hera had been one of the few going in and rescuing people trapped inside 
quarantined areas and venues of the ship. She was small and could crawl 
easily through most vents unnoticed and unlock sealed doors without any 
trouble. 

Near the blockage  of the barricade the antliods thrashed at metal barriers 
we had built to keep them away. Turrets fired pulse after pulse into the mass 
of blackness. Echo Squad including Talon and Hera made their stand behind 
a barricade that sat four feet off the ground. They aimed through portholes at 
the monsters with precision from their hiding place. The battle outside the 
Erebus seemed to rage on as the hull shook again and again. At times even 
the floor below seemed to turn as the gravity field fell into flux. Sometimes 
Talon’s body felt lighter then air, other times it felt like he had gained several 
hundred. We had been trained to handle this in simulations but actually 
feeling your weight shift minute to minute was enough to make even the best 
fall sick with vertigo and nausea. Several people three up and others seemed 
to cough blood as if their insides were collapsing and breaking apart with 
each forced shift. 

There was no stopping the barrage of antliods. When they saw a 
massive hive queen crawl up out of the darkness and towards them Echo 
Squad made the only choice they could. Trapping hundreds of lives inside 
stasis condemning them to death Echo abandoned the passageway setting 
charges and blowing the structures around them. 

Talon didn’t want to run with the rest of the group, he was ready 
become a ghost. Hera wouldn’t let him. 

I watched her grab him and push him out of the way as the force of the 
blast sent both to their knees. Her push had saved both of their lives.

A few antliods escaped and quickly began spilling out the corridors of the 
Erebus slashing and dismembering crew and soldiers with their teeth, tails, 
and claws. Mutilated antliods crawled over the corpses of dead soldiers while 
others fired shot after shot swinging blades violently in the air. This was an 
open war human>skrav>antliods>nature everything and everyone fighting for 
their right to live, for dominance. 

“Echo this is Crossbones can you read?”

It was an unfamiliar voice. 

“This is Talon of Echo?” Talon said with a question. 
“The Red Queen is secure; two minutes until impact,” the voice cut out.
“What does that mean? Two minutes until impact?” Hera asked. 
“We’re crashing the ship,” said Talon, “the Skrav and the Aelita are 

already down. If we stay in space any longer our engines are so badly 
damaged we will be ripped apart.”
“What the hell do we do?” Hera said almost crying. Her voice was soft 
and her words seemed choked as if they had been spoken by a scared child. 

“There is a panic room big enough for several hundred built for the elders, 
its close to the core and we have just enough time to make it if we hurry,” 
Talon answered already on the move in front of Hera. 

None of the other echo members said a word. They knew this would mean 
leaving loved ones and family behind. From what I could remember and what 
I had been told in the past was that the bunker had been built for the elders 
and key personal and not one more person. It was a lifeboat, a last resort. The 
Erebus was made of several different layers - each reinforced the other. The 
bunker was a place of solitude for the elders buried deep in the core of the 
ship but easily accessed through elevators and tunnels. The bunker had 
seldom been seen by outside eyes. Balkava had turned it into a sanctuary as 
of late, a place that she went alone to meditate. Now more then ever it was 
serving its one true purpose - protect a select few so that the human race 
could start all over. It would be a new world built on the blood of the old one. 

“We can’t leave all these people behind!” cried Hera. Talon was pulling 
her with him now; grasping her hand tight. He pulled her up on the picker 
with a few others and they began driving through the chaos as the antliods 
continued to tear there way through the only world so many of them had ever 
known. I could see the look on his face reflected on one of the walls. It looked 
like the last several hours had aged him rapidly. The look in his eyes said it 
all. He agreed with Hera but there was nothing that could be done. His eyes 
were full of sadness and regret. 

Before they arrived at the entrance to the bunker a Drok 
flew out of the 
air and onto the picker. With it’s long two-handed blade cut from the bones of 
a hellbeast he decapitated the driver. Word had quickly spread. Everyone had 
been listening to Crossbones message through their comms. Everyone knew 
the bunker was open and only a few knew the pass codes (Talon and the rest 
of Echo being a part of the lucky few). Talon immediately started firing on 
the Drok who seemed to stand there and take every shot pointblank in the 
chest. He was still screaming when the picker ran into a wall and flipped 
over. The Drok was dead, buried beneath the ruins of the wrecked picker. 
Talon, Hera and what was left of Echo began to lift themselves up and press 
forward as a mob of people began moving towards them. The Erebus had 
become anarchy. There was no order anymore just the chaos as humanity sat 
on the brink of destruction. None of Echo wanted to fire into the crowd but it 
was an oncoming storm. If they didn’t fire they would die, if they did they 
would be murderers - no better then the Skrav or antliods. I couldn’t tell who 
took the first shot but it was obvious now. Civil war had begun. 

Hera was the 
first to throw down her rifle and run. Her M7 had been 
fitted with a PDA. It was her PDA that began displaying various door codes 
that threw the crowd into a frenzy. They swarmed after it thinking it was the 
key to safety. Echo Squad only needed one code to open the door and Talon 
and several others knew it by heart. Hera had by mistake bought everyone 
enough time to slip away. 

In the aftermath of what happened Hera and the rest of Echo watched 
slipping through the cracks as several civilians fought over the PDA and rifle 
gunning one another down again and again in the process. From one hand to 
the next it went around each more bloodied then the last. Echo never fired 
another shot. The people left behind were tearing themselves apart. A loose 
bullet from the ripper teared through Talon’s arm. Hera now held his hand 
leading him towards the bunker. 

Talon held up his wrist. A ray of light shined out of s small sphere on the 
wall and scanned an RFID chip he had implanted. One of the benefits of 
having once been protectors of the elders. The codes were accepted and the 
door opened. The moment the remaining members of Echo were inside Talon 
blasted the door with his rifle. No one else was going to survive. Hera began 
hitting him and cursing him. ‘Others could have made it - more people could 
have moved inside, ‘ her words fell on deaf ears. They were already inside an 
elevator shaft listening to the sound of gears grind as they moved lower and 
lower. 

Talon was still bleeding when he looked Hera in the eyes, “The Erebus can 
still survive the fall, if the ship is able to jump into the immer and back out for 
even a fraction of a second while falling through the atmosphere the ship 
itself is strong enough to survive the impact of the crash. Being in the bunker 
isn’t to protect us from the impact. He was right. The chaos wasn’t about 
crashing into the planet. The hull of the Erebus has become too weak so that 
once it hits the atmosphere the thin layers of biomass would strip like a snake 
shedding its skin. Anyone not deep inside would be burned up by radiation 
and the intense pressure change inside the hull. 

“I’ll do it then,” Hera said.

“Do what?” asked Talon.

“I know my way to engineering even from here, we can get on a console 

and tell the ship to make the jump, even override existing auto-pilot 
commands if we have to,” she said.

“Do you even know how this ship works?” said Talon angrily. 

“I know it just as well as anyone else,” she said.

Just then Talon shot her in the leg.

She screamed cursing him. 

“Just as well as anyone else, including me,” Talon said before looking up 
at the other members of Echo who stared in surprise. 

“Its a flesh wound but make sure a medic sees her after you are safe inside 
the bunker,” Talon said stopping the elevator, “take her to safety,” he ordered. 

In almost a whisper I could hear Talon speak, “tell her to find the man she 
loves, Sev, tell her this new world needs people like her.”

My vision blurs back and forth between the hellbeast of my own reality 
and the past. The next few images look like still photos set before my eyes. 
My immune system must be attacking the shard treating it like some kind of 
infection or disease. I fall in and out of the blur, in and out of darkness. 

I slowly begin to feel like I’m drowning. 

Talon is running injured through the Erebus and through several large 
rooms I have never seen before. The black and grey walls are lined with 
massive tubes and wires run through various parts of the wall and the 
ground. Statues of elders stand before him almost like he has walked into 
some kind of cathedral wrapped in gothic garb. It is an old church - a meeting 
ground for the Order of the Sons of Sol during the days of the Erebus’s 
maiden voyage. I have never actually seen the Erebus control room - few 
have - there are several located near the core used to send messages to the 
ships computer and steer it through space. The control room is also where 
engineers can jump us in and out of the immer. Talon was trying to figure out 
the right path when an antliod got the jump on him. 

“Almost there,” he cries a small map appearing from his wrist PDA right 
before his eyes. The antliod pierces his arm tearing at his wound forcing him 
to the ground. He stabs it several times in the gut with a small retractable 
blade built into his suit and forces it off of him. The weight of the creature 
broke several of his ribs. I feel like I can feel all of his pain as if my own ribs 
are being torn apart. For all I know the hellbeast is on top of me. I fear the 
moment I ‘wake up’ knowing that it could be my last. 

I remember seeing the Erebus fall. 

I search my own mind trying to figure out what happened whether or not 
I had watched it jump in or out of the immer while I was being chased. It 
seemed almost funny - imagining that massive ship pulling the same 
technique used by Hayden and myself as we crashed on the surface of this 
world. 

Talon ignores the pain. As do I. 

Talon moves to open a round door. Two flat shields move away in a 
circular motion. Another antliod attacks him from behind. A pincher tears 
through the back of his armor and comes out through the front of his torso. 
He stabs the antliod with the same hidden blade he used before killing it. He 
removes the pincher. Talon continues to move across through the door into a 
large hallway lit by small white and blue lights. His eyes slowly begin to 
adjust but everything is still blurring in and out for me. 

I wake up and see the hellbeast standing over me. 

The vision has one to a stop. 

I have no idea if the crew of the Erebus is alive or dead and in a few 
moments it won’t matter because I will be nothing more then another 
casualty.

The hellbeast’s jaw open wide enough to swallow me whole. The 
bottom part of it’s jaw unhinges like a great white shark. All I see are rows of 
teeth and blood. It’s skull is so massive I feel like an average human could 
stand inside. I can smell its breath - the kills it has small, the smell of Terra 
Vesp flesh rotting in the air. Its silhouette blocks out the sun around me and 
all I can see is my death. Without hesitation I take the knife I took from the 
scourge, the cursed blade and push it up through the devil’s tongue. It wails 
itself up in the air letting out a cry that deafens my ears. 

Everything goes silent. 

Everything but a gunshot that echoes through the white landscape. I 
watch a bullet break the bone of the monster’s skull and fall in a straight line 
out the other side. Its blood splatters the ground like ink spilling from a pen. 
The penetration of the bullet forces the body of the beast to fall over to my 
left side only a few feet away from crushing me. There is nothing but silence. 
I sit staring up into the sky. I can still see the plum from the Erebus stretch 
across the horizon. Did they survive or burn I wondered. Talon was more of a 
hero then Devon Cross, Narville, or any of the other historical figures we 
grew up glorifying could ever be. I was numb for a few seconds but then the 
cold of the snow I sat half buried beneath began to sit in. 

How long had I been laying by the hellbeast’s corpse?

I began to sit up. I could see in the distance a woman walking towards me. 
She had long black dreadlocked hair that went almost all the way down to 
her waist. I could see she was pale. Her skin seemed to blend with the snow 
as if she had adapted like a chameleon to blend with the landscape. Her 
armor gave her away; black and purple. A modded battle suit parts of it had 
been entwined with blades that could extend out over the top of ones hand. 
The back of the suit had a pack similar to mine plugged into an M44. She was 
human at the very least that meant there were survivors somewhere. Her 
hands a dark metal grey. Her hand and a part of her arm was cybernetic, her 
fingers seemed pointed like sharp little daggers. The closer she came the more 
I could make out. Below her eyes whew as wearing red war paint that 
covered small scars and wrinkles in her skin. Beside her walked a yellow 
giant. It was an armor I had never seen before round and tall. The yellow 
figure held what I could only assume to be something R&D had developed in 
secret as a heavy weapons rifle made from rare alien out-tech. It was nearly 
six feet long and wired directly into the giants suit. The rifle was black with 
the exception of several yellow and white stripes along the barrel. My mind 
wandered wondering if the yellow giant was some kind of new auto, cyborg, 
or if there was a human inside. It walked with the girl as if it was her 
protector. Perhaps she was someone of significant value, someone important 
enough to have a bodyguard. The yellow giant must have been the one that 
shot the hellbeast - no regular gun could have ripped through its skull like 
that. The giant had several spires that stretched out from its face and back 
into the air. Its hands looked like they could crush a skull without any real 
force. The closer they came the more afraid I became. Perhaps they weren’t 
human and they had claimed me as their kill.

“Sev,” the woman’s voice was soft and well pronounced as she spoke my 
name. It was feminine and familiar. The moment I locked eyes with her I 
knew who had saved my life. I shrieked her name overjoyed with excitement. 
I was thrilled. MY LONG LOST FRIEND WHOM I THOUGHT I would 
never see again - the other survivor of Errikus, the daughter of an elder and 
the young woman I had once called my best friend. AIRA. 

“Long time no see,” she said. 

“Well with the war and everything,” I said smiling trying to sound like my 
childlike self but the words were broken and my voice was cold raspy and 
old. She didn’t laugh or even smile back. She kept the same obdurate look on 
her face. I wasn’t sure what to think. It had been over ten years since we had 
last seen each other. 

“I saved your life, but before you thank me or speak to me there is 
something you should know,” she paused in a moment of silence that seemed 
to last forever, “I’m not her”.

At 
first what she said hadn’t made much sense to me. I wasn’t quite sure 
what to make of it or if I had even heard her right. Of course she was Aira. 
The Aelita had to have some survivors and it would make perfect sense that 
the daughter of one of the elders would be among them. 

“I have changed, I am not the same girl you knew on Errikus. That girl 
died the day I was left onboard the Aelita,” she said. It began to make sense 
now. Ten years is too long and both of us had been changed. Both of us had 
grown up and become far different then who we were back then. “Ok,” I 
sighed not sure what else to say. I was pleased to see my old friend again but 
saddened by the fact that she seemed to loathe the sight of me. I could see 
clearly now the scars on her face. They were not inflicted by Skrav or 
antliods - something the Aelita never seems to have a problem with - rather 
they looked self inflicted or ceremonial. 

On the Erebus we were told that we had it easy, that life on the Aelita was 
much more intense as it was our scout ship, the first to advance and take 
point on all expeditions from first contact to going into battle. We had been 
told that they bred their crew into warriors by any means necessary. They 
had no room for the weak on the Aelita. I now saw firsthand why our two 
ships never communicated visually with one another or visited one another by 
drop ship. I now saw the scars, the cybernetics, the skin grafts and the 
numbness in Aira’s eyes that had made her a part of their crew. 

“Who’s your friend?” I asked,

“I want to thank them for saving my life.”

“It’s not a friend, it’s a companion. You know him by the name Lore,” she 

replied. 
That was the last name I thought I would hear from her lips. What could 
she mean ‘I knew him by that name’ - Lore was uncommon and nowhere in 
the database could I remember there being another one.

“Nice to see you again Sev, I’m glad I could be of service,” a scrambled 
voice came from the giant but it was unmistakably his. The yellow giant took 
a knee so as not to look quite as intimidating during our meeting. 

“What happened to you,” I said wanting badly to believe that his was truly 
my old friend. I had so many questions running through my head. The Lore I 
knew had given his life on Parcae blasting a hole in the side and falling into 
the darkness of space. His last words had been a warning about this very 
battle. The Lore I knew was a paladin, a member of First Descent and one of 
the best soldiers I ever served with. He had given his life to save myself and 
my team from certain death. 

“Why did Aira call you Lore?” I said with just enough anger and distrust 
in my voice. I felt offended but I couldn’t get past the notion that if anyone 
could survive it would be him, he was a cyborg and who knows what kind of 
augments and implants he might have had that could have kept him alive. 
Maybe like Addax he could survive in the vacuum of space. 

“Let me explain,” Aira said stepping in for the yellow giant. 
“Your mission to Parcae wasn’t the only one in play. The Aelita has run 
tandem black ops missions side by side with everything you have ever done. 
When Lore did what he did we were on the other side of the station fighting a 
small force of Skrav drones. We kept that information hidden from you 
because that whole thing was ‘need-to-know’. When we finished dealing with 
the Skrav we tracked down Lore’s body cold and nearly but not all dead. He 
had just enough brain activity and life left we took him back with us that we 
placed him in the ‘Valkyrie project’.” “What is that?” I asked. Aira continued 
as if she knew the questions I had and she had practiced giving this lesson to 
me over and over, “ most cyborgs are implanted with a tether. It allows them 
to communicate with their cybernetic parts. I have one, Lore has one, the 
monitor on Errikus had several… every cyborg or cybernetic organism you 
have ever met has one fitted with one the moment they became one with their 
machine. This made Lore the perfect candidate. We took away his 
dismembered limbs and tore out his eyes. We fitted him with a new body and 
allowed him to become one of us. Like myself he is no longer the same Lore 
that you knew though he still has small bits and pieces of memory. Think of 
him more as a guardian or auton if it makes you feel better.”

It seemed cold. Lore was one of the few that had spoken about sacrificing 
himself for the greater good, if anything I’m not sure this was something he 
would really want or if it was something he would be happy about - the 
chance to be reborn and fight again after death. I guess if he was saving lives 
he would say yes to the cause. He seemed to have no problem with it now. 

Aira smiled. 

It almost seemed like she was about to laugh. Perhaps she was mocking 
me. The last thing I would want is to come back again and again and fight in 
this endless war. “How many are in the Valkyrie program?” I asked 
wondering if this fate waited everyone. “Too many to name, all are cyborgs or 
volunteers. This is one of the reasons we don’t show ourselves on the Erebus. 
Some of us have died several times only to be brought back in bodies similar 
to their own. You have your secrets and we have ours all that matters is that 
we lead the charge and we do what we do giving our very best,” she said a 
small hint of pride in her voice.  

“Is he still human?” I asked.

“Is a ‘user’ human?” she asked in return. 

“You have an ability that no other human has that allows you to see into 
time all because of some alien element; you are augmented by nature, 
metahuman, mutant, demigod, seer there are many names for what you are 
onboard the Aelita but just as you are changed from what it means to be 
human so too is Lore,” she said in a condescending way.

“You were a user too though when you were young, they tested both our 
DNA as children and we were a match so what does that make you?” I said. 

“I wasn’t trying to make it sound like being different was a bad thing, I 
may have been a positive match but the nexus never worked when I touched 
it. I was punished for that. My own father disowned me for a time until I 
managed to prove I was worth something more then being a piece of meat,” 
she said looking downward towards her cybernetic hand. 

“I had no idea, I’m sorry,” I couldn’t fathom what must have happened to 
Aira on the Aelita. Her father always seemed like a cruel man from what I 
had heard as a child. Far worst then her mother. The only reason she was on 
Errikus was that her father abandoned her hoping that living on a hostile 
world would make her strong. He resented that she was a woman. He must 
have resented her more when she wasn’t a user. 

She smiled again. 

“You probably think all of this is weird huh?” she said. 

“Yeah just a bit,” I said staring at her and the yellow giant. 

“Wait till I tell you what they did with Dom.” 

Lore

PAST
In the last dying days of Earth, before the sun went out there stood an old 
fragile woman looking on all the vast wondrous things humans had created. 
From cities that spanned coastlines to the mega-structures and space 
elevators that tore through the sky into the heavens. Ports and mining 
colonies built on far off worlds. The Sol System had become a beautiful haven 
and humanity had become prosperous. She sat still, her face blank, years of 
wear in her eyes. She was waiting at a space port, one on Ceres, a way station 
between Mars, the asteroid belt and the moons of Jupiter and Titan. She was 
waiting on a messenger, a man going by the name of Mace. 

Mace was a pirate, a mercenary; he had been a thorn in the peacekeeper 
organization’s side for years. This woman had a package for him, a special gift 
she needed smuggled aboard a starship. Smuggling was nothing new for 
Mace. He lived for the thrill of jobs like this. Which starship didn’t matter to 
him; there were only three big ones being built to choose from anyway. The 
Erebus, the Aelita, and the Tritan. 

The Aelita itself was supposed to have been named in honor of the old 
woman’s mother whom had long since passed. In her mind the old woman 
recalled stories of her youth, her mother joking about how some Russian 
bureaucrat behind a desk added a T and changed an entire words meaning. 
Instead of Aelia the feminine version of the ancient Roman name ‘Aelius’ 
derived from the Greek word ‘Helios’ meaning ‘Sun’ the ship became the 
Aelita, named for a soviet science fiction film made in 1924, something that 
has since become little more then a few bytes of data stored inside a biological 
hard drive lost somewhere on the ship its named for. Aelia never forgot how 
she felt about the ‘trinity’ that had been created. She despised them. The 
biggest lie ever told. She despised everything they stood for. Most people 
believed humanity was preparing for a new age of deep space exploration. 
Only a few knew the truth, the oncoming storm, the destruction and genocide 
that was about to take place. 

Mace was about to become one of the few. 

The old woman handed him a small parcel no larger then an old 
paperback book. He was instructed not to open it until a certain date. 

Knowing he was a scoundrel that couldn’t be trusted the old woman smiled as 
Mace looked the package up and down. Before he walked away he was 
already trying to find the best way to peel back the packaging to see what was 
inside. Immediately after finding a place of seclusion he opened it. Inside was 
a new identity, a new beginning and a message:

‘Forget what you think is real, the world you know is a lie.’

‘Inside the peacekeepers there is an organization, an old and ancient order 
known as ‘the Sons of Sol,’ they have been around a very long time dating 
back to the Templar order, possibly even before. This may sound like science 
fiction but everything is already arranged. You are living in a world of 
interstellar colonization and deep space exploration, you should know that 
there is more. Above Pluto there is a ‘trinity’ of starships. You think you 
know what they are for but what you have been told is a lie. They are not 
building starships, they are building warships; generational warships. A 
single captain of one of these ships could live a thousand years and never age 
a day through stasis and recreation. That won’t be long enough. Not for what 
I am going to ask you to do. Each warship contains an element, a shard, an 
alien artifact known as the nexus that allows certain individuals to see into 
the past, present, and future. I have seen this nexus for myself and I have 
seen the outcome of what is to happen. My mother too was a seer, a user, a 
meta give the gift to use the alien artifact and it is through her the future has 
become aware of our mistake. The details are hard to explain, its as if they 
have been scattered into so many pieces of a puzzle they are all but lost. Only 
fragments remain and many of those fragments will become obsolete in what 
is to come. We have changed too much and the more we change the farther 
into the darkness we slip away. The soul of humanity itself is turning black, to 
despair as we continue to tear through the passage of time. I am asking you 
Mace, kill the captain of one of those ships and take his place. Deliver the 
information stored in this message to your descendants. If the truth becomes 
twisted into legend of fiction the so be it, there is no higher power that can 
judge me and say that I did not try.’

The next day Mace murdered the captain of the Aelita. 

The captain of the Aelita was an older man named Sovros-Adel. It didn’t 
end there. Mace and his mercenary friends murdered the entire bridge crew 
planning to leave onboard with the Aelita. Mace used his mercenary ship, the 
‘Gestalt’ to dispose of the bodies setting them adrift near the eye of Jupiter. It 
was a fitting end to a man that currently led the ‘Sons of Sol’ and had been 
known for his cruel treatment of his peers. Mace and his men traveled to 
Europa. It was there in an under the ground underwater research station he 
met with a man named Yule aka ‘the face-maker’. 

Yule did what he does best utilizing 3D scans Mace and his men had taken 
of Sovros-Adel and his accompanied crew the face-maker grafted new faces 
on each and every one of them. Each skin-job cost a fortune but that didn’t 
matter. Mace and his men decided to put their trust into the old woman’s 
message. They spent years planning their take over. They used all their 
resources and then some. By the end of the day Mace was an exact copy of 
Sovros-Adel from his hair and face down to the fingerprints. Each of the crew 
were given the same treatment - each a copy of an Aelita officer now dead. 

The message the old woman had given Mace didn’t just include 
information about the ‘trinity’ and its secret mission. It included background 
files for all of the crew and everything else she had spent her life learning. All 
of it was easily accessible via a small implant Mace and the others injected 
into the back of their spine. The implant fed them images that seemed almost 
like memories. They were untouchable. No one could mistake them for 
impostors. For the first time in Mace’s life and for a few short years before the 
time came for the ‘trinity’ to run he had become one of the most powerful men 
humanity had ever known. 

Years passed with Mace and his men moving in and out of stasis. Mace, 
now fully committed to being Sovros-Adel had become old and tired. So 
much time in stasis had begun to drive him mad. Humanity slept with no 
advancement, no new ideas and nothing of any interest to a man who used to 
call himself a space pirate. 

Mace’s bloodline never stopped running. In the hundreds of years since 
his death humanity began making advancements again. Slowly at first but 
they were there. Both the Erebus and the Aelita set up several R&D 
departments deep within their ships. Mace’s wishes became commands. 
Mace’s bloodline still even makes up much of the Aelita’s command. A ship 
bred from the blood of mercs and smugglers. A ship robbed out from under 
the original ‘Sons of Sol’ Only that didn’t matter. The old woman had chosen 
poorly. Mace was just as cruel as the real Sovros-Adel - if not more. 

The data Mace carried eventually became a part of the Aelita itself, a 
library of information about the Earth filled with ancient knowledge and 
reports that described various timelines associated with the future. However 
there was one encoded message that was never read. Something nether Mace 
nor any of the elders after him had been able to unlock. The message was 
something Aira eventually uncovered. 

Aira’s father was a cruel man. It seemed Mace’s bloodline only gave birth 
to monsters. Her father lived for violence and self-satisfaction torturing Skrav 
and human alike, species didn’t matter. Onboard the Aelita they called him 
Zeus. When Aira was born he wanted a son, he had planned to name the son 
Ares after the god of war. When that didn’t happen he let the mother, a young 
woman who could barely take care of herself name her. She chose the name 
Aira meaning ‘pure’ and ‘chaste’  hoping that one day she would be loved by 
Zeus as a daughter rather then a warrior or object. 

Zeus and Balkava had been close allies. It seemed as far as anyone 
could tell the two plotted together and killed all of the elders forever ending 
the rule of ‘the Sons of Sol’ and beginning what they called the rule of the 
‘New Gods’. The ‘Sons of Sol’ wanted New Eden. They believed it would be 
a place for humanity to runaway and hide itself from the rest of the hostile 
universe. They believed it was a place they could ascend into a realm above 
our own and that somehow this long journey humanity had undertaken was a 
part of that exodus. Zeus and Balkava saw it as an origin point. To them it 
was a place to start an empire and end humanity’s dark age. Only through 
destruction could we aspire. They already had two warships and with a  
world hidden among the stars they could hide away inside stasis until they 
had fleets at their command. They were the last two elders and with that 
alone they had power. 

Zeus’s corruption eventually led to his very downfall. When Aira was 
taken aboard the Aelita she was abused, tormented, and tortured ruthlessly 
by both the man she had once called father and the crew. The only thing she 
had was that she was smart and brave. She had always been smart. She was a 
slave but that didn’t mean she didn’t have access to a computer terminal now 
and then. Everyone had a small console in their room - it was an easy way of 
providing communication through the ship. She spend years hacking through 
the Aelita’s storage system as one of the few things she could do for 
enjoyment. She found the encrypted message from the past detailing all of the 
events that transported after reaching Eden. It was a part of the message 
carried by Mace. The message took her years to hack. Inside she found 
transcripts depicting future events about her father and Balkava. The 
rebellions and murders that would occur, the genetic manipulation the duo 
would perform and eventually the destruction their actions would bring to the 
fabric of reality. It would be a slow process, a slow burn that would take 
thousands of years but the destruction would be absolute. New Eden was a 
weapon, a world capable of solar destruction created by the Lethe. 

Aira murdered Zeus in his sleep. 

She used a small dagger given to her as a gift by Sev as a child. 
A weapon from Errikus that she had kept hidden for years; the only 

reminder of the life she had once had. The crew and soldiers knew who she 
was. All of those aboard bowed to her demanding that she take charge and 
without hesitation she decreed her first order, an embargo against the Erebus 

- against Balkava. 

PRESENT 

- NEW EDEN“So that’s why you never came to help us?” I said listening to a holo Aira 
had made detailing bits and pieces of her life and what has been happening 
aboard the Aelita. Some of it was more explicit in detail then I wanted to hear 
but it was her truth, her story to tell and I had to listen. When the Aelita 
crashed she and several other abandoned ship in shuttles and escape pods. 
She took Lore as her bodyguard and several others all of whom were now 
dead - murdered by both Skrav and Scourge. When the Scourge entered the 
battle above the orbital it was an accident. They had broken lose from their 
stasis pods and begun slaughtering men and women still aboard and stealing 
shuttles. That was when the Aelita set itself on a crash course. 

“My next mission is to kill Balkava,” she said.
I couldn’t believe what she was saying. Balkava was someone close to me. 
I was one of the few that suspected that she had killed the elders on the 
Erebus after she herself joined them but there was no proof whatsoever aside 
from what Aira had claimed to see. The Erebus had been under attack by the 
antliods for what seemed so long. I needed to stall, there had to be a way both 
Aira and Balkava could compromise. 

“I need to 
find Hayden, I need your help,” I said. 

“He is probably heading towards the Erebus now,” I followed after a 
moment of silence. I hoped that maybe being united with both myself and 
Hayden that it was possible the two of us could convince her there was 
another way. I was wrong.

“We already have him. We found him before you, he was passed out in the 
snow; he had lost a lot of blood. We are holding him in stasis now. We had 
hoped to find others but the two of you are the only ones alive we have seen 
since we made it to the surface.”

I couldn’t believe it. I said nothing else. Finding a compromise would have 
to wait. We walked together in silence to the makeshift refugee camp made 
from the dropship Aira and Lore had escaped to Eden in. There he was. 
Nanites, reverse engineered from the ones discovered on Parcae filled the 
stasis chamber. They were reprogrammed to heal organic tissue. They were 
making quick work of Hayden. 

The bite on my hand was getting worst. The cold wind and frostbite I had 
didn’t help with anything either. If there had been another hellbeast tracking 
us I know Lore could probably take it out but if there was a mature one or 
anything worst on this world that liked the smell of a wounded warrior we 
would be done for. I already knew at this point I was near useless in a fight. 
Aira grabbed her gear and injected me with a syringe. I could feel the nannies 
going to work inside my hand, my body, running along my ribs repairing 
fracture tissue and broken bone. 

“We can’t take the shuttle anywhere, some of those things, the Wesp or 
whatever you called them got in while we were out and started eating the 
cables to the ion drive. Killed them but its too late this bird is never going to 
fly again,” Aira said. She was hardly thrilled to be stuck like this. She 
sounded exhausted and I could only wonder if she had gotten any sleep or 
even if she needed sleep anymore. 

“Swoop,” it was Lore’s scrambled voice that spoke. 

“That’s right I almost forgot we originally landed here because we saw 
some skimmers we were going to try and salvage,” she said almost smiling. 

I went on to tell her about the one I had found several miles away. It 
seemed both the Skrav and Scourge were spread out in the area. We waited 
several hours for Hayden to become conscious. When he did he woke up 
screaming. The last thing he could remember was crashing, grabbing his gear 
and walking for what seemed like an eternity in nothing but a white haze. He 
talked about seeing several yeti like creature but we had no way of knowing 
whether he had been hallucinating or not. 

Hayden was just as surprised to see Aira as I was. 

She told him the same thing she told me. She wasn’t the same person. 

We left Hayden alone as he learned from the holo and the three of us 
began to eat some of the rations found in the wreckage. The two of them 
seemed to have an understanding with one another. Some deep way of 
communicating that I didn’t quite understand. I could see something else 
buried deep in her eyes. Aira no longer felt like the person she was on Errikus 
but she was still compassionate. She still had the same heart.

“We have to get back to the Erebus, I don’t care what you do to Balkava 
but there is someone there I want to protect,” my voice was stern when I 
spoke as I wanted to be clear that I was making a statement and not a 
request, “a woman named Hera is there inside the bunker waiting for me.”

“Then she is in the core, that not a place you want to go Sev, not on that 
ship,” Aira said. 

“Sev isn’t the only one with family on that ship, Brecca, one of our team 
and someone special to me is still there as well,” Hayden added. 

“So I am suppose to help the two of you save your girlfriends over saving 
the future?” Aira smirked adding, “I will help both of you return to the 
Erebus but once we are there they are none of my concern, neither are the 
two of you, my only concern is with Balkava and if you or they try to defend 
her I will not hesitate to kill you,” she finished and with that we were back to 
silence. I noticed that when Hayden mentioned Brecca Lore’s head lifted as if 
he was remembering. I guess he was more then a pile of junk after all. Slowly 
my heart began to fill with hope. 

“Why do you want to kill her so bad anyway? I know what you said in the 
holo, destiny, protecting humanity, protecting the fabric of reality and all but 
why bother, we’re here and already the future has changed so much. Zeus is 
dead so that future may not even be plausible now. All you are doing is 
putting your life at risk,” I said to Aira as I finished the last of my rations. 

“Balkava has done more to hurt me then you will ever know, it was her 
order Zeus followed, there is so much more to the Erebus then you realize,” 
she replied. Aira was vague. I hated the way she spoke to me as if she was 
talking in riddles. It didn’t matter. I needed her help for better or worst to 
save Hera. 

Midday
We left the shuttle about midday. Up above us we could see several 
birds in the sky. The first non-predatory animal we had each encountered on 
this world with the exception of a few small insects here and there. Aira 
traveled on Lore’s shoulders while Hayden and myself walked behind the two 
of them. Lore was the gun and Aira acted as his eyes. Anything that looked 
hostile we shot at. It only took us several hours to get to the waypoint they 
had spotted the skimmers several miles from their camp. They were right. 
There was an entire squad of dead Skrav lying on the ground. Each looked 
like they had been torn apart by some kind of wild beast. 

“What happened?” most Skrav could put up a good 
fight and their armor 
was most definitely stronger then ours and yet there were tons lying on the 
ground defeated and dead. 

“Hellbeast, Scourge, something on this world we haven’t seen, you name 
it,” Aira answered. Every word she said seemed demeaning and yet it was 
easy to see she was just being straightforward telling me something we 
already knew the answer too. 

There was one body among the dead I did recognize. 

Laying facedown in the snow was Addax.

“He must have fallen all the way down, of course knowing him he might 

have grabbed hold of some Skrav ship and glided down,” I was trying to 
remember him for the strong and funny man he was but my comment 
probably came off far more uncaring then I liked. I felt like Lore remembered 
his fallen friend the way he stood over the body.  

“Addax fought bravely sacri
ficing his body so that the rest of First 
Descent could survive. He was alongside Duv’Mir in the end but somewhere 
they must have gotten separated,” I said. 

Lore looked at Addax and without hesitation lifted his old friend from the 
ground. The entire front side of Addax had been grinded to tiny bits, there 
was nothing left but flesh and metal. 

Lore turned Addax around again as if waiting for his old friend to come 
back to life then it became clear. Lore was searching for Friday. Somewhere 
there was an invisible signal being transmitted across the snow-clad 
landscape. It was a message only Lore and others like him could hear. Aira 
though she had plenty of augmentations never had any kind of digital A.I. 
inside her head. 

Lore took a small piece of wire from out of a storage capsule he had 
hidden behind his elbow. The wire had a small self-guiding needle attached to 
the end. Lore jabbed the needle into the back of Addax’s skull. A small 
amount of coagulated blood came oozing out of the new hole. It was 
disgusting and brutal but in less than a minute Lore had uploaded Friday and 
what little pieces of Addax’s consciousness remained into his own. 

“So none of us really die after death do we?” I was half-joking but Aira 
replied by saying, “You have no idea.” 

“Can he tell us anything about what happened here?”

Hayden chimed in wondering how Addax had ended up in this spot. 

“Fell,” was all Lore/Addax could say. 

He was processing the data Friday had collected and then slowly Lore/
Addax began to talk in a two voices at once…

“Moments will be gone, falling, ruins,World-eaters, sun-killers, 
leviathan-seraphim, dark-ones, past future,run,Falling, ruins, world-eaters, 
sun-killers, leviathan-seraphim, dark-ones, past-future,

Run, falling ruins, world-eaters, sun-killers, leviathan-seraphim, dark-ones,
Past future, run, falling, ruins, world-eaters, sun-killers, Leviathan-seraphim, 
dark-ones, past-future, run, falling ruins, world-eaters, sun-killers, leviathanseraphim, dark-ones, past-future, run, falling, ruins, world-eaters, sun-killers, 
leviathan-seraphim, dark-ones, past-future, run, falling ruins, fell,Ruins, 
world-dead, sun gone, gods—dead, Immer-gone, time-dead, worlds-gone.”
It kept going on until finally the Friday A.I. and Addax consciousness 
faded into nothing. Lore was silent once again. This was the song of two 
cybernetic friends; the words echoed coded line after line set on repeat it was 
Addax’s way of saying goodbye.

Moments later Lore buried Addax under the ground. Digging his grave 
with his brutish metal hands and in that moment Addax had become the first 
human buried on Eden-3. 

Using the skimmers we made our way past ruined Lethe architecture 
entire cities ruined and buried beneath debris and snow. The entire orbital 
looked was like graveyards yet there wasn’t a single body or fossilized remain. 
Pieces of the Erebus, Aelita, and Skrav ship were spread out across the entire 
plain. We only took three skimmers as Aira rode on the front of Lore’s. He 
was her bodyguard but sometimes the way she looked at him reminded me of 
when we were children, she looked at him like a big brother, the same way 
she use to think of Dom, Hayden, and myself. She never did explain to me 
what happened to Dom. All she did was say I would find out for myself. I 
wasn’t sure what that meant but then again I didn’t really want to know. 
There were too many other questions that needed answering. All that was 
important now was reaching the Erebus. Dom was dead I watched him 
drown - I looked at him inside a coffin. I watched his family cry and for years 
I could never accept it. Haunted by it in my dreams. 

It only took us half an hour at half speed to reach a mountain pass we 
couldn’t go around. Inside the pass we found our way blocked. The Erebus 
has scraped the top of the mountain while descending and caused several 
avalanches. There was no way up or through. We were stuck. On the other 
side of the mountain was everything and everyone. 

We stood around for hours while Lore found a vantage point and began 
scanning for other possible ways around. Going around the entire mountain 
would take days. Time we didn’t have. 

Lore scan luckily found an underground passageway. A natural cave 
system that ran inside the hollows of the mountain that had been carved out 
by the Lethe. Using his heavy weapon rifle he blasted a hole and forced an 
entrance wide enough we could fit our skimmers through. 

The tunnels were lit by a strange white coating of crawling aphids and ash 
bugs that clung to the wet surface. None of the tunnels we were in were made 
for anything larger than small cargo though and we soon found ourselves 
walking once again. 

“Once we’re out of here on the other side we should be able to see the 
Erebus, from there we can asses what to do and make our move against 
Balkava,” Hayden said. 

It seemed he had no quarrel with killing Balkava though for some reason 
it still seemed wrong. I know that I couldn’t - there was never anything she 
did on the Erebus that I saw her do that would have made me think she was 
going to be the end of the human race. Both Balkava and Aira had saved my 
life many times without either of them I wouldn’t be alive now. Aira saved me 
when I was a child and Balkava saved me from Celes, an elder that had gone 
rogue and insane. An elder from her own ship. The elders were what had 
been wrong with the Erebus for years. Condemning the weak and favoring 
the strong; Balkava did this to an extent but never to the tyrannical levels I 
had read about in the past and most definitely not the past I had seen. The 
‘Sons of Sol’ were never as bad as the ‘Black Suns’ as seen in my visions. One 
of the things Aira explained was that the ‘Black Suns’ were in fact a splinter 
group of the Templars the basis for which formed the ‘Sons of Sol’. In the end 
I wouldn’t be the one pulling the trigger, this was Aira’s vendetta and I just 
wanted to see Hera again. I had to stay out of it and hope for the best. 

Inside the underground passage we found more ruins of what was. Each 
seemed to tell a story. The longer we stared at a wall the clearer every image 
seemed to become. Parts of this Orbital had been ripped from the dead world 
but other parts were ripped from Errikus itself and other planets that we had 
never heard of. There were millions who lived on this world and it had once 
been joined together by several others creating a cross like shape. The other 
orbitals had all but disappeared nothing left but ancient drawings and graffiti 
on the walls. Some of the images even looked like the Lethe had been at war 
with another strange alien race. War never seems to end. An endless cycle of 
violence found in nature as two or more species fight for dominance. 

Halfway through the passage we found a small river. It was here we got to 
see the first animal (aside from a bird) that didn’t attack us or want us dead. 
It was floating on the edge of the riverbed like a jellyfish only it was four feet 
wide and two feet tall. It had three large white blemishes on top of it that 
looked like they could have been eyes or some other kind of sense we don’t 
know about. When we approached it we saw it slowly begin to move away as 
if it was afraid of us. In the river we could see strange looking fish and algae 
that seemed to glow. It was a magnificent creature. We rested for a little while 
and watched it gorge itself on fish that seemed to crawl inside of it. It 
reminded me of us, the whole of humanity seeking shelter inside the void only 
to find the Skrav and everything else we hate about the universe waiting here 
for us; we had become the fish and Eden had become our final resting place. 
It was tragic that the fish would die but yet it had to so that the jelly may 
thrive and survive. Was that our destiny? Where we to die so that the 
universe may find a way to survive without us? Whether we were here as a 
species or not it didn’t matter the universe would continue like nothing 
happened. 

Hayden looked over at me, he could tell I was thinking pessimistically and 
told me to stop. Our moment of solitude and peace came to a quick end 
though. We weren’t alone inside the tunnels. The Skrav were making their 
way through from the other side.

It was an Eel that attacked us 
first. 

I had only ever seen one in my visions. It was more threatening and scary 
then I had ever imagined. In real life I could feel my body tense as it slithered 
it’s way through the dirt and snow and emerged its mouth agape and teeth 
ready to shred any living matter to pieces. We fired on it the moment we saw 
it. It’s blood left a trail on the ground in the shape of a snake. Our weapons 
were far more advanced and lethal then the weapons fought with during the 
first invasion. As menacing as the Eel was we made quick work of it. 

When it finally stopped moving the ground shook and emerged several 
Skrav. The scouts began their attack. Lore did the most damage to them 
tearing them apart with his heavy weapons rifle. Aira, Hayden, and I 
probably could have just set back and watched as the Skrav fired on his metal 
body leaving nothing but small dings and scratches. Black blemishes that 
covered his yellow hide. The scouts were unprepared and it showed. The 
entire firefight was over in one maybe two minutes and we had not a single 
casualty.

Hayden wanted to look closer at both the Eel and dead Skrav but no one 
else could stomach being in the area any longer. Even Lore seemed hard press 
to move on. We should have listened. The Skrav were so weak because they 
were nothing more then a small scouting party. Each of them had been 
marked with a tracer. It would have been easier to take our chances turning 
back. When we walked into the next chamber of ruins we found ourselves 
inside a domed city surrounded by Skrav elite. The Skrav elite had armor 
bonded to their bodies blades grafted to their wrists and even their second 
pair of arms the small ones near their stomach had been retrofitted with metal 
claws. 

Lore was the biggest target and the first one hit. 

He fell to the ground. We weren’t the only ones fighting with heavy 
weapons anymore. Each of us went to take cover behind the nearest 
dilapidated building we could. Hayden and I separated to one side while Aira 
ducked behind Lore for cover. We were outmatched and outnumbered.

On a ledge high above us they had a sniper. A really good one. 

Aiming down at us from a high pillar above our heads in all there must 
have been thirty or forty of them surrounding us. It was too late to turn back. 
Each shot seemed to echo throughout the chamber. The Skrav were 
beginning to rush us. 

Hayden was the first of us to go down but not dead. 

A Skrav came over the side of the ruin we were hiding behind and struck 
him with a shot to the left shoulder. Neither of us had time to react or block 
the shot. Hayden threw his right hand in the air the sword he always carried 
with him. It pierced the visor and helmet of the Skrav. 

In the gloom we could see shadows surrounding us, like dark paint against 
a light canvas one was holding what looked like it could be a rifle. The dark 
silhouettes didn’t look like Skrav though, could it be the Scourge had found 
us as well?

Silence fell.

Not a single shot was fired. 

I was doing my best to stop Hayden’s arm from bleeding but he was nearly 
passed out against a wall. The Skrav blast had given him a bad dose of 
radiation on top of hitting an artery. My best friend was bleeding out and 
there was nothing I could do. The aphids in the chamber seemed to scatter 
and fade out. Soon we were overcome with darkness. The Skrav could be 
anywhere. All we were doing now was waiting for the inevitable. Lore lit up 
like a light bulb. When he did we could see throughout the entire chamber. 
Most of the Skrav had been slain and lay dead across the alleyways. The 
strange shadows stepped into the light in front of us. They were humanoid, 
pale as the white around us with black charcoal markings along their naked 
flesh. They had adapted to the cold so much so they needed very little if any 
clothing at all. Their faces seemed stretched upwards and curved at the top 
making it seem like their faces bulged. They spoke in a language none of us 
could translate not even Lore though no one can say he didn’t try. Each of the 
pale white figures was holding a bio-organic rifle that seemed to blend with 
their arm. I wasn’t sure if they were holding it or it was a part of them. Then 
one opened its mouth. Its jaw split in a trifecta creating a triangle of tongue 
and sharp pointed teeth. They had killed the Skrav and challenged us like an 
animal would any other trespassing on their territory.

Several shots to the face killed one. Several shots to the torso killed 
another. They died just as well as Skrav or any human would. It seemed 
strange now that this was our enemy. After Lore killed several dozen I almost 
felt sorry for them. Then they changed color. Their bodies shifted and 
blended with the snow while another turned black and red his flesh no longer 
naked but muscular and solid. Their weak fragile flesh had turned hard as a 
rock. It grabbed me by the throat and there was nothing I could do as it 
pushed me onto the ground. Out of the corner of my eye I could see Aira 
digging her claw into the body of another ripping away at it’s hardened flesh 
using all the strength she had. 

Once it fell to the ground several limbs sprouted from its upper body.
It wasn’t dead. It was evolving.


Terminus
I can’t breath. There is too much water and nothing to grab onto. 
Why can’t anyone hear me? 

Am I not screaming?

A light breeze blew over my face and produced a cold chill waking me 
from my unconscious. I wasn’t sure how long I had been out or even how I 
got that way. Everything around me was upside down and I couldn’t feel my 
arms or my legs. I was being carried. 

‘What am I doing here,’ I asked myself. Not aloud. I didn’t want whoever 
it was carrying me to think I was awake. The answer was obvious - I was 
trying to get home. I just had to remind myself. Home seemed so far away 
now and I felt so helpless. On the ground below me I could see footprints 
from whoever or whatever it was that held me over their shoulder. 

‘Just get me close enough to the basturds rifle,’ I thought. 
I couldn’t even move my lips to scream. There seemed no end to the 
walking. I was paralyzed. Down every icy slope I could see the snow and ice 
dripping and smell the air as if I was standing next to a riverbed. Further and 
further my assailant carried me sometimes throwing me on the ground and 
dragging me across the hard rock surface. From the corner of my eye I could 
see Aira and Hayden being dragged and carried the same way I was. Each of 
us looked like ragged dolls. Lore was nowhere to be found. What use would 
they have had for a giant cyborg anyway; they probably killed him since he 
was by far the most different from the three of us. I couldn’t help but ask 
myself just what would wolves do with a machine? Lore was probably 
completely alien to them and so they had disposed of him. 

After hour after hour passed until the freak 
finally set me down. 
I watched its skin turn from a black and red hardened shell back to a pale 
white. It’s organic rifle seemed a natural extension of it’s own body but then it 
ripped it off. It was stuck to him like a leech and its tiny legs squirmed as he 
set it down on its backside. Aira and Hayden must have been shot with the 
same weapon I was - something exotic and out there that paralyzed every 
nerve in our body. 

Why didn’t they just kill us? 

I could move my eyes but everything else seemed heavy. 

I felt like I was in a daze. Aira was on the ground staring at me. She wasn’t 
blinking and if I couldn’t see her chest moving up and down I would have 
thought she was dead. All around us the shifters as there was no other word 
to describe them spoke in a strange tongue that sounded more akin to nails on 
a chalkboard then actual words or language. We were inside some giant 
chamber filled with various holes and tunnels and massive bones that seemed 
like the ribcage of a leviathan rose above us to a sharp point. These tunnels 
and open chambers must run through the entire orbital. Some of the shifters 
had their pale skin covered in bone armor sharpened at the shoulders, elbows, 
and knees. Some of the armor looked like it still had red rotting meat 
attached. 

The aroma of burning flesh came over me like a blanket of disease and 
sickness. The taste in my mouth like sulfur made me want to puke but none of 
the muscles in my body would allow me to gag. In the distance I could see 
shifters burning the bodies of their dead alongside several Skrav.
Was this their intent? To burn us alive? No. We had become prisoners of 
war. If they wanted us dead they could have ended us. An hour past maybe 
more and I saw what they truly had planned. The Skrav weren’t just being 
burned they were being cooked. The shifters were cannibals. All around us 
they came out from their holes and hiding places and began feasting on their 
dead. They barked and growled at each other some fighting for another’s 
meal. They kept us alive because they didn’t want us to spoil. 

We were breakfast - fresh morning meat. 

When we finally regained the ability to move Aira, Hayden, and myself 
were each tied hands behind our backs with thick black thorny vines. One of 
the shifters saw my frostbitten fingers and decided it would be no good for 
any of them. He severed my black fingers with Hayden’s own blade and 
tossed them to the ground were a black and green toxic looking hound came 
up grabbed them and began chewing. My fingers were gone already and the 
slight pain it caused was nothing compared to the other things I had suffered 
in the last 48 hours. It was almost worth it being able to move my other 
fingers in directions they couldn’t bother to go before.

“We’re really in deep shit now,” Hayden, said the moment he regained the 
ability to speak. The shifters had placed some kind of small leaf on his wound 
that seemed to act as a bandage – they were prolonging his life long enough to 
make a meal out of him. “Maybe they will invite us to dinner,” I responded. 
Trying to analyze our situation. My sarcasm didn’t help any of us. “Just wait, 
this isn’t the right place or time,” Aira said giving me a dirty look in the 
process. “Just give Lore a little more time, it takes a lot more to kill him then 
a couple of animals,” Aira was smiling now looking down at the back of her 
wrist. She had been talking to Lore the whole time via one of her own 
cybernetic implants. Lore who wasn’t human and too heavy to carry and 
could play dead on command was tracking us like a wolf on the hunt. It 
would only be a matter of time.

Hours passed over us in silence. I tried to get some sleep but the only bed 
I had was a pile of rocks. We were deep enough underground now that we 
were no longer cold. The snow and ice ended the moment we were in the 
chamber. “The orbital must be hollow,” I said. “It makes sense, if they did 
research here they could study anything they wanted from below the surface 
it also made living space easy. All they had to do was mold the land right and 
they could have as many artificial rooms as they wanted. “

One of the shifters approached us. It was salivating at the mouth. 

“Tesh- Kar, Tesh-Kar,” It said those same words over and over. It seemed 
like a good enough name for whatever the hell they were.

Another hour passed and then Lore walked into our prison bashing the 
head of our Tesh-Kar guard against the wall. His armor was covered in dry 
blood. He carried his heavy rifle over his shoulder like a miner would an axe. 
He opened Aira’s cell first by grabbing the bone bars and breaking them lose 
from the ground. The Tesh-Kar was nothing without their leech weaponry. 
Perhaps they had been bonded to it in some way they could sync their minds 
together. Hayden tried to use one and it did nothing but move up and down 
his arm slithering and crawling leaving a small glue like substance behind. 
Lucky for us Lore came equipped with extra weaponry. Most of his body was 
nothing but shielding the only parts of him that remained human were his 
brain, heart, and maybe some of his spine and nerves all of which had been 
integrated with out-tech and human engineering. The hollow parts of his 
armor stored small pistols, grenades, and two extra M7 Rippers. It wasn’t 
First Descent’s preferred choice, most of us used M44’s and the like, but we 
had been trained to use every rifle onboard the Erebus at one point or 
another. This was part of the training Balkava herself had given me. Maybe 
Aira was right after all and Balkava was planning to create an empire, an 
imperium of soldiers born and bred for battle knowing nothing but 
utilitarism. That was how she had treated First Descent sending us into battle 
against the Skrav, against the Antliods. She could use the simulations to 
create a fictional heaven or hell – rewards and punishments for those willing 
and unwilling to follow her. She had all the means of starting a new world 
order. Humans after everything we had done were already feared by most 
alien civilizations. If she took out the Skrav nothing would oppose us. Alien 
empires would surrender to us because of our exploits alone. 

Lore began leading us to the exit but something was wrong. The ground 
around us seemed to shift and move. We had made a fatal mistake. When 
Aira clawed one of the shifters to death after our first encounter it mutated 
and evolved into something else. It’s very body twisted into a spider-like form 
spouting new eyes, legs, and teeth. All around us shifters began to screech 
and cry in pain as they took new form. It made sense now. This is why they 
paralyzed their ‘dead’ and cannibalized them; none of them ever really die 
they become something else, something hostile even to their own kind. This 
had to be something they had adapted to survive on this hostile world or a 
genetic mutation, one of the Lethe’s less kind experiments. All around us the 
Tesh-Kar shifted into their hardened black armor grabbing whatever 
weapons they could to do battle with their dead brethren. Their shelter had 
now become a deathbed filled with chaos as various mutants climbed ledges 
and walls and killed one another. The four of us ran through the first tunnel 
unaware were it might lead us or what trouble would find us next.

Deeper and deeper into the hollows we ran. We used several grenades to 
blow walls and block passages but for every hole we made another was open 
in front of us. Finally we crawled through a passageway barely big enough 
for Lore and we crossed into an open field. We were outside the mountain 
outside the hollows and the caves. The only problem was nothing looked the 
same as it had before. There was no sign of the ruined cities or the wreckage 
of the Erebus instead in place of both there before us was a wide jungle and 
another ship. It’s hull was made of bio-organic metal. It looked like a hybrid 
of Skrav and human design. It was so familiar. Parts of it were reminiscent of 
the Tritan while others seemed taken from Skrav daggers and warships. It 
was small, maybe only large enough for a few hundred people and nowhere 
near the size of generational ships. At most the wreckage seemed to resemble 
a torn down rustic cross that had been sitting for years overgrown with moss 
and jungle. There were only a few shifters still following behind us. Each 
stopped at the site of the wreckage like some kind of invisible wall held them 
back. What kind of force was keeping them from moving closer? The closer 
we ran the farther behind they stayed. I thought perhaps this was once their 
ship? Could this be some kind of sacred relic to them? Had they landed on 
Eden long ago and forgotten their technological ways degrading into the 
animals they were now? 

When we were a good distance away we turned back and saw them 
attacking each other. I wasn’t surprised. We had no choice now but to move 
forward as there was no going back the way we came. How much of the 
underground was crawling with those freaks? It was becoming more and 
more clear that like us they weren’t natives here. Maybe that is what this 
place does to people; it turns them into monsters.

We set up camp and ate the last of our rations. The only food we had left 
to survive and now it was gone. Hopefully if we had to spend anymore time 
out here we could hunt and eat animals that lived in the jungle but that would 
be a risk all itself. For all we knew everything on this world was poisonous or 
worst died and came back the way the shifters could. Together we decided 
our best bet was to see the wreckage of the starship and see if there was 
anything we could salvage. 

We had Lore check the area around us for signs of life; another advantage 
of having a cyborg. Night was falling and we could hear several large 
hellbeast nearby. Lore called it ‘target practice’ in his scrambled voice. The 
night air was getting colder and we had no choice but to take shelter cutting 
open one of the hellbeast and using its body and wing like a cave. One of the 
strange things about the hellbeast - even in death they gave off body heat for 
hours; it was something about the way they stored residual energy inside 
themselves. It was like lying near a nice hot furnace.

Lore kept watch since he no longer needed any sleep or even downtime to 
recharge; his body was adaptive and he was gaining energy from the stars.

The night came and went and the morning ‘sun’ rose. 

Hayden was the first to wake catching several Vesp and cooking them like 
rats on a stick. We were only guessing they were edible. They tasted like 
nothing. It tasted like air only you could tell there was something solid there. 
I imagined eating tofu or at the very least how I thought tofu would taste. A 
few bites and each of us had become full. Perhaps that was their true purpose 

- not as pest control or scavenger but as a form of sustenance for wanderers. 
A full stomach had made me feel optimistic. 

We approached the starship with caution. The closer we came to it the 
more and more human it looked. It didn’t make sense. There were only three 
human deep space ships. The trinity; the Erebus, Aelita, Tritan – were there 
more lies buried in our past? It seemed to extend half a mile into the distance. 
Long parts of it were buried under the ground. Wherever it had come from it 
had crashed and it had been here a very long time. We walked for half an 
hour around the base of it until we found a hatch. Lore touched his hand to 
the cold flat surface. Some more out-tech poured from his hand and extended 
over the door like glowing veins. Suddenly the door opened and the veins 
disappeared. Another superpower. I could see more and more why Aira had 
chosen him as her bodyguard - I just wish the Lore I had known didn’t have 
to be dead for this one to be here. I think in the end he would be proud of his 
sacrifice as it was still he who walked with his team and protected us. 

As we entered each of us readied our rifles and stepped inside.

It was just like the outside, a jungle. Overgrown tree vines and flowers 
bloomed in every direction. Fresh pure oxygen filled the air. One deep breath 
would have made any of us (except Lore) pass out. We still had our breathers 
from the crash so we put them on. They were one of the few things on our 
armor not stripped from us by the Tesh- Kar. I was already dizzy and ready 
to black out when Aira helped me to stop struggling and get my breather on 
correctly. For a moment I felt like a child struggling to do something I knew 
how to do right so wrong.  I could feel the sting in my chest as I once again 
felt like I was able to breath. Behind some of the vines and tree bark the 
metal structure of the ship was still visible. Parts of it seemed rusted beyond 
repair but other parts looked fresh - grown from the same biomass the Erebus 
used to protect itself. 

We walked through various corridors as Lore led the way. It was as if the 
ship itself was whispering to him guiding him through the spaces. After about 
ten minutes we finally stepped into a long rectangular stasis chamber. The 
chambers themselves had been smashed to pieces the glass and structures 
warped like the eye of a tornado. The floor had been flooded with clean 
water. Pure H20 not a single strand of radiation or toxin (Lore checked). For 
a few seconds each of us took of our breather and drank our fill. Behind the 
stasis chamber Lore opened a door leading us to the bridge. It was the only 
room that wasn’t covered from top to bottom in plant life though the ground 
still retained all the colorful vines and flowers. Three massive monitors and 
several chairs sat before us. This was most definitely the control room. 

Lore walked over to the first monitor and touched it. I was expecting a 
holo to appear, something more like the controls used in our assault ships, 
shuttles, and I would assume the bridge on any of our human ships. Instead 
language appeared on a flat surface in front of us followed by zeros and ones. 
Lore began to translate the best he could but some of it was garbled and 
meant nothing or was so foreign he couldn’t comprehend. The first thing he 
confirmed was that the ship was absolutely human; the second thing he 
confirmed was it was also a Skrav/human hybrid; and third the name of the 
ship was the XA-1 prototype aka the Praxis. Slowly Lore began to recite the 
history of the ship straight from it’s logs.

Log - 1

Year 00110010001100100011001100110111

ENTRY: 010101110110010100100000011000010111001001100101001

000000110000100100000011101100110010101110011011100110

110010101101100001000000110111101100110001000000110110

001101001011001010111001100101110001000000101011101100

101001000000110000101110010011001010010000001110100011

010000110010100100000011101010110111001110111011000010

110111001110100011001010110010000101100001000000111010

001101000011001010010000001110101011011100110001101101

10001100101011000010110111000101110

‘We are a vessel of lies. We are the unwanted, the unclean. My name isn’t 
important. It’s just important that you know what happened to us. The things 
we have seen. The hell we have gone through. If you are able to decipher this 
then I hope to God you are human if you aren’t and you are a Skrav I am 
sorry. I am sorry for what we have done to your world. I understand please if 
there is any of us still out there please show some kind of mercy.’

0110110101100101011100100110001101111001 

Log - 2

00110010001101000011010000110000
‘Cold black empty space. We’re on our way to nowhere. Parts of the hull 
wither away. Time itself is telling the ship it’s time to decay. Inside the dim 
lights show nothing but shadows and silhouettes. Controls need to be felt for 
and it is only because of the hard jagged surface of a console you would even 
know you were on the bridge. The ship smells old and musty it’s amazing we 
can even breathe. The air is stale. Most men or women would have gone 
insane. You can feel the abyss that is cold space outside trying to push itself in 
on you. The walls are always closing in. The darkness reaches its hand in 
front of your sweaty broken face. It is ready to suffocate you. It begs you to 
let go constantly reminding you there is nothing out there. No one is coming 
for you. Everyone you have ever known is dead and you are not worth 
saving.’

Log – 3 00110010001101000011010000110000
‘The smell of copper 
fills the air. It's the smell of the lucky ones; those that 
died in their stasis chambers. Their bodies lay over broken glass severed 
limbs void of life they lay like dried fruit. Their bodies have long since 
withered away long before I woke up; they are nothing more than fossils now. 
A small reminder of what we will become soon enough. It's only when you 
take a deep breath does the madness of it all sink in. You realize you are 
breathing the dust of their remains. There were only a few of us left in our 
new home here on this starship. It’s the first of its kind. It was meant to hold a 
few hundred unfortunate there are so few of us left now. Welcome to the 
Praxis. Glad you could wake up and join us.’

Log – 11

00110010001101000011010000110100
‘When we made 
first contact we committed one of the most voracious 
acts in the history of man. Genocide wouldn’t even be a good word for it. We 
washed with the blood of our enemies and covered our hands with dirt. They 
weren’t like us so what did it matter. The universe is a hostile place and if we 
are going to survive we have to be the ones to strike first. We made a 
preliminary attack against an alien force known as the Skrav, an alien species 
we know absolutely nothing about. We forced their armada to fall from the 
sky. Certain intelligence was given showing evidence that they had intended a 
hostile takeover. Yeah intelligence, that was part of my job at the U.E.C. 
before I went black ops. It was enough it always is. All it takes is one man to 
say the wrong thing. The Skrav meant to destroy us. In the end I wonder if 
they actually had -it seems from my point of view they succeeded at least. At 
the time of the first attacks we had barely made it out of our solar system. 
Most of our exploration and research past Mars was done using drones 
equipped with sophisticated A.I. systems. Plug and play that was the most a 
drone could do. We spent most of our time, money, and manpower mining for 
resources and rebuilding Earth. I didn’t fight in the resource wars myself but 
I saw the video, the films and the things we did to each other; the most 
powerful nations in the world dissolving one after another. Every few years a 
new independent nation would start and fail building over the ashes of an old 
one. When the Skrav came the human race united. Our reward for their 
failure; we recovered their starships far superior to our own and it changed 
everything. No longer divided the human race could flourish. The stars were 
ours.’

00110010001101000011010000110100
‘They would have you believe there were three. The Tritan, the Aelita, 
and the Erebus. Somehow we’re still picking up radio waves and updates and 
the most talked about just had to be all about the great three massive seed 
ships; capable enough to support life generation after generation for 
thousands of years. Generational. I guess that makes us an offshoot. We’re 
the alpha group. You see there was this place - the birthplace of the universe? 
The origin point of life? Is it a planet, a world the human race could start all 
over? It doesn't matter. It’s called the void. What dipshit chose a name like 
that? Great marketing. 010010010111001001110010011001010110110001100 
10101110110011000010110111001110100 Eden was not our destination. It never 
would be.’

Log – 15

‘Sorry about all the cursing on the last one. I guess I’m not being a very 
good narrator . My name is 0100110101100001011011000110100101101011 
though some just call me Kabe or Kabul. I just woke up after sleeping maybe 
twenty or thirty years. Wow, don’t get to say that often enough. I am not old. 
I still look and feel as if I am in my mid twenties. About me. Well… put 
simply I am a murderer, a soldier, and a guinea pig. My crew and I were 
given the simple choice to die for the crimes we committed or repent. We 
chose to repent and act as the world's lab rats. There were no parades, no 
cause for celebration; we were taken off the books, blacklisted and our 
mission classified top secret. Most all of us are soldiers. Many of us are here 
because we wouldn’t fight whatever insurgency - some of us the older ones 
ran away during the first invasion. They were branded deserters. I guess now 
they have nowhere to run. All of us are the first human subjects placed 
onboard a ship that is a hell of a lot more Skrav then human. Our crew- half 
men and half women - were testing the effects of space travel. The ship was a 
hybrid codenamed XA-1 or as some of the more lighthearted scientists called 
it Praxis. Practice – it was all we were to them. We were the first humans to 
journey inside the immer, that’s short for immersion field, another dimension 
of reality that allowed a starship to move faster then light. We were supposed 
to be in stasis. Our experiment should have only lasted a few months, a year 
at most. I guess they wanted to know whether we would die, go insane, or 
wake up fine and dandy. The ship would monitor us and then take us home. 
We would sleep through our whole sentence - Best vacation ever. Something 
went wrong though and fortunate for us we woke up. The ship had a built in 
A.I. not unlike most mining drones only it was bit more sophisticated. It 
demanded a human crew. We returned to where the Earth, the sun and the 
entire human race should have been and there was nothing, nothing but 
pitch-black empty space. Our world was gone. Something had gone wrong 
and what had started as a practice run had turned into a marathon. We were 
no longer criminals serving out a sentence. We were the last of our kind. At 
least we think. We have no idea whether the other three ships made it out or 
were even successfully finished.’

Log – 22

00110010001101000011010000110100
‘An engineer named Ray had managed to scrape together some 
information about what happened. Ray was only a few years older then me, a 
young man once charged with disobeying orders on a rescue operation 
compromising the safety of several high ranking officials and his crew so he 
could save a young girl near Deimos. This is basically what he said - We had 
been in stasis nearly a thirty years. Our ship never jumped back out of the 
immer when we should have. It glitched and froze until finally it snapped to. 
By all rights we should all be dead. The thought crossed my mind enough. 
We barely had any food. The ship was a mess. While some of us were more 
innocent like Ray others onboard had committed brutal crimes of murder out 
of hatred and blind spite. Perhaps we were in hell. Maybe the experiment was 
a failure and now we were destined to spend eternity together as the walls 
slowly closed in around us. If anyone is listening to this then I guess you are 
the only one that knows for certain. The Praxis was a tomb adrift. A small 
monument standing in the place mankind had called home.’

‘We were a walking talking floating gravestone.’
00110010001101000011010000110100

‘In the first few days of our awakening there was chaos. Many of us believed 
we had gotten lost that these were not the coordinates of Earth. Then we 
aligned the stars. Orion’s belt, both the big and little dipper, all of the 
astrological signs all there. Ray and a small group of engineers managed to 
figure out the controls of the ship. We could move forward, backward, we 
could roll - we were a flying floating giant dog. They even had a basic idea of 
what it would take to jump into the immer. Whether or not the ship could 
handle the stress of ripping another hole in space-time was another question.

That 
first week several of the crew lost their minds. They were already 
killers and being trapped alone in space was more then enough to awaken 
their psychopathic tendencies. There was a bloodbath in the mess. Two 
hardened sociopaths grafted glass from broken stasis chambers into bone 
from one of the dead guys creating knives from his arms and shivs from his 
ribcage. It was myself and another named Scile who found a gun locker 
tucked away in the underbelly of the ship. I couldn't imagine why it was 
there. In a way it seemed the ship was prepared for an event like this. 
Perhaps it was meant as a security measure when we arrived back or it was 
just another test. We had several animals, insects, and plants on board too. 
The plants had taken over an entire wing of the ship turning it into a small 
jungle. That was were Scile and I made our stand.’

‘We announced that we had found food. The sociopaths took the bait and 
walked straight into our line of fire. After that we threw their bodies out an 
airlock. This inadvertently made Scile and I the leaders. It also turned out we 
hadn't lied about the food. The jungle was growing fruits and vegetables 
unlike anything we had ever seen before. Purple grapefruits and blue spheres 
that tasted like a cross between a squash and a zucchini. The fruit had a 
rough texture like bark from a tree but once it was open juice flowed out like 
water from a spout. We now had a means to survive. A couple of Ray’s pals 
even found a way to make moonshine from it. It wasn’t half bad once you got 
past the taste and the smell.’

Log – 27
00110010001101000011010000110100
‘Not wanting to die in the nothingness that surrounded us we have 
spent days searching databases for stars that might have habitable worlds. A 
large part of our database was information carried over from the Skrav. We 
looked through point after point; planets glowed in front of us on holographic 
displays as information poured itself out around us circling us. Finally we just 
chose a world.’

‘The world had no name. At least no name we had given it. It seemed a 
better option then nothing. The only problem is it is several thousand years 
away. So we are making plans to sleep. Several of our crew will have to stay 
awake making sure that the others can go to sleep properly. The computer 
can monitor vitals and wake someone up but it cannot physically make sure 
all the right buttons are pressed. Ray is one of the few volunteering to stay 
awake. He is in love with this ship and more then a few of us are happy for 
him. It has become his adopted child and his reason for living. It was only 
because we will be in his hands that I believed we are going to survive. Thank 
you Ray.’

Log – K - 28

00110010001101000011010000110100
‘I’m marking my logs with an K now so they don’t get confused with 
anyone else’s. I have already had several of mine overwritten and even if this 
doesn’t matter I don’t want to lose anymore. Going to sleep now. Goodnight.’

Log – K - 29 00110011001101000011010000110100
‘When you’re in stasis you don't dream. Your body shuts down and slows 
to a crawl. A small ventilator covers your mouth the thin line between you 
and the icy liquid that would freeze your cells. A few years in stasis is barely a 
minute to your body. Imagine waking up in sixty years and feeling like you 
were out for only a minute. Everything around you older, a bit more decayed. 
Things that were brand new become tarnished and rustic. Those that were 
awake have passed on or become old. Their faces aged, wrinkled. They are no 
longer the same people you left behind. Their cells constantly regenerate, 
layers of skin turn to dust, every detail about them about who you knew 
becomes something else. Given enough time even they become something 
else. Their knowledge expands. They learn more about the world something 
some call wisdom but for most its just selective memories. What was a 
memory to you could all be forgotten to someone else. Time is an illusion but 
yet it is also our greatest threat. It is with time we measure the value of our 
experiences and the weight of our life.’

‘When I woke up I woke to a dark starship. It was nothing how I 
remembered. It was like being in one place where you have memorized the 
walls, the texture, even the smell of the air and then you turn around and find 
yourself lost. You prepare your body for that first breath expecting the stale 
oxygen to hit your lungs like nails to a chalkboard but instead its rich. The 
Praxis had replaced its bio-organic cells and regenerated becoming something 
more with each passing year. The biomass inside the ship expanded. I awoke 
no longer onboard a ship that was part man-made and part Skrav. The Praxis 
had evolved into something more. The organic parts of the ship integrated 
and intertwined with the jungle creating plants that produced their own light 
and replenished themselves. The walls had become muscles and the stasis 
chamber had become a womb. The ships A.I. grew over the years conversing 
with Ray and the few who stayed awake. It wasn't quite human but more like 
an animal. It reminded me of the way a man would talk to his dog or someone 
would guide his or her horse. I joked about us being inside a dog in one of 
logs. It seemed the joke was becoming more and more true. The Praxis had 
even devised a way of creating entertainment. It was writing books and 
stories. It had studied the great authors of the old age and found ways to 
make old ideas fresh again. It was all mathematics. Some of the stories were 
stale lacking emotion and depth but the ship's latest attempts were quite 
profound and even thought provoking. The A.I. had no control over the 
things happening inside of it just as a human has no control of their heart, 
blood, or veins.’

‘The Praxis alone waited for our arrival. It held us the way a mother 
would hold her newborn. We were no longer a crew of criminals we had 
become something else something much more. Our first day awake was spent 
catching up. The Praxis had apparently not gone unseen during our two 
thousand year journey. Inside the immer it had been attacked by something 
that could only be described as a massive beast. A giant creature that 
resembled a shark but with multiple spider like limbs and faces that stretched 
and waved behind it as it swam through the energies that made up the immer. 
These energies could not exist long in our world without self-destructing. The 
Praxis had survived but only by leaving the immer for a short time. The 
fallout from a short time out meant that we would all be too old or dead 
before we reached our destination. A destination we were still very unsure of. 
For all we knew it was another world wiped away the way our Earth was. 
For who are we to be given and to beg for life when so many had been lost.’

Log – 30

00110011001101000011010000110100

‘No longer marking logs with K. Nobody else is going to be
recording.’

Log – 31

00110011001101000011010000110100
‘A few went back to sleep. For those of us that remained awake we 
discovered the ship was just as alive as any world. It was even more alive then 
some of the colonies settled on the moon and Mars. For years people in those 
biospheres had breathed dry recycled air pumped through giant cylindrical 
vats but here the ship replenished the air. It was still all recycled but it was so 
natural and pure at certain times a deep enough breath was enough to make 
your head spin. You could spend an afternoon floating through the clouds. 
The ship had even developed its own biological clock. Walls illuminated with 
petals of coral and bright white light in what would have been our day and 
slowly dimmed and 

011100110111010101100011011000110110010101100101011001 000110010101100100
during the night. This was the ships way of recycling and adapting energy. 
Scientists on Earth had made breakthroughs creating bioluminescent plants 
and microbes found deep beneath the ocean floor. These revolutions 
continued to evolve and one day they will even outlive us. I wondered if the 
Praxis itself might one day become a creature of the immer.’

Log – 34

00110011001101000011010000110110
‘We spent the next year awake before 
finally drawing straws. Scile lost. 
Scile was once responsible for killing a man in a bar fight. The poor man 
struck down in his prime, he had a son, a daughter, and a loving wife. Scile 
had anger problems to say the least. It was a part of what made him a good 
soldier but when not on a mission he was a monster. Now he was the calmest 
kindhearted person I knew. He welcomed the idea of staying awake while the 
rest of us now only twenty or thirty went to sleep. I imagine he spent the last 
of his days in meditation. He sought forgiveness for his crimes. Though the 
world ended had he not taken that man's life he could have had that much 
more time with his family. This was something Scile would have to live with 
knowing. None of us should be here. It felt like we had been forgotten. 
Humanity was eradicated while we lived out on the edge. We are not the best 
humanity has to offer and none of us deserved this second life.

Log – 35

00110011001101110011010000110110
‘We woke up a few hundred years later. The ship hadn't changed too 
much. New fauna and areola sprouted here and there and there were pieces 
of coral that had hardened itself into a bone like structure helping support the 
frame of the ship. We got up and ate. We speculated what our new lives 
would be like. We found the remains of Scile and as we did with the others 
we prayed, wrapped them up, and shot them out an airlock. I have taken a 
liking to a girl named Ada. In a past life she assassinated the head of some 
small corporation robbing charities out of the Middle East. People praised 
her. She was considered a hero by many even some of those that put this 
project together. I had even heard she had a meeting with an old war hero 
Devon Cross before he passed away. We made plans to spend the rest of our 
days together.’

Log – 36

00110011001101110011010000110110
‘Days have turned to weeks. We were now only hours away from dropping 
out of immer and descending down to our destination. The Praxis had spoken 
of the possibility that there may be other humans out there. We may not be 
the last after all. Once we were safe the Praxis will give itself a new mission it 
was going to head towards the void. If there were others out there it desired 
to find them. This was its objective after all, the safe travel and protection of 
the human race.’

Log – 39

00110011001101110011010000110110
‘We came out of the immer into turbulence. Immediately the Praxis began 
spiraling out of control. Gravity fluctuated off and on. Everywhere people 
were shouting. Ada, a few others, and myself had been on the bridge. We had 
no choice but to do what came next. The Praxis, aka XA-1 had no weapons of 
its own. In a battle it could only run. It was an experimental ship and yet it 
had already become so much more. For a group of criminals it had become a 
pathway to repentance and for the human race it had become a wandering 
testament to our will to live.’

Log – 37 - Transmission -01
00110011001101110011010000110110
‘We 
finally managed to stabilize the ship we thought our eyes had deceived 
us. Before us lay a planet covered in vast cities. Two rings orbit the planet in 
the shape of an X. Hundreds of massive starships seemed to hover just above 
the atmosphere surrounding it. Some of the starships were a quarter to half 
the size of the planet. From the moment we arrived we were being been shot 
at. It didn’t take long to put the pieces together.’

‘We had arrived at the Skrav home world. We only had seconds before we 
jumped back into the immer blowing out a part of our ship's core. A few 
drones had attached themselves to our hull and had begun tearing through 
shredding the muscle of Praxis with their lasers and grip. - Those of us that 
can have armed themselves firing into drones and the cold dead of space 
above. If this is transmitting anywhere if anyone can read this please send 
help.’

Log – 38

00110011001101110011010000110110
‘Bodies 
flung through passages. Blood floated in spheres. The pressure 
building up inside the ship alone had ripped limbs from those unlucky enough 
to not be close to a warp field. It wouldn't be long before they sent their ships 
after us. This must have been what they felt. They were an invading force 
dropping into a massacre and now we were an invading force being 
massacred. I feel as if I and I alone have become a historian, the keeper of the 
events that are transpiring here.’

Log – 39

00110011001101110011010000110110
‘The Praxis quickly added up and analyzed all of the information coming 
in calculating the odds of survival and attack. I am holding Ada close in my 
arms. A small group, seven of us stood against the drones. We fired pulse and 
after pulse. Metal shavings filled the air. I could feel the microscopic pieces 
pierce my throat and lungs. Blood spilt from the back of my mouth and yet I 
kept firing and screaming. I can still taste the small metal shaving.

Log – 40

00110011001101110011010000110110

‘Ada. R.I.P.’

Log – 41

00110011001101110011010000110110’
‘The last thing the Praxis did was scream; they were the clearest words I 
had ever heard, "Keep your eyes open." We did. Before us flashed 
information, coordinates, strategies, weaknesses, the makeup of the planet, 
the estimated number of ships. Exactly how much force it would take to 
attack. The Praxis had analyzed everything. Then the immer opened up. 
Around us we saw reality begin and end. We could see the planet in front of 
us and then smaller pieces of the immer open around us. Human missiles and 
bombs began to appear out of the thin air and exploded. Then even more 
holes opened letting out giant spheres that seemed to form a grid. It was a 
weapon of mass destruction. It was something I had only heard about in 
theory. An attack sent from light years away that would gather momentum 
and energy the longer and faster it went. What could begin light years away 
as nothing more then a spark would become a tidal wave of fire; the Skrav 
and any ship unable to jump away would burn.’

‘Their entire planet was destroyed in front of us. The human race had 
spilled the blood of millions of Skrav once forcing us into a war and now we 
had destroyed their home world killing billions.’

‘An eye for an eye’

Log – 42

00110011001101110011011100110111
‘In dark corners there is talk. How did we know the Skrav were coming, 
how did we know they were planning to attack? In those same corners there 
is talk of a group of people called ‘users’, people who see the future. People 
that look through the eyes of others and can change the outcome of a fight. 
This is why Praxis wanted us to keep our eyes open. Even after all these 
years this was still an experiment. Through our eyes somewhere out there 
someone saw what we saw. They used us so they could destroy the Skrav. 
This was our true mission and now we were scrap. There are others out their 
and both human and Skrav will be at war together for a long long time. If you 
ever wonder why well now you know. Now you know what we did to them. 
They must have seen this future just like we saw ours. They weren’t attacking 
first they were protecting themselves.’

‘My 
fight had come to an end I won’t be leaving any more logs. I hope if 
the human race is still out there that we have found sanctuary and may God 
forgive us.’

01000111011011110110010000100000011001100110111101110010
01100111011010010111011001100101001000000111010101110011
Lore stopped and paused. For a moment it seemed as if he had shut down. 

None of us could believe what we had heard. Everything the human race had 
done for the past three hundred years had been because of this war; a war it 
seemed we started, or didn’t start or could have found another way to end. 
We destroy the skrav the skrav destroy us and then we destroy the skrav. All 
our visions of the future had created a paradox. What would have happened 
had the Skrav not seen us as a threat? What if we had let them live? The 
nexus had done more harm then good. It seemed seeing the future was a 
curse and not a gift as we had once believed. 

I was standing next to Hayden and Aira was off in the corner. Lore  
looked like a statue as if he was in some kind of deep trance or meditation. He 
was still talking to the ship. We saw his body turn and lift as he moved his 
rifle into the air. At first he was aiming it towards Aira and then he aimed it at 
me. Hayden moved himself in front of me and in front of an energy blast that 
tore a hole through his chest and into my side. Without hesitation Aira lifted 
her rifle and fired on Lore ripping through his armor at close range using the 
full force of the trigger. Lore sat against the console and the broken monitors 
in pieces. His body had become a shell. Aira knew exactly were to hit him.

Hayden lay in my arms dead. I stood in shock not from the pain but from 
the loss of my best friend. I will never forget his eyes the moment his life left 
his body. I was too injured to move. Aira pulled me away dragging my body 
as a trail of my own blood covered the ground behind us. The whole thing 
must have happened in thirty seconds or less. She shoved my bleeding body 
inside one of the few stasis chambers that was not completely bashed to 
pieces. I still remember the pain as the cold liquid oxygen covered my wound. 
Every breath I swallowed more and more. Drowning in liquid oxygen. We 
had no idea if this was going to work. I didn’t even care at the time whether I 
lived or died. Hayden was gone. Dom was gone. Hera was wounded. Balkava 
was apparently going to kill us all or turn us into slaves. I was staring into 
Aira’s eyes when the chamber froze around me and I became still. 

The Bridge

Help. It’s so dark. I can’t see anything. I can’t feel anything. Anybody? Help 
me…
I feel a shimmer of light hit my eyes and gleam off the stasis chamber 
door. Slowly I can feel my heart begin to beat and my blood begin to flow as 
each and every muscle in my body tenses as I scratch away the crust on my 
eyes waking up for however long it was that I had been asleep. I could feel 
the shards of nexus inside me like small splinters or glass. Some of the protein 
wall must have broken down from my injury but now it was sealing itself 
once more. I could still see a barrage of surreal and blurry faces and images in 
front of me like I was waking up from a long dream. A few of them I seemed 
to recognize but or the most part I saw bits and pieces of the lives of 
strangers, victims of attacks, victims of terrorists and the Skrav. What was it 
that had driven Lore to fire on us? It had to have been some kind of code 
written into the machine that saw the information we had gathered a threat.

- - - - - - - - - - - - - - - 

Errikus. Ten years since the fall.

Humans now calling they the forgotten search for food amongst the 
ruins of the Tritan. The great starship had been torn apart  like it was nothing 
by the Seraphim. It laid in pieces overgrown with the last of the aeouril 
biomass that once covered the place I had called home. Because of the 
biomass the area around the starship had ironically become one of the few 
places a human could still breathe in the city. Caretakers struggled with 
themselves over what to do, they no longer have a ship to maintain and life on 
a planet was never an option for them. Some of them crawled the ground 
with the husks of dried up ticks attached to their spine while others walk like 
zombies and fall into piles waiting for the Tritan to speak to them. Like 
monks having lost their religion they were without hope, without purpose. 
Eventually they will die out never able to fathom what has happened to them. 
The few humans left behind by the Erebus and Aelita struggle to survive 
gathering anything they deem remotely edible and raiding shops, guard posts, 
markets, and even old nursery’s still lined with the ashes of those passed 
away. A middle-aged man named Elante wore nothing more then a hazard 
suit and breather stapled together with various clothes and riot gear walked 
through what could only be described as a refugee camp. Homes rigged with 
biomass and mud stitched together by veins drug from the ashes of the tower 
and fresh water pumps rigged patched together flowing in and out of crevices 
towards the canal and undertow where Dom died. Off center from the heart 
of the city and to the side lay a crater and the bones of the seraphim. Part 
demonic creature, part human, and part leviathan it’s wings shed on the 
ground poisonous to the touch. The crater itself was full of radiation spikes 
and since the days after the fall rumors of people disappearing into thin air 
have spread around the various human and eek camps. The Eek maintained 
their own refuge amongst the hill some even scattered about across the world. 
They blamed us for everything that happened but never once did they try to 
hurt the ones left behind. 

Elante walked up to a young woman named Hiraku holding a small 
crustacean called a chitling or chit for short. It was named for the taste and 
was only traded when an Eek owed someone food. It was a delicacy to most 
Eek but nearly impossible to stomach by any other species and yet it had all 
the vitamins and protein the body desired. Hiraku was much younger then I 
was, vaguely I could remember the name belonging to a small child. A child 
that always carried around a stuffed penguin and was never far from her 
mother or the other guardians. When the fall happened she was too young to 
remember. This devastated world was all she knew. 

In the days after the fall (or rather 'the purge' as most will remember it) 
humans scattered about through the remains hoping the Aelita or Erebus 
would send help. Some gathered using sheets to spell out S.O.S. across the 
ground while others held onto flairs hoping to see a drop ship fly by in the 
sky above.  Others less lucky lay buried under rubble for weeks surviving on 
the small bugs and roaches that crawled out from the ground and drinking 
from the veins of the biomass that kept them breathing. Elante was one of the 
few alive on the surface when the Aelita performed the ‘Hammer of God’ he 
was only a few hours away on foot from the spot the Aelita was rescuing the 
few like myself that were lucky enough to escape. As I lay still I watched the 
various moments in his life when he was hunting hellbeast with Eek, running 
from and dissecting the ticks and their hosts who still wandered the alleys of 
the city. I watched as he would walk by various ports and drop ships run dry 
and rusted from the toxic winds. When I was a child my mother pushed me to 
be a pilot. She would send me to the simulators several hours a week even 
when I would cry and scream how I didn’t want to go. Had she known one 
day I would be forced to escape Errikus the way I did? Did she know I 
would be a part of ‘First Descent’ and that her lessons would save my life 
time and time again? She always told me I was something more then a user 
and destiny held great things for me. I always wrote it off as just something a 
mother would say. Even in death she was watching over me and teaching me 
how to fly, soar, and survive. For two months I saw through the various eyes 
of Elante and Hiraku and other survivors. I saw the things they did to survive 

- some horrible and others amazing. For two months I lay in the still of stasis 
with nothing but my own thoughts and visions haunted by the death of 
Hayden.

I had been still for 2 Months.
“Sev, are you awake? Can you hear me?” the voice belonged to Aira. I 
was on the ground inside the stasis chamber my naked body was still covered 
in the liquid oxygen. “How are you feeling?” she asked. I remained silent only 
looking up at her. I felt like I had been awake for days on end. I could still see 
Hiraku and Elante from my dreams. I began to look around. The Praxis 
looked the same as it did before. I was no longer in any pain and there was 
only a long thin mark from a surgical laser laid out across my side. “What 
happened?” I asked. “I hacked the ship  and made it sorry about what 
happened, there is a medical bay here that still works. Moments after I put 
you in stasis it ran a diagnostic. It thought you were a threat somehow and 
had I not known how to hack you would be a goner. The lab started growing 
ghost organs. You’ve been in and out of stasis six times now each time for a 
new surgery.” “What happened to Hayden?” She looked down at the ground 
a small cat like creature called a Zeesk was rubbing its head on her legs. 
Using the mechanical claw that made up one of her hands she pierced her 
index finger. Slowly blood trickled down into the creature mouth. “I burned 
his body and buried him, a fate better then most. We’ve been alone out here 
for two months, a few days ago I managed to get a signal out. There should 
be someone coming for us any day now.” 

I found it hard to believe she had waited so long but then I 
remembered how archaic this ship was, it must have taken her weeks just to 
understand the basics. It was one thing to hack it and talk to it but to send a 
signal she must have rebuilt the antenna array from scratch. 

I looked down at my side again while getting dressed. Aira had 
managed to keep my battle suit ready and functioning for my return, she even 
sewed up the hole that Lore’s weapon had made. There was no more then a 
fading scar on my side. I honestly wished it would never go away. It was a 
reminder of what happened and a reminder of Hayden and how he gave his 
life for me. Something I would never forget. The only reminder I would have 
once it fades would be my new ghost organs. They had been grown from 
matter the Praxis herself gave to Aira. Apparently she had managed to teach 
the ship humility as well as manners. The organs had been downed and rinsed 
in chemicals so no cells remained nothing would be left except for cartilage 
and collagen. I could see it all now Aira placing the pieces inside me and 
coating them molding it into something new something my body would take. 
The connective tissue would regenerate while I slept reseeding with my own 
cells. It was almost a miracle that my body took when it did. Had the stasis 
chamber not frozen my body I would have bled out. This ‘ghosting’ 
technology had been lost to the Erebus for centuries. Sure we had access to 
3D printers but only a few knew how to sculpt and sculpt correctly. Aira was 
just as much an artist and surgeon as she was a soldier.  Most of the time on 
the ship we would simply inject some nanites inside someone that would 
begin healing and mending the wound but in this case we had no 
inoculations, no exotic alien organics, or even cyber parts. 3D printing was a 
beautiful art but a slow way to heal. 

Aira showed me were she had buried Hayden. She told me how the 
Praxis had been attacked several times by hellbeast and how she found the 
Zeesk wandering through the passageways searching for food. She adopted it 
seeing as it like her felt alone and in need of a companion. I hadn’t realized 
how frail Aira had become, her skin an anemic white and her stomach and 
arms thinner then I had ever seen them. She had been surviving on what the 
ship had given her. Strange fruits that grew inside and the water that covered 
the control room floor. The Zeesk fed off her blood. I had heard of creatures 
like this living on exotic worlds that rotated around red dwarf stars. Some of 
the worlds I could remember Abas, Carath, Havancia, worlds full of strange 
life. I wondered how it got here and if it had been another experiment created 
by the Lethe; had it been another animal taken aboard an ark and brought to 
this new world? Something about this place seemed wrong. Why had the 
Lethe abandoned so many of their own worlds to come here? It was 
irrelevant. The Lethe were extinct and we had come here to make this our 
home. We would adapt just like the Zeesk.  Aira seemed to favor talking to it. 
It reminded her of the dogs onboard the Aelita. Animals that never left their 
masters side and showed the greatest empathy for those in need. They were a 
part of the few good memories that she had clung too. Another two days 
passed before anyone came and when they did I recognized the leader of the 
scouting party right away. He looked older as if the last two months had aged 
him quite a bit but I had no doubt. It was Talon.

He came riding up to the Praxis riding on a creature called a Belau. It 
was had a long neck that stretched like a giraffe maybe ten-twelve feet into 
the air covered in black hair that dreaded and came down two-three feet all 
across its neck. It’s face was shaped like a horse with two eyes and an nose 
except for it had sharp fangs, curved tusks, and long ears that seemed to flail 
in the wind. Its body was round with two birdlike legs and two short arms 
that hung down as nothing more then extra appendages. Talon was on it’s 
back with several weeks worth of supplies. A few others were with him each 
traveling on the same blue birds each with several weeks’ worth of rations. 
They’re bodies were covered in red battle armor similar to my own and they 
each held a M44 to their side. On their way to us they must have had several 
run –ins with the local wildlife.

The 
first thing he did when he saw me was pull a gun. Aira blocked his 
shot and he screamed, “He has to die,” he screamed. I walked up to him 
unarmed and put my hand out. I didn’t understand why Talon was cursing 
my name and calling for my execution but I wasn’t afraid of dying. I would 
just be joining my friends on the other side. He looked angry and full of rage 
until finally Aira calmed him down and explained everything that had 
happened from my crash landing to our encounter with the Tesh-Kar and 
Praxis to my wounds and ghost organs and how I had been asleep and 
couldn’t have done any of horrible things he had begun accusing me of. Talon 
looked at me with a dirty smile and said, “Balkava has made you her poster 
boy, a martyr for her revolution.” “What revolution?” I said, “the one that 
becomes the reason she must die,” Aira was the one that answered looking me 
directly in the eye. I knew she had felt like taking care of me had caused her 
to fail her mission. 

Talon began to explain. At 
first I didn’t need the details when he spoke 
about the battle and the sacrifice Hera was ready to make. I knew if he had 
survived then the crew onboard the Erebus never burned up in the 
atmosphere and that there were thousands of survivors. What I didn’t know 
was Talon was in fact more then half cybernetic. He was the first one I had 
ever seen that didn’t wear his implants and augmentations were they could be 
seen. Looking at him you would think he was hundred percent human. When 
I confronted him about it and explained how I saw through his eyes because 
of the shards inside me, something he wasn’t too happy about, he told me as a 
child he had been in an accident aboard a drop ship with his family. They 
were doing trade with the Arr7 who fixed his body making him whole again. 
Unlike Lore and Addax his mind was left untouched. When I told Talon 
about my visions I was pleased to tell him and Aira about the survivors the 
other humans alive on Errikus. If they had survived then there could be more 
on other worlds spread across the galaxy. This didn’t make up for the fact 
that Talon felt he had been violated but it did help mend the wound between 
us.

It seems such a harmless act. Seeing through someone else’s eyes and 
watching what they are doing. It was for the betterment of the world. If I 
could have used the nexus to see what Balkava was going to do and stop her I 
would have. Talon told us ‘First Descent’ was the first to rebel. The moment 
Balkava landed she began waking people from stasis and using several new 
deathsquads of soldiers, some nobody had ever seen and others taken from 
Echo and Delta. She slaughtered dozens just to send a message. She then 
proclaimed herself empress and ruler as the only surviving elder. The humans 
and Skrav have all carved out their own territories on this planet. Balkava 
was the first to attack them sending a few hundred to their death but 
weakening them enough she could take control of the wreckage of both the 
Aelita and Skrav ships. She recovered the Aelita’s nexus and said I was the 
one using it. She was using my name and reputation to bend the surviving 
humans to her will. She manipulated everyone all the while converting the 
Erebus into a fortress.

“Using Skrav drones she scanned the inside of Eden-3 and found it was 
much more then just an orbital. This entire place is energy plant and research 
station. The Lethe were doing something here, building something that would 
make FTL look like it was a walk in the park and make travel through the 
immer obsolete. Before we could find out anymore she hung us up to dry 
saying it was your order and command. ‘First Descent’ or what was left of 
them anyway: Trevor, Meddix, and Brecca fought back but they were no 
match. Meddix and Trevor managed to escape and have been posted on a 
place we call the bridge fighting Skrav since but Brecca was captured and 
beheaded. They called it a sacrifice. They made an example out of her and 
used the opportunity to enforce her new order,” Talon said.  Hayden would 
have been mortified if he was still alive. He loved Brecca though he never 
said it. I could only hope if there was an afterlife they were together in it.

“No one can touch her or get close to her because of the drones and 
she’s using the deathsquads to enforce her command,” Talon wasn’t finished 
telling us about what happened after the Erebus crash-landed. I wasn’t sure 
he would ever be. The things he described the deathsquads doing not just to 
those that resisted but to captured Skrav and Tesh-Kar were horrible. This 
was how she was going to do it. The technology on Eden-3 was what she 
would use to create her imperium.

“Did you know this was going to happen?” I asked Aira. We were 
traveling on the backs of a Belau together. A few of Talon’s squad stayed back 
on the Praxis investigating and researching it to see if they could find a way 
to make it fly or use it as a weapon. I didn’t care what they did with it, it was 
dangerous and it had a way of getting into people’s heads that didn’t feel 
right. We had just eaten our first real meal in ages and I could see the color 
coming back into her face. “In a way we knew this was a possibility, the 
nexus showed us many things and variables.” That was all I needed to hear. I 
was just as convinced now as Aira had been before that Balkava had to die. I 
would help her to kill my old friend unless we found another way to stop this. 
Aira was the first to look at me and say I was now officially a part of the 
resistance.

We were days away from the bridge when a group of Skrav got the 
drop on us. They were vicious warrior types with long swords made from the 
bone of animals they had killed on the hunts they had been on. They killed 
the Belau our main method of transportation. In the end it was their own 
pride that led to their quick and easy defeat. They were trying to scalp us 
with their bladed weapons rather then fire on us and by the time they realized 
we were too much of a match their honor betrayed them. The ones that were 
injured left alive had their weapons ripped from their hands before they were 
shot. A few of the Skrav dug their blades into them pulling it through their 
bodies with their small arms. We set up camp and watched hellbeast feast on 
their remains. We were lucky none of us got killed in the attack it seemed 
they were already weakened and ill from whatever humans had at them first. 
I guess that was a part of the reason they let their pride get the better of them. 
They wanted to prove to themselves they could win against a small group of 
men and women. They had only moved into the hills because of the signal 
Aira had sent.  They were heading towards the Praxis. There was no other 
reason for them to be out here. It wouldn’t be long now before Balkava 
herself sent a garrison our way. If she were using my image as a weapon what 
would they do if they saw me? Her deathsquads probably knew the truth, I 
felt like that was safe to assume.  I was the child of Errikus, a survivor and 
hero and that made me a symbol; a symbol which the adept could follow. If I 
managed to make my way into the Erebus camp maybe I could gather enough 
public support the resistance could dethrone Balkava and we could put a stop 
to this civil war. 

We were still miles away and had no way to carry our supplies on foot. 
The season around us was changing. If we had arrived here during the winter 
it was now turning into spring. I wonder how hot it got here. Were there 
summers or would it just get cold again? The Erebus always had a constant 
temperature it was never too much of anything. The orbital’s weather seemed 
so exact. We orbited a star in the perfect Goldie locks zone but yet the air and 
everything around us was controlled perfect. We weren’t tidally locked or 
tipped too far to any side. I could only imagine what it was like building this 
thing. Carving the caves and mountains from planets and asteroids. It must 
have taken centuries to pull it off. The icy rivers were melting and in the 
water we began to see new forms of life. Massive whale like creatures 
surfaced coming out of hibernation. We watched as they moved in the 
massive river in the direction of the bridge.

It gave Talon an idea. Around us buried in the snow were pieces from 
the hull of the Aelita. While most of it was thick and made from exot metal 
there were pieces small enough made from light organic sheets light enough 
to float on water and tough enough to withstand anything the current could 
throw at us. We stripped the sheets from the pieces of hull and welded them 
together with some of the supplies. In hours we had made a raft five by fifteen 
feet across and three feet tall. We had a barge built well enough it would take 
us to the bridge. Using our rifles we shoved off and let the current guide us 
occasionally using some of the two handed blades we had looted off the Skrav 
to position ourselves and steer through the waves. 

Along our way we drifted through a small ravine. The walls of stone 
were hundreds of feet high and the sides were layered with eggs. The same 
eggs I stumbled upon in the hellbeast hive. We were surrounded on all sides. 
Each egg was ready to hatch we could see the small beasts about the size of a 
dog moving and beating against the membrane of their sacs. The Zeesk that 
Aira had adopted was growling at the edge of our barge. It moved itself in a 
way lifting its face and shoulders so that it looked bigger and fiercer then it 
was. Each of us stood with our rifles ready as the barge turned in small 
spirals. Round and round we went. We were nearing the edge of the ravine 
hoping we would just float by all the horror that surrounded us when we saw 
a massive hellbeast crawling down the side of the cliff. It crawled like a spider 
down a web it’s legs clinging to the rock like it was nothing but a flat surface. 
It lifted one of its eggs into it’s mouth tearing apart the membrane and 
releasing it’s small youngling. It’s eyes looked at us and we watched as its 
massive body began to straighten ready to leap into the water and kill us all in 
an instant. It never took its eyes off us. Slowly round and round we drifted 
out of the shadows under the hellbeast’s watchful gaze.

The bridge was the border between Skrav territory and Balkava’s new 
empire. It was dead center in the battle and while Balkava’s forces never 
seemed to attack it was already under siege by alien forces by the time we 
arrived. I could here several resistance soldiers shouting and screaming as 
waves of fire filled trenches they had dug into the melting snow. Several caves 
in the area were used to store supplies set up as small command posts. It felt 
good to be reunited with two of my friends again: Meddix and Trevor. They 
both knew the truth about me and had no doubt I was on their side.  They 
had heard and seen first hand the escape Hayden and I made. They were 
happy that at the very least one of us was alive and looking well. They were 
the ones in charge of the small command post. Trevor looked very much the 
same as before only he was wearing a bulkier set of battle armor that seemed 
to make his face seem small and out of place. Meddix was strung out. Balkava 
had killed his family after impact, a power play few on Erebus expected. 
They were a family that slept in stasis during much of his life that he was 
more then ready to meet on Eden-3.

Meddix was broken and torn with revenge. The trenches were under 
constant attack by the Skrav and he was always the first to fire back. I 
watched him several times grab hold of an automatic bio-rigged machine gun 
and fire projectile after projectile tearing the enemy apart. The look on his 
face when he imagined every one as Balkava was disturbing. He was eating 
something called worms when I sat to talk to him. It was our third night at 
the bridge and the first one on one time I had with anyone. He offered me a 
handful and I politely declined. During their first few days at the bridge there 
were only a handful of soldiers to protect it and they were low on supplies. It 
was a soldier named Cree that first suggested they scour the snow and dirt to 
see if there was anything they could eat. The worms had an interesting side 
effect. During moments of intense rage or pain they would show you the 
faces and bodies of the ones you loved. The bodies would whisper into your 
ears the things you want to hear, things that helped you move past the pain. 
Every battle Meddix took part in he was hearing the voice of his little sister. 
A small child he had only met a half a dozen times. She moved through the 
battlefield with him like an angel telling him she was ok, telling him he was a 
hero.

Meddix shrugged and continued to eat them. He cut his arm with a 
small knife about seven inches in length and began to smile. I could only 
wonder who was talking to him now. I didn’t bother to ask. We had all but 
noticed the Zeesk under our table was eating some of the scraps Meddix had 
dropped. It looked up at the two of us stoned. Aira came inside our makeshift 
room and smiled asking what the hell we had fed it. It licked her palm as she 
stared down at it’s two round eyes ablaze. That night I thought long and hard 
about trying the worms. I wondered whom I would see. Would Hayden come 
back and tell me everything was ok? Would my mother answer the many 
questions I had for her? Would Lore appear in his human form and 
apologize? I had had enough visions for one lifetime through the nexus, I 
didn’t need a hallucinogen to tell me the world would be fine when I knew 
very well there was a battle coming and nothing would be the same.

Morning came. Clouds blocked the sun and it seemed like it was going 
to rain. Perhaps that meant there would be no barrage or firing today. Trevor 
and I gathered water from the river as Aira, another woman named Vale, and 
a Drok named Trey guarded us. One of our other jobs while we were away 
from camp was to see if there were any supplies or dead we could carry back. 
We gathered several swords and rifles from dead Skrav. Most of the bodies 
had been washed away by the river. The water was cold and on occasion we 
could still see small circles of ice floating through it. It was there in the 
shallows of the riverbed we saw one of the drones Trevor had stolen from 
Balkava, one of the engineers at the bridge had reprogrammed it to do recon 
for us days before Aira, Talon, and I arrived. The drone was buried under the 
thick mud and it took two hours for us to dig it out. Vale and Trey were put in 
charge of hauling the five hundred pound machine back with us. Trey being 
naturally strong did most of the carrying. When Trevor finally got the drone 
hooked into one of our rigged holos we watched as the bulky machine 
showed us an aerial shot of Balkava’s territory. The drone was soon shot at by 
several humans. They were no threat. Balkava was more concerned with 
wiping out the Tesh-Kar and mining for Lethe technology in the area 
surrounding the Erebus then she was with the resistance she would soon be 
up against. We could see the pain and hurt faces of the crowds digging in the 
snow and dirt. Old men and women too weak to exist in Balkava’s new world 
gunned down by deathsquads. The footage was haunting and it only got 
worst. While Balkava was digging letting us hold the bridge something that 
we had hoped would be to our advantage there was an army coming together 
in Skrav territory. They wanted this world for their own and they were going 
to do anything to wipe away humanity once and for all. The microphones 
picked up the noise of the march louder and louder. We expected their 
numbers to be on par with us, a few hundred survivors, maybe a thousand at 
most. We thought they had sent at least half of their swarm to war with us in 
space but the drone showed us different. There were a thousand if not more 
heavily armed with blades and lancers, heavy weapons and exot laser rifles 
rigged with out tech probably stolen from a world conquered years ago. It 
was easy to see what the Skrav were now. They were a society bred for war 
adapting and stealing technology and using their own nexus to maintain 
dominance. We were there greatest threat and as far as we knew the only 
other species that could see the future. The Praxis destroyed their world, an 
inevitable outcome of a war we have been fighting on parallel lines for 
centuries. One of the alien soldiers shot a blast at the drone and the footage 
went black. It must have crashed in the river only hours later programmed to 
report back at the first sign of any real threat. None of us were sure what to 
do next. In days the Skrav would be upon us.

Each of us took time to think running over the situation in our minds. 
There were only a few hundred of us to protect the bridge. If we were going 
to survive we would need Balkava’s army, we had a neutral enemy in the 
Skrav and she had all the heavy weapons. “We should have taken more when 
we ran, at least if we had a couple drop ships we could bomb the hell of out 
them,” Meddix said. “We took all we could, we had no time to think and no 
way to know there could be that many of them left,” Trevor replied. Trevor 
was the first to suggest we call a truce out loud. Meddix cursed him for it but 
agreed. In the end we all agreed. Trevor pulled up a holo print showing layer 
by layer the passages that could take us close to the Erebus. Once we 
surfaced we would be near the front. When the Erebus made landfall it hit a 
mountain causing it to turn to it’s left one hundred and eighty degrees. We 
would have to rip a hole in the side and walk our way to the core. The next 
image Trevor pulled up showed the Erebus itself layer by layer. Hundreds of 
layers and corridors mostly stasis chambers, mess halls, armories, and datahouses laid out before us but a majority of it was blacked out etched from the 
map. The Erebus was full of secret corridors and passageways only a handful 
of which were still in use. Trevor mapped out our best route and transferred 
the blueprint to our wrist PDA. Meddix and Trevor were going to stay and 
hold back the Skrav as long as possible; Aira, Trey, Vale, Cree, and myself 
were each designated ambassadors. Talon who had been quiet through most 
of this was going to take point and take another group to the Erebus above 
ground towards some of the Lethe ruins Balkava had been digging. If we sent 
two small squads we at had a greater chance of one of us reaching her with 
our plea.

We left a few hours later. There was no time anymore. We only took 
what we needed a single rife each, a sword, some water and a pack of food.
If Balkava didn’t help us all would be lost. I said my goodbye to 
Meddix and Trevor embracing them in a brotherly hug and handshake 
something we never had enough of. I prayed they would not have the same 
fate as Don, Duv’Mir, Brecca, Lore, Addax, and the others before. Meddix 
once again offered me a handful of worms. I took them as a gesture of 
kindness putting them inside the pocket of my suit. Worst comes to worst it 
couldn’t hurt to hear some kind loving words in the end. In the end that is all 
we want anyway, to be surrounded by the people we love; does it really 
matter if it is a dream or a mirage?

I blacked out in the tunnels. The shards always seem to break at the 
wrong moment. One moment I was walking and the next I was surrounded 
by water and then I could saw the bridge. The Skrav walked like mindless 
husks into a barrage of fire. They were empty devoid of emotion and life. If 
they had any thoughts or desires they had shut them down and out for war. 
Trevor sent several of his engineers up river not long after we left. He gave 
them rifles and flares to grab the attention of the hellbeast and the hives. He 
repaired the drone and sent it with them as a bodyguard hoping it would give 
them enough of a distraction to make it back to our camp and if they failed it 
was programmed to do the same. Shake the hive, disturb the bees halfway 
through the battle I saw the drone fly its way over the head of the Skrav 
followed by an array of beasts. Meddix, Trevor, and the hundred or so men 
were doing better then we could have hoped. They blew the bridge to pieces 
forcing the Skrav through the hollows and rocks of the river gunning them 
from above and watching the injured drown.

Meddix was screaming 
firing his turret across the air. He had lost his 
mind; the voices and illusions of the worm were no longer enough. When 
Skrav began crawling over the bodies of their dead in and out of the water he 
shot at anything that moved human and alien alike. Trevor screamed and 
cried for him to calm down but nothing changed. Meddix had already killed 
half a dozen of his own men in the firefight and the cost was too great. With a 
pistol Trevor fired a bullet into Meddix’s skull. I felt myself screaming in my 
mind. For a moment I felt like the body I was in began to scream with me and 
together in unison we cried out for Trevor and Meddix. When I came back to 
reality Aira was sitting by my side. She laughed at me and said we all needed 
a rest anyway.  A part of me wondered if she knew or had any idea what I 
might have seen. I didn’t tell her what I saw. Not enough time had passed for 
it to have even happened yet. At that moment in time Meddix was still alive 
and the future uncertain. We could ALL survive. 

Driveshaft

There is no life, only darkness, only pain, only sorrow. There is no death, only 
eternity.

There is no sound, only waves of chaos and disorder, There is no sight, only 
decay and sulfur.

There is no touch, no senses, no order.
There is only one rule – the sacrifice of a warrior.

There is only taste…

There is the taste of blood and water.
When we came to the surface we were exactly were Trevor said we 
were going to be. The Erebus stood in front of us like a mountain made of 
metal and steel. Its massive front ion canons and weapons were suspended 
above the ground thousands of feet into the air pointed up towards the 
horizon. From miles away they must have looked like thorns sticking 
upwards from the ground, metal constructs out of place, intimidating yet so 
aesthetic you would have to question whether they were man made or created 
by natures own hand. “Everything I have ever known is in there,” I said as 
we reached the outer hull, “Not everything, you knew me, Dom, Hayden, 
Errikus, all of that before any of this, before you ever even knew about this 
ship. You are not a part of their world. Like me you are a child of Errikus, a 
survivor, a fighter, and no lesser part of the human race deserving to exist,” 
Aira said taking my hand. I was having a hard time with all of it. It was 
getting more and more difficult the longer our mission went on. In the 
distance we could already hear the gunfire from the bridge. If it hasn’t 
happened now it will happen soon, Meddix will be dead and Trevor will be 
fighting a losing battle.

It only took several charges to blow a hole wide enough for us to make 
our way inside. First we were crawling through small air ducts. We had to 
leave our packs, mostly empty food and water behind. When we finally came 
to an opening we were in a part of the ship none of us had seen before; we 
were inside a prison. All around us we were surrounded by cages and shield 
generators made to hold the worst of the worst. Blood splatter covered the 
ground and several of the walls. “There were people in here?” I asked the 
question knowing the answer; there were people here but no one that I had 
ever met. These cages were meant to hold only vicious experiments and 
unwanted citizens taken from stasis or areas of the ship that didn’t matter, 
taken for genetic testing and experimentation by the elders. We could see 
bodies; chimeras of men and animal much like ones on Parcae only these 
weren’t in tubes they laid against the walls of cells unclean and unkempt. 
Some of them were still breathing whispering for death with several faces 
drawn and remade into something else. Aira shot without hesitation into the 
bodies severing bits and pieces putting them out of their misery. 

“Have you seen something like this before?” I asked.
“When I took control of the Aelita the 
first thing I did was lead a small crew 
into the depths, the corridors locked away and only visited by the elders. We 
found much of the same as well as variants of scourge and caretakers, all 
miserable. We let some free hoping they would join us but there bodies were 
sick and all of them were in pain,” she was tearing up while she said it. All of 
this time layers beneath the surface while so many of us were living, eating, 
sleeping, dancing.

We continued our walk through the prison. It seemed endless. It must have 
extended halfway through the basement of the ship. It was a dungeon, a 
torture chamber, a lab, each and every corner and crevice revealed more 
darker secrets; bones left behind skeletons of creatures abandoned. If these 
creatures could think freely; if they weren’t in pain they could have joined our 
uprising and lived on Eden-3. In the new world we had been promised this 
never would have happened.

A husk seven feet tall stood in the dark hallway in front of us. It had no eyes, 
nose, or lower jaw only sharp fangs trimmed and sharpened. Its arms had 
been severed from it’s torso and replaced with massive steel blades. We could 
still see the metal thread that they had used to sew it all together. The blades 
seemed to extend down to its knees. Small mechanical tubes and wires ran 
through its dark naked flesh. Aira aimed her rifle at it and it began to lounge 
forward towards us. Trey jumped forward and received the full impact of the 
monster’s razor sharp arm. It ripped straight through his chest cavity and as it 
lifted him into the air he sank closer and closer to the upper jaw. Trey wasn’t 
dead he still had a few seconds of life left and with it he shot from his pistol 
into the monster’s head. Over and over we heard it cry in grunts and belches 
until it finally fell to the ground over Trey’s lifeless corpse. Vale walked over 
and put several more shots into it crying and screaming naming off each of 
her friends she had lost.

We gave her a few moments to collect Trey's tags. Vale began walking back to 
us when we thought it was over. We shined our light down on the ground 
staring at the monster that began to shiver over and over. Small tentacles 
sprang forth from the ground made of metal. Each had a small set of red 
spheres glowing at the end. They moved around the creature ripping its body 
into pieces. Each of us began to fire shredding the meat of the monster and 
tentacles into smaller parts. When more came we began to run. We had set 
off some kind of security measure and activated one of the Erebus’s defenses. 
To the Erebus we were a disease a virus making it sick. It needed us gone for 
whatever reason its programming decided. Vale was slower then Aira and I 
and the tentacles wrapped around her ripping at her armor and scalping the 
top of her face and inserting several large syringes inside her.

She 
fired holding down the trigger to her rifle for as long as she could. 
Looking behind we could make out small metal wires moving in and out of 
the holes in her body. We were resistant at first but we fired back hoping if 
Vale wasn’t already passed then we had ended her pain. The tentacles 
continued to move towards us. Cree ahead of us opened another chamber. 
The moment we were through she latched the door and shot the lock hoping 
that would hold the metal tentacles back. We could hear the banging on the 
door as each of us held our rifles pointing ready for it to break its way 
through. Silence. Cree was the first to let out a sigh, and then each of us 
began to relax. We had walked into a maze of traps hidden inside a house of 
lies. Door to the right read 'no exit - elders only'. 

We were in a processing center. We could see several holding cells still in 
place but it was much cleaner and neater then the prison. Around us there 
were several cubes made for offices. Probably were the elder’s analyzed data 
or did smaller research. In one of the desks I saw Celes name painted clearly 
on display. I wanted to burn it and all of his notes and holos. I wanted to set 
fire to everything around us.

“This entire area up to the core is called the driveshaft. From this room out 
we’ll be in the lower maintenance tunnels of Erebus,” Aira had pulled up her 
PDA and was looking at a holo map checking to make sure we were on the 
right path. The prison was one of the blacked out areas in the layout Trevor 
had shown us; a part of the ship that didn’t officially exist. “Lets keep moving, 
we can’t waste anymore time,” I said knowing time was running down. The 
battle at the bridge had begun a few hours ago and by now Trevor had sent 
the engineers to the hive. It wouldn’t be long now before I am out of time to 
save my friends, to save them all. If I had to I would force Balkava by 
gunpoint to help us. It was more likely she would listen to me then Aira or 
Cree. Then it hit me. If we could get close enough to talk to her we could just 
kill her and take over the ship.

No. As much as I wanted to side with Aira now more then ever I couldn't. I 
felt like my heart and mind were playing games. Balkava couldn't be killed in 
an assassination. There would have to be another way. 

By the time we made our way into the airdrome it was hard to tell what 
flashes were the lights and which were laser fire. Small metallic splinters filled 
the air as the tentacles we had been running from caught up to us. They came 
through the air vents above us first scraping our skin as we ducked and hid 
moving from cover to cover. When one of the red eyes went out and a 
tentacle died we could still see small surges of ‘life’ left trickling in their 
bodies like a body twitching at the morgue. In ten minutes maybe fifteen we 
would be too tired to run. 

Our bodies were giving up and our adrenaline which had been forcing us to 
move was no longer enough. A serious of booms filled the air. Cree shot one 
of the massive cylindrical tanks that mixes and produces the oxygen and 
feeds the biomass throughout the ship. The pressure knocked several of the 
tentacles to the ground causing them to shake and shiver as their red lights 
faded into nothing. Another loud sound filled the air, another sharp 
concussion. This time it knocked the three of us to the ground. 

The butt of my ri
fle hit Cree on the forehead, “Stupid,” she shouted. I looked 
up and I could see the ruptured carcass of an antliod hive-queen. It was dead 
another victim of the tentacles but this meant we were walking further into 
infested territory. Most of our intel said that Balkava had cleared away the 
antliods now there were only a few small scavengers left in the bellows.

Not standing. Crawling. We crawled our way through under small pipes and 
joints that connected various tanks to one another. The antliods were here 
after all hidden in the ceiling above us. Cree had scattered them and now the 
tentacles had made a new enemy. There was a threat greater then us to the 
ship and we were ignored. Cree trembled suddenly and then let out a small 
moan. Her gun had gotten caught on some of the hanging sets of plugs we 
were only ten or twelve feet from the next ventilation shaft that would have 
taken us into the Arcanaeum.

Cree let go of her weapon and unholstered her pistol. It would kill a human 
and antliod but it wasn’t nearly strong enough to take on a drone or tentacle. 
Behind us we could hear the tentacles and antliods tearing each other apart 
like two packs raptors fighting for food. Over and over the sound of pinchers 
hitting nails grew louder and louder echoing through the ventilation shaft 
until finally Aira pushed her way through a thin membrane of green biomass 
and though she was now stuck with the disgusting fluid we were free. Cree 
threw the last charge we had into the tunnel bridging the path between our 
past and future nightmares. Each of us checked our weapons and reloaded. 
Cree made sure she was using armor piercing rounds so as to not overcharge 
the battery on her gun. Aira offered Cree her rifle but declined saying Aira 
was the better shot. I don’t think it was true. Aira was a good shot but Cree 
had shown she could shoot the weld off an oxygen tank in the dark no less. 
Aira took the compliment and smiled it was nice for her to feel special.

The Arcanaeum was the data-house of the Erebus. Basically it was a library 
filled with the history and personal history of everyone on board. It was also 
the first area of the ship we had entered that wasn’t dimly lit or in complete 
darkness. We were even able to shut the light from our rifles off. Being able 
to see clearly made us feel safe. The Arcanaeum was one of the most secure 
areas of the ship. The walls around it were several feet thick. The Arcanaeum 
was also one of the oldest parts of the ship aside form the core and several of 
the historic halls and the room that use to hold the nexus. Inside was every 
vision past, present, future ever seen by a user.

I don’t know why or how but I felt compelled to search. I was probably the 
first user to ever have access to an inventory like this – the entire history of 
our world. I walked over to one of the several silver consoles. It was covered 
in dust like it hadn’t been touched in decades. It made sense. Most 
information was sent here via signals and transmissions there was no real 
reason for anyone to be here aside from 'research'. The first thing I searched 
for was ‘Sev’ and in front of me various images of Narville flashed before my 
eyes. Images were he lay dead on the ground wrists bleeding with just those 
three words spelled out. Aside from that there was nothing. I couldn’t even 
find my own profile. It was like I didn’t exist. Several times I tried searching 
then I tried Aira, Dom, Hayden they all appeared. Had Balkava erased me? 
Perhaps Celes did it when he tortured me as a way to cover his actions and 
dispose of me without too many questions. I searched Errikus. I searched 
through the population scanning the names that began with ‘S’ and again 
then there nothing. I searched for Aelia and Cross, and still nothing showed. 
The last thing I searched for just as I began giving up hope was a name that 
always seemed to stick to me, a name that echoed in my mind. I almost didn't 
search for it out of some strange fear. Slowly typed the name 'Joseph 
Everett'.

The screen turned black for two seconds before piles of information poured 
out in front of my eyes all across the room. It surrounded me like an orb of 
light. 
Joseph Everett, the ark savior, the hunter, the American, the mad hatter, the 
wolf, the snake, the man of faces, the man of sin, the traitor, patient zero, and 
hundreds of other aliases and nicknames given to him throughout time. 
Several psychological profiles each from different centuries appeared as well 
calling him of sound mine, unstable, bi-polar, manic, genius, and on and on 
every other report contradicting the prior. Digging deeper there were several 
timelines each varied only slightly. Attached to the latest one there wasn’t a 
name but a title ‘user subject -77’.
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The rest of the 
file was encrypted. How was this possible? It was archaic 
coded in binary. The moment I tried to run a decryption it mixed itself up and 
started spitting out nonsense and mathematical sequences too hard for any 
living human to translate. I longed for the shards in my body to break free 
and show me a vision worth having. I had seen so many things were they not 
real were they just possibilities laid over one another. An image of myself as a 
child appeared. It was an image from when I was first taken aboard the 
Erebus and forced inside the nexus. Standing next to me in the image was 
Balkava, several elders and next to behind me a little girl holding a stuffed 
Zeesk. It was Hera. Over her face there was a note saying “ Subject -16 
failure”. 

Cree was on a console at the same time just a few feet away. She 
seemed to have the same horror on her face. Before I had time to process 
anymore the lights in the room turned out and all of the consoles shut down. 
We had fallen too far into the rabbit hole. I walked over to Cree who was 
crying. 

“What did you see?” I asked. “Subject -22, what does that mean? The console 
had pictures images of me as a child strapped to a table my body was torn 
apart, opened up like I was being dissected.” I put my hand out and she took 
it and I told her what I saw. I searched myself again under my new alias and 
found similar pictures. Images of my childhood on Errikus appeared as well 
as graphic images of myself as a child being torn apart plugged into several 
alien machines. Aira stood in a corner with her gun drawn. She had found 
more of the same horror when she searched her name. Aira was designtated 
'Subject -19'.

“Why are our numbers so low and yours so high?” Cree cried. “I don’t know,” 
I wanted to shout but it would have done no good so instead I tried to talk as 
calmly as possible, “none of this makes any sense, the only connection we all 
have to each other is we were born around the same time.” I paused, “what 
are we?” “We are human and that is all that matters, meta, altered, doesn’t 
matter, Lore was a cyborg and he was still human” “Lore also took commands 
from a ship and killed Hayden,” I was shouting at Aira now. She had only 
been trying to defend herself, defend us. “Wait, you were both users weren’t 
you?” Cree asked “Yes,” Aira and I spoke in unison, though Aira never was 
able to use the nexus she still passed the test given to us at birth, at least the 
test we thought was given to us at birth. The test was designed to show 
whether or not we had a gene that would let us interact with the nexus. All of 
it was fake. There was no test. Our bodies were altered. 

“I am a user too,” Cree proclaimed giving us another thing we each had in 
common as well as Hera.
We knew Balkava had shut us out. We could hear drones torching just 
outside one of the doors. We were being hunted again and now more 
confused then ever we were in chaos. Each of us had hundreds of theories 
running through our minds but none of it would matter if we didn't make it 
out alive. The only person that had the answers was coming for us. We 
steadied our rifles behind cover, Cree was ready with her pistol hiding to the 
side of while Aira and I stood directly in front of the door. The drone broke 
through and floating a few feet off the ground lounged for us. We fired shot 
after shot of energy but it was Cree’s blaster and a shot to the back against a 
small control panel that brought the drone to the ground only inches from 
crashing into Aira.

I knew she was a good shot.
We continued to make our way through the ‘Hall of Countenance” and into 
“Hall of Elements” and last through the “Hall of Memoria” which depicted 
carved images several feet high depicted the first invasion as well as several 
others. Each room was small but full of magnificent statues fifteen feet high. 
They had been decorated with heroes and warriors known by all and some 
forgotten. Each was an addition made by elders, places they could seek 
refuge and meditate. 

Finally we made it to the “Horza Forge” where we found the shaft that would 
take us into the core.

THE CORE // LOSE OF CONTROL
Welcome to see the butcher.

Welcome to see the slayer,

Welcome to see the monster, the maker, the hand of Tiamat .

Welcome to the order of man.

You are but a face floating through the void.
An angel cast down by God.

You are a vessel.

You are a tool.

You are a puppet.

You are a harbinger.

You are Archaea with no muscle or soul

You are # 00110010001100100011011100110111 Error
Error

Error

Systems. REBOOT.

Immersion core. CHECK.

Hull. 66%

Life Support. 98%

Stasis. 32%

Error critical system failure inevitable.
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Infection onboard. Protocol 17 initiated

Dear Anna,

I’m sorry I haven’t written you in so long. It has been years now. My last 
message must have left you very ill. There is nothing I can say to you now that 

will change anything I just want you to know I did what was best for you.

- Joseph Everett 1976

The year was 1946. 
Cold squad disbanded shortly after Black Island. The Brit and the 
Aussie helped me run. I had found something buried deep within the walls of 
that pit and it showed me a vision - a world full of terrors. I had to hide what 
I found for fear it would fall into the wrong hands. The best I could do was 
delay the inevitable. I didn’t understand half of what I saw. To those around 
me it was nothing more then a black rock but whenever I touched it I could 
see worlds beyond ours. I saw humans living in massive indescribable 
structures while other times I saw the past living life among tribes, castles, 
and wooden ships. I saw the revolution, the Great War, the settlers and the 
Indians. At first I wrote it down. I filled journal after journal until I could 
write no more. I thought about publishing several papers as fiction but it was 
pointless. They were the rantings of a mad man, a veteran lost in the trauma 
of war. 

Eventually I stopped writing. In Burma I joined a group of guerrillas. 
It was the aftermath of the Second World War and there were still soldiers 
and generals fighting even after their side surrendered. I took the life of 
several in the name of peace. There were bandits too. Those that would rape 
and kill for pleasure or reward all of which became my prey. I was a hunter, a 
legend, and a ghost.

I saw visions, murders that hadn’t happened and I stopped them or at 
least I did the best I could. I was still only a man. I could only move so fast 
and do so much. 

It was during a monsoon I slit the throat of a man that would have 
killed his wife selling his child into slavery. It was that same night a strange 
man found me. He was skinny and starved, a monk from an order called the 
Archaeon. He had been tracking me for over a year. It was with his last dying 
breath he told me about a group called the order, the Templars and their 
splinter group the ‘Sons of Sol’. He begged me to climb into the mountains in 
the north and deliver the shard he called nexus to a the monks there ensuring 
they would protect it. I had no way to verify his claim. I recognized the name, 
‘Sons of Sol’; I had seen it in a vision. They were unkind, power hungry, and 
manipulative. The Archaeon seemed like the lesser of all evils and the 
moment I left to the mountains my visions of an immediate future full of 
corruption began to change.

I made my way up towards Mandalay. It was there I rested for year 
spending a large amount of my time fishing. I could feel several side effects as 
the artifact had started to have a horrible effect on my body. My real vision 
had worsened and my body had become ragged and unhealthy. It was here a 
family of merchants took me in and nursed me back to health. When I left 
them I gave them the last of my earthly possessions.

I used what I had left to cross into Tibet and by the time I began 
climbing the first mountaintop into the Himalayas I had long grey hair and a 
beard that reached down past my neck. I wasn’t sure where I was going at 
first but somehow I knew was I had to go north. 

Several small villages welcomed me with open arms. It must have been 
strange to them seeing an American like me more a vagrant then a tourist or 
soldier. They gave me food, shelter and several spared supplies and clothing. 
Not a single village had heard of the Archaeon. I spent ten years traveling 
through the various provinces before ascending what my body told me would 
be the last snow covered mountain I could climb. Sometimes the artifact 
seemed to show me exactly what I needed to see. The warmth of a woman, 
the smiles of children and families united in the aftermath of war. It showed 
me worlds beyond imagination with life forms so unlike anything on Earth. 
Planets were the sun shined purple rays of light and others planets were 
gravity was so weak anything light would float away and children would play 
games were they would jump hundreds of feet into the air over craters and 
canyons. It showed me worlds without war. Other times I saw the darkness of 
a ship. Children buried in ruins struggling for years to survive after a beast 
tore through their home. Even these moments were not without hope. The 
artifact seemed sentient as if it was speaking to me letting me know I was on 
the right path.

When I 
first saw the temple I was bewildered with joy. It stood above 
and below carved into the side of a mountain. Parts of it looked like the 
pyramids of Egypt smooth and angled like triangles while others resembled 
Aztec ruins and ancient Tibetan monasteries. I had fallen face down into the 
snow. I was ready to pass away and freeze. Already I could feel my limbs 
numb and my toes fell through the broken soles of my shoe had begun to turn 
black. 

Several monks found me and carried me to their sanctuary. All along 
the walls I could see carvings, paintings, weapons and relics were on display. 
They spoke to me at first in their own language but within seconds they were 
speaking to me in perfect English. They welcomed me and gave me a home. 
They knew exactly who I was and never once did they try to take the artifact 
from me. They spoke to me many times about the various futures I had seen 
and praised me for the changes I had made through my subtle actions. Each 
and every relic or weapon in the monastery was at some time something that 
would have been used to rule over mankind. The sword or axe of a warlord 
who would have enslaved thousands, the wip and spear of a mad slaver, and 
the chains that were used to bind a man that would have assassinated a king.

The nexus had returned home to the Archaeon order. A place it would 
remain safe for years. This was my last vision of Joseph Everett. He was 
sitting not in a trench or jungle but in a chair. The room was dark and warm 
aside from a small fire burning to his right. He drank bitter kava, the hot 
water scolded his mouth. Years of fighting and running had taken its toll on 
his body. The Archaeon order did there best to help him mend some of his 
wounds with meditation, martial arts, and herbal medicine but the scars from 
knives and bullets that laid across his back and sides never healed. He was 
lucky nothing ever hit an artery though several were only inches away. All 
these scars were only the beginning. Inside he was more scared then any 
religion or medicine could fix. There are a few that say those scars are from 
the war. They say the person you go in as dies and somewhere inside the 
trenches or tall grass or behind buildings in the heat of a desert someone new 
is born. Mind body even soul transform into something else. Something 
remarkable and beautiful but sad and broken all at the same time; a sacrifice 
some make so that others may live. 

A new war, a cold war looms over the horizon. The world is changing. 
Technology is making one giant leap after another and there is nothing left for 
an old man like Joseph to protect anymore. There is no longer a reason to 
run. He takes another sip of his kava. He is writing one last letter to Anna. 
He has so many letters now, hundreds, maybe thousands. None of them will 
ever be delivered. He writes to her having seen a future in which they were 
together. The two of them had bought a cabin and lived with a daughter he 
would never meet. It was a vision that only occurred once so long ago but it 
was real enough to him. That small vision of the past kept him going for so 
long. I could feel the tension in his muscles fade and his body relax. The 
running has stopped. The light of the fire fades into darkness. Something else 
seems to be happening. I can feel his fingers as if they are my own. I move on 
then the other stretching them out. In the dim lit room he stares at his hand 
wondering why it moved. In that moment I feel like I am a part of him. For so 
long I have been hooked, living vicariously through him and his life as if it 
where my very own. For one moment it seemed we were one in the same. 

---------------“Where the hell am I? Aira? Cree? Are you here?” No one answered. I 
was surrounded by the dark, blindfolded with some kind of sac covering my 
face with my hands tied to my side with rope. I felt the thin suede sac against 
my mouth as I began to breath deeper and deeper. I had to stop myself from 
hyperventilating. How long had my vision knocked me out this time? I 
wiggled my way free in seconds and I pulled the black sack away. I lost Aira, 
I lost Cree, I lost my weapons – we thought we were going to be climbing up 
the elevator shaft but artificial gravity had other plans for us. The moment we 
stepped inside we were falling upwards. At the top were several tubes barely 
wide enough to fit through I curled into a ball and plunged inside and blacked 
out. 

I was sitting on the 
floor in an operating room. Several bodies were laid 
out on tables that sat turned upwards. “Where are you now?” I asked myself 
smacking at my wrist PDA hoping it would show me something. It looked 
like I was inside a hospital. A hospital I had seen a few times in my visions of 
Joseph. It looked like a replica. I touched the wall closest to me and then 
knocked and listened for the hollow echo. My PDA had showed the Erebus 
in its entirety for a split second. The map had zoomed inside to a darkened 
corner and the entire thing shut down in the blink of an eye. I was lost in 
another room I wasn’t meant to be in. A place my eyes were never meant to 
see yet somehow this room seemed like a stage, a set built just for me. 

I began to walk around. Faster and faster with every step as I made my 
way down an open hallway. One of the 'patients' I came across was covered 
in a small blanket. Everything smelt like death and the air was stale. I felt like 
I was in a morgue. I moved the blanket from top of the man’s head. There 
was nothing there. The body seemed to vanish into thin air. I thought for a 
moment I was inside a simulation. Did Balkava catch me and put me inside 
my own personal hell?

I ran towards the door. Locked. Figured. I kicked it with my leg and 
punched it with my fist. Somehow in real life there is ever very little good that 
comes from kicking or punching a door. My knuckles bled and the more I 
kicked the more I began to feel like I was going to break my foot. 

I began to feel like I was moving. The air pressure changed and my 
ears popped vioelently. The room around me was shifting like some part of a 
large rubrics cube. Nausea, upset stomach, vertigo. I could feel my insides 
turning as if the gravity around me was heavy on one side and light on the 
side. Finally I kicked the wall sprained my foot and opened up a hole that 
seemed to pour out into darkness. It was better then being where I was. I 
crawled inside the dark hole and onto a cold flat metal surface. The floor was 
freezing. Around me I could see the tunnel bend. The walls were shaped for a 
sphere to pass through. It was strange. Spaced several feet apart circling the 
floor, walls, and ceiling were tentacles just like the ones that attacked earlier 
seemed stuck in place. I was afraid to touch one as they hung like webs 
around me  but had no choice but to keep pressing forward. 

I continued to crawl in the direction of a small light. It glowed with a 
blue haze that seemed to attract me like a moth. The closer I got the warmer I 
felt. When I reached the light there was another wall. The light transformed 
into a bright little button. With few other options I decided to push it. I 
wasn’t sure what I had expected to happen. The wall in front of me opened 
and I could see a large circular chamber with a small pedestal sitting several 
feet high in the center. The entire room was lit in various shades of black and 
gray. Several tunnels ran out from the center surrounded by grooves that 
looked like the bumps on a caterpillar. It felt very foreign. Only a few parts of 
the Erebus seemed to match this design but it seemed the deeper I went the 
more alien everything around me had become.

I could feel the room around me was at an incline. I was ascending with 
every step. Finally I reached another chamber full of massive rotors and 
gears. I could see small sparks of electricity surge in and around various 
pieces of machinery. I was standing in front of the immersion core. It seemed 
to extend up into the darkness. It was impossible to tell where it ended. In the 
center there was another door. It was situated below one of the massive rotors 
and side by side with two more on the left and right. I walked closer and 
closer I could feel bumps on my skin, as the room grew colder. I could see the 
fog from my breath. The closer I got the more afraid I became. I could feel a 
voice in my head telling me to run telling me I was too afraid of what was 
behind the door. I didn’t listen to it. My heart was beating faster and faster. I 
couldn’t listen to it now I had come so far and I was dead either way. There 
was nothing left but to push myself and move forward even if that meant 
walking into the unknown.

I walked inside the room and the 
first thing I noticed was the smell. 
The smell of flesh and decay so strong I vomited making my mouth even 
worst. I would kill for a way to clean my teeth. I could feel my throat sore 
from the cold air and now this. I was even more nauseated when my eyes 
finally adjusted to the dark. 

I was standing in a large hallway similar to the stasis chambers all 
around me bodies stood standing straight up wired into the walls. Were there 
wasn’t a body there was a head and torso or pieces of a skull. It was like 
walking through catacombs. Each body was wired into the wall. The wires 
seemed to twist moving in and out of random parts of flesh encased them and 
binded them all together. Every set of eyes were wide open and they all 
looked like they were staring at me weeping.

I started to run. I couldn’t stand the sight of the room around me. The 
farther I ran the older the bodies looked. Some were coated in such thin 
layers of skin you could see their degraded muscle and bone intertwined 
together the small bits of flesh hung to bone rotting dissolving spaced across 
limbs stretched just enough to keep it all together. This was the heart of the 
Erebus. All around me staring were the skeletons of the closet of the human 
race. I finally slowed down. I was in hell. There was no end. I was going mad 
in this place. This was the end.

I had dropped to my knees crying. The room itself seemed to in
flict 
emotional pain with every breath. In the distance I saw a guard moving 
forward. Another monster I thought; another nightmare coming to end me. It 
was one of Balkava’s death squad. They were wearing black armor just 
enough to cover the fragile parts of the human body. Its face was warped with 
cybernetics the lower part of its jaw had been removed and replaced. It was 
carrying a long sword with a rifle strapped around it’s back. It looked like the 
embodiment of death had finally come to claim its prey. I should have been 
dead a long time ago. I should have died on Errikus with my mother. I was 
ready. It finally stopped moving when it was above me. It held up its sword 
ready to slash the back of my neck severing my head and spine. I don’t know 
why but when it swung I moved. I was still crying. It swung again in 
frustration as if I was nothing more then an insect a small pest that needed to 
be wiped from existence. I moved again. All I could think about was Errikus. 
My mother buried under rubble screaming telling me “Run.” I didn’t want to 
die. I wanted to live.

I moved faster then I had thought possible grabbing the gun from the 
deathsquad soldier’s back and ripping the strap gunning him down from 
behind. I screamed. The faces around me seemed to be watching me in terror. 
I couldn’t stand it anymore. All around me were the souls of those trapped 
and tormented the dead and forgotten the bodies of the fallen each and every 
one of them weeping. I blasted the walls till there was nothing left. When the 
rifle was out of ammo I picked up the long sword with two hands and began 
hacking at the walls dragging it across the corpses that surrounded me. It was 
raining blood. The little bit of light there was around me seemed to flicker as 
if I was draining life from the ship itself. Was I? I had desecrated the remains 
of hundreds but it seemed like I had done so little. All around me they 
continued to stare. Soon I had killed another deathsquad member that came 
at me. I didn’t even realize it at first. I had gone berserk. My rage had gotten 
the best of me. It was only when I heard them injured unable to move 
begging to be left alive that I realized they were human.

I couldn’t take another life. He lay on the ground in front of me 
begging. The look in his eyes so afraid of what was to come. He was bleeding. 
There was probably little that could be done but he was numb to the pain. He 
just didn’t want to die. I looked at him and the dozens of bodies that lay 
around the hallway and walked away towards the end were I could see the 
center console where there stood one body in particular. I recognized it from 
visions, from history books. I recognized it because it was an image that had 
been engrained in my mind and the mind of every human survivor for the last 
three hundred years. It was old, fragile, and decrepit shriveled nothing but 
bones and a thin layer of skin kept alive in a cryotube that seemed to connect 
from top to bottom with wires that ran across the ceiling and floor. It held its 
arms against its chest in a fetal position. I could still see the cars from where 
he had slit his wrist with glass. S E V His last words. Had he known this 
moment would come? Was he alive now a younger version of himself 
witnessing this moment?

I smiled a crooked evil smile that came from years of abuse, horror, and 
war, all attributed to this man, Narville, the man that saved the human race 
from the first invasion, the man who commissioned the trinity and did nothing 
to stop the Skrav from destroying the sun. He was alive. His eyes followed 
me as I paced around his cryotube holding the long sword down at my side. 
Finally they shut. I had a choice. I could swing my sword and slay him or 
walk away. He had written my name in blood naming me; no one knew what 
it meant. Some thought it was to be the name of his successor, the name of a 
prophet, a ship, a planet, a random person in the future. Most dismissed it. 
My mother had given me the name telling me that it meant severity. She told 
me the weight of the human race was dependent on the children of the future 
that it was our burden, punishment that we would have to live with the 
mistakes our ancestors made that we would have to build a better tomorrow 
but we could only do that by remembering the past. My name was meant as a 
reminder for the rigor we had endured for hundreds of years but she had 
always said to think of it as being hope. Even in our darkest hour when life is 
its most severe we are free to hope. Our freedom, our hope it makes us 
human. Now I see it was more. My name was written on that floor because 
Narville was naming his killer. I was the harbinger, the bringer of death, and 
the final punishment for his sin against his own kind. There were other ways, 
other ways we could have fought against the Skrav. Other ways we could 
have saved billions of lives. I should have walked away. I should have shown 
him the future could be changed and nothing was certain. I stared at him and 
let him know my name. Narville’s blood covered the edge of my blade.

His body lay naked the cold air shriveling his skin on the broken glass 
his bones were so brittle they practically withered. I cut the wires that ran 
from the back of his head and spine. His eyes were still staring up at me as I 
planted the blade inside his chest leaving it there as I fell backwards. I shut 
my eyes and stretched my arms out to my side. The lights around the ship 
turned off. I was right. The bodies were the heart and mind of the ship. Each 
and every one of them had been linked together in a hive mind their brains 
used as processing centers. 

The Erebus had been using the bodies of our dead to fly across the stars.

LIMBS
I understood now. Narville saw the future he wanted just as Balkava 
had. During his time the process for uploading consciousness into an organic 
computer had just been developed but you still needed a part of the human 
body specifically the brain to survive. He must have thought once the journey 
was complete technology would have developed far enough that he could 
upload himself into a new body. Eventually he would have been a complete 
bioorganic cyborg the way Lore turned out or at the very least been able to 
copy his consciousness. This was what the Valkyrie program had been about; 
thousands of tests supported by the elders and those in control. Even the 
drones were controlled as avatars by the 'dead'. It took thousands to control 
the Erebus; the same was probably true for the Aelita and Tritan. Hundreds 
of human lives, human bodies used as processing units to control the ship. 
Balkava was the one that disagreed. She was power hungry, the war had 
driven her mad. She saw Narville when she became an elder and was led 
down here into the abyss of the ship. They thought she would fall in line but 
she had other plans. Narville and the Erebus were nothing more then tools 
for her to get what she wanted and now that she had control she had planted 
me down here to take care of the rest. 

Aelia’s decision planting Mace onboard the Aelita had affected the future in a 
way Narville had never imagined. He thought he had everything under 
control. The ‘Sons of Sol’ were at his every command and he had planted the 
seeds that would become the future. He had seen and planned everything and 
had he not killed himself when he did he probably would have found a way 
around it instead he had created a fixed point. His pride had become his 
downfall. If Aira’s ancestor Mace hadn’t killed the captain of the Aelita and 
taken his place she never would have been born. She never would have saved 
my life on Errikus. I never would have been here or been Balkava’s pawn. I 
never would have killed Narville.

No. I had a choice. I made my decision to play along with their game. 
I 
finally stood up. The lights flickered on. I guess since we were no longer in 
space they found a way to divert the life support and navigation to more 
important essentials. If I don’t find a way out of the core I would probably 
run out of air before long. I could already see the small scattered pieces of 
biomass like moss that produced oxygen beginning to wither and die without 
nutrients from the ship. The long sword was sticking straight out of Narville’s 
corpse like a grave marker. I was too sick to pull it out. I had to continue to 
find my way out. Too much time had passed now. Trevor, Meddix, they 
would already be dead the bridge would be destroyed and the Skrav would 
be making their way here.

I chose a random hallway and began walking. The other hallways were 
connected to different rooms in the Erebus so I knew I was at least walking 
away from the core. I would either end up walking into one of the two rooms 
that housed the ion drives or I would end up in the bunker or some other hell. 
It didn’t matter at this point. There was nothing worst I could find. I just 
needed to move. If I could eventually reach the surface I could find my way 
back around.

Several hours past before I reached the veranda that stood above another 
control room. Inside I could see holos showing the views from several drones. 
Some of them had crashed probably when I severed the connection between 
Narville and the ship but others preprogrammed flew in cycles over the ruins 
of the bridge. There was nothing left but charred bodies. Hundreds of 
humans must have died and from the way it looked the Skrav were just as 
scattered - enough they would no longer be a threat. Instead of sending 
dropships or help to secure the site and creating a truce between her army 
and the resistance she used one of the weapons onboard the Erebus, the grid 
to create a devastating attack that wiped out both groups. Should have 
known. We never should have turned to her for help. We should have taken 
our forces and attacked. The resistance was over. Soon Balkava would have 
the last of us captured or killed. She already had Hera. There was no 
difference we could make now. 

I couldn’t cry. I had no more tears left. This was war and there was too much 
to be done; mourning would have to come later. From the control room I 
made my way to an armory. I was able to re-equip with a Drok sword and a 
new rifle. I saw my naked flesh covered in blood in the mirror. I wiped away 
the blood from my body using a small rag and some water. My face looked 
worn, I was no longer the child of Errikus afraid and full of rage. I was no 
longer motivated by my goals to kill all the Skrav. I was had become reborn 
in battle. I was Sev, the inhuman, the God-killer.

For an instant I thought I could see my mothers eyes in the mirror. They were 
my own. I had never realized how much I had grown to look like her. The 
parts of me that I had considered my best features all inherited from her. I 
wish more then anything now that I could go back and be with her again. 
Relive my childhood on Errikus with Dom, Hayden, and Aira, even the 
others before them that had picked on me and called me names. I just wanted 
to forget all this death, fighting, and feel free one more time. Everything 
seemed so simple then. The Skrav were the bad guys, the elders and humans 
were good, the trinity was our salvation and Eden was the land promised to 
us in our early days. How many have died now because of lies? How many 
have suffered for our survival? I could feel my adrenaline as my heart rate 
sped up. Out of the armory I walked into a mess hall. Several deathsquad 
were sitting with tubes attached to their faces into jugs of green fluid. They 
didn’t see me coming. In seconds the jugs toppled to the ground followed by 
bodies. I was heading in the right direction and I was on the warpath. 

Eventually I stumbled into the ruins of what was once the hangar and home 
to ‘First Descent’. Along the walls were the bodies of Brecca and several 
others I had fought with against the Antliods, against the Skrav, or trained 
with in simulations. Their severed heads had been placed on pikes.

I screamed in a 
fit of rage. All of this was done to break me down. Balkava 
wasn’t just enforcing her rule with fists she was destroying us emotionally. 
Through another corridor I killed several more members of her deathsquad. I 
wasn’t sure why but I was heading towards her room. How many nights had 
I spent there covered by sheets my flesh next to hers. I could still remember a 
time when she had talked about children. Along the walls I could see the crest 
of the Erebus the black paint still dripped. It was once a symbol of pride 
worn by the first crew of this ship on their uniform. Back then it depicted the 
bright silhouette of the Erebus and two stars behind it representing not just 
the Aelita and Tritan but also the sun and new world we were destined to 
discover. It had been designed by an artist under the impression the Erebus 
was going to bring in a new age of deep space exploration. It had since 
become twisted abstract now compared to what it was then. It was no longer 
a symbol associated with pride but rather a symbol that represented power 
meant to instill fear in our enemies.

I passed my room.
It was almost completely untouched. I looked in for a moment. I could still 
remember the last time Hera and I lay together in my bed. The hours we 
spent talking. It was one of the few times we had said we loved each other.

Balkava’s quarters were a mess. Diagram after diagram of Lethe tech covered 
her walls printed on sheets of paper. Holos overlaid most of the diagrams 
showing notes and details handwritten by various people. I only caught a 
glimpse of it all. The moment I walked into the room I had walked into a trap.

At the far end of the room I could see Hera lying on the 
floor in a fetal 
position. They had shaven the hair on the side of her head. I could see several 
scars were they had done surgery cutting her open. She was barely clothed 
and the clothes she had on were ripped and ragged. Black and purple marks 
covered the side of her ribcage.

I ran up to Hera only to see Balkava. She had been cloaked hiding beside the 
door. I was in such a rage I couldn’t see the small shimmer and wave that 
would have made it obvious she was there. She hit me upside the head with 
the butt of a rifle I had never seen before. It sent a shock through my entire 
body rendering me unconscious. 

When I woke up I was in the bunker. It was another part of the ship I had 
never seen before. At first I was staring at nothing but the floor then I looked 
up. The room was bright. It looked like a cathedral. I was being carried by 
two of her deathsquad with my feet dragging behind me. I had been stripped 
of my armor and weapons and was wearing nothing but white ragged 
trousers and a black muscle shirt. I had cuffs on my hands but they weren’t 
fastened to anything. They must have been earlier though because my wrist 
was black as if I had been hanging. Had they tortured me just for fun while I 
was unconscious?

Ahead of me I could see several steps and what looked like an altar. All 
around I could see civilians and armed guard. There at the top of the altar 
was a throne. It had been made from the bones of a fetal leviathan. It was by 
no means small and rose off the ground ten maybe twenty feet. The bone was 
still sharp. It was ancient carved from the ribcage of a monster hunted inside 
the immer. I could still make out its skull and teeth at the top of the throne. A 
throne made from a monster for a monster.

Behind the throne hung Hera. She was strung up on a cruci
fix behind her the 
wings of a hellbeast. They were depicting her as a symbol, some kind of fallen 
angel. I could see the look on the faces of the civilians around me. Families 
that clung to each other with despair and fear in their eyes. Next to the 
throne on their knees sat Aira, Cree, and Talon.

I could see Balkava standing there. She looked so different. She was no 
longer the commanding officer and friend I had known. She was no longer 
anything like the person I saw when I left the Erebus to fight the Skrav. Her 
hair was short, her face covered in red paint and deep scars. She was wearing 
a black dress that seemed fringed and hung down to one side. In her hand she 
was holding a curved sword. It was a weapon she had found in the ruins of 
the Lethe world. It was longer then my arm but not as long as a two handed 
long sword. It seemed to glow with an iridescent blue light as if it was 
omitting its own energy field. All around the room I could see various bits 
and pieces of Lethe technology they were integrating with the ship.

The two deathsquad brought me in front of her. I wanted to scream at her. I 
wanted to remind her of the things she had said to me when we first met 
about the Skrav, how could she do this after everything she had gone through 
in this war how could she do this to her own kind? I didn’t have the strength 
for any of it instead I simply muttered, “Why?” She answered without words. 
Instead she took the Lethe sword and shoved it into my side. I could feel her 
twisting it as I looked up at Hera on the cross. I was a sacrifice. It began to 
make sense. I could see the wires extruding from Hera and the white in her 
eyes. I had seen that look before - she was having a vision. “Genetically 
altered, subject-77 you will be our seer, our oracle with your death we begin a 
new era, a new future. You like the other will be integrated into the ship, your 
body will be a vessel, hope for our future, your death will bring about our 
destiny,” Balkava spoke the words loud enough everyone could hear them. 
She ripped the sword out of my side and I grabbed the wound. The body can 
lose 1 pint of blood before any harmful effects occur, at 2 pints shock would 
occur. I had lost at least 3. Suddenly maybe because I was so close to death 
everything seemed to stop were it was stuck between eternity and an instant 
it all began to make sense.

I had already 
figured out so much on my own. Users, genetically engineered, 
never once did I suffer the side effects other users had. Never once did I lose 
my mind or control of my body. Never once did I get sick the way Joseph 
Everett had. Aira, Cree, Hera, all of us were just the same. We were humans 
that had been altered so we could use the nexus constantly; each alteration 
better then the last. Even in death our bodies would be hooked into the ship 
and used as tools plugged into the matrix just like Narville had been. I was 
number 77 more or less just another cog in the machine.

I looked up at Hera one more time before I closed my eyes. I could feel the 
shards of nexus inside me rip open as if I was falling backwards into a pool of 
water. I expected to die outside my body. I expected to become one with the 
machine playing vision after vision as my mind ran around itself over and 
over trapped inside a prison muttering futures like I was high on drugs.

Instead of the darkness I saw light. The body of a little girl hiding inside an 
air vent. I am covering my ears but I can still hear the screaming all around 
me mixed with the sound of gunfire and what can only be the loud screech 
made by Skrav weaponry. She wants to shut her eyes but she doesn’t. She is 
too afraid. Afraid of the darkness will overtake her and she will never be able 
to open her eyes again. She stares as her family and friends die around her 
until finally she begins to crawl away as fast as she can as fast as her limbs 
can carry her…

Hours pass and the screaming halts. She crawls and crawls into the 
underbelly of the Erebus. Into parts of the ship she doesn’t recognize until 
finally she finds an opening. She emerges into a prison. All around her she 
sees the monsters that use to be men remade into chimeras and horrors. 
Horrors that if I had not seen with my own eyes I wouldn’t be able to 
comprehend.  It becomes too much for the little girl. She runs screaming. A 
group of scientists wearing lab coats see her and call for help via a small 
intercom they have attached to their suits. What more can they do? This is no 
place for a little girl. She wants to run up to one of them and beg for help but 
in her mind she knows they aren’t really human either. They are just as 
monstrous as the creatures they create…

She continues to run through the ship terri
fied and alone. From the driveshaft 
she stumbles into the core. All around her the bodies of the Erebus stare at 
the child until she reaches Narville. She stops staring at the body of the man 
she recognizes from her history books. In her mind she feels like a monster is 
chasing her. She can hear its two massive legs beat against the ground as its 
long tail swings back and forth and its skeletal arms reaching forward with 
claws ready to tear her apart. She gives up hope closes her eyes and falls to 
her knees. Behind her she can feel the breath of the monster, she imagines its 
reptile like neck and face with sharp jagged teeth. She can feel the gaze of its 
murderous eyes upon her flesh. She feels it wrap its arms around her. She 
feels its body fall upon and there is silence. 

She wakes up from the rattle of chains. The entire room is dark except for a 
small light in front of her from a large white crystal that rises from the ground 
like the bud of a rose. She hears a voice in her head, “I am the voice of Crius, 
primordial God of chaos. I have embodied your kind, as have my brothers 
and sisters throughout the passage of time. I am Lethe, I am demon, I am 
destruction. Millions have been sacrificed for my return to the ‘real’ and 
millions more will die as I reshape your world.” She begs the voice to stop to 
let her go and then another whisper another voice cries out in the back of her 
skull screaming in tongues, the same voice though kinder speaks to her like a 
father, “I am here to save you soon you will be free.”

She sits in front of the body of Ren, the body of the prophet Narville. She sits 
covered in the blood of a Skrav. Several elders surround her surprised staring 
at the little girl and the dead alien corpse in front of her…

Nothing is more real then our instinct to survive. They were waiting watching 
wondering what the Skrav was going to do. They saw it chasing the girl and 
rather then kill it on the spot they let it go. She had wandered into a part of 
the ship that was off limits by everyone except the elders. They were ready to 
let her die before finishing off the Skrav. Their curiosity was their downfall 
they had given birth to a new demon.

I could see her standing there surrounded by the elders. She was interrogated 
and she told them everything she saw. The demon that chased after her and 
the voice she had heard. No one could say for sure whether it real or if it was 
something she had made up in her mind, perhaps it was a type of natural 
defense to block out the events that occurred scarring her for life. It didn’t 
matter anyway. When they realized she had no recollection of what she had 
truly seen she was allowed back into the general population. They had no 
idea she would grow up and kill them all. She wanted vengeance. The elders 
had destroyed her life with their curiosity. They watched as a little girl was 
hunted by a Skrav and did nothing. The world Balkava sees is so wrong and 
corrupt that it can’t be saved. That moment had changed her life and because 
of it she believes that she has to destroy every part of the old world. She can’t 
even see that she is no different - blinded by her own hate and lust for power. 
Balkava has always been alone… And this is why she was killing me.

MANY WORLDS
I never believed in destiny. Even though I saw the future I knew it 
wasn’t set in stone. My gift as a ‘user’ as a ‘seer’. If fate had been a living 
breathing being I would have been her worst enemy. I saw her world 
thousands of years into the future. Balkava ruled as an empress over the 
imperium, the human empire. Users were bred, sacrificed daily rigged to 
machines that stabbed at them with shards of nexus until they saw whatever 
it was she wanted them to see. Shards taken from my blood. She captured 
and slaved various species in the universe using their bodies to power her 

massive space fleets. Warships powered by the dead. By the 41st century the 
human empire was the most feared in the universe. The Skrav stood united 
with several others among them: the Arr7, the Eek, and several exots whom I 
did not recognize. No resistance  or rebellion was enough. Nothing they did, 
nothing anyone did was ever enough. She had an unlimited supply of users 
and the human population had bred to the point that soon we had become the 
most dominant species in the galaxy spanning across multiple worlds. 
Infecting worlds like we were some kind of disease. We were a parasite. All 
those that defied her empire perished. She won war after war using users to 
plan her strategies so that she always won. She had become a living God. 
Among those that tried to defy her were living worlds, beings and entities we 
had no idea existed. They used powers capable of destroying star systems to 
against her and even they lost. The loss of one star system meant nothing to 
her. She saw everything and countered. She stayed alive and controlled 
everything the same way Narville had. As time passed her body was no 
longer needed. She adapted. Her mind lived on through copies as she 
directed her battles from a warships several miles long called the Olethros. 

The rest of her armada were war factories producing massive amounts of 

drones mining material from planets and asteroids. By the 51st century the 
human race had split into thousands of sub-species adapted to live on 
different worlds and genetically altered for whatever scenario she saw fit. We 
had become an unstoppable force.

By the 81st Century the human race had evolved into something else. Her 
ships had become organic. She became more then one mind. The Olethros 
were more a creature then man made shells. The Olethros had massive 
spiderlike limbs that could devour entire worlds. One Olethros was a planet 
destroyer while another a sun-eater, immortal as it constantly regenerated 
every part of itself constantly adapting and evolving until it became as close 
as it could to a perfect being. It could flow in and out of the immer eventually 
even developing a taste for leviathans.  

When there were no humans left only the spider like species Olethros 
remained. The Skrav and the few surviving species both old and new in the 
galaxy launched their final assault from the M33 galaxy. Swarms of Olethros 
retaliated conquering the last of their worlds. There in the shadows was 
something else. Another force that came from inside the immer. When a 
group of aliens emerged from another universe they too became swallowed by 
the Olethros. Eden-3 was where it all began. The Lethe had been developing 
technology on this orbital hoping to cross from our universe into the next. 
When they tested it they created the first gateway into the immer. At first it 
seemed great. They began studying it planting markers and admiring the 
creatures they discovered. Then they wanted more. It wasn’t enough. Inside 
they punched another hole. Pieces of the two dimensions intersected and 
rubbed together creating a spark that ignited across the entire universe. 

Pieces shattered and the nexus was born.
Before long the Olethros attempted the same thing the Lethe did. Breaking 
the barrier between worlds and tearing a hole in time and space. I could see it 
all. I could see galaxies colliding together, the universe as it grew colder and 
colder even as we ran through the immer from one to the other. All of it from 
this moment to the end. I was a part of it. I could feel my mind sucked inside 
the Olethros. I felt it as if it was my own body. It had descended from human 
and this meant I could see through its eyes. I wasn’t just seeing through its 
eyes though I was in my own body my own mind witnessing my future every 
single moment all at once. Balkava had used me. In the heart of her empire 
she and I. I was just as much a part of the Olethros as she. She had made me 
immortal.





——————

Beginnings and endings are nothing more then inventions. They 
are a timeline a set of rules made to follow. Rules are meant to be 
broken. Past tense, present, future collide where am I now sailing 
through time. Every moment is behind us before us and every moment 
belongs to us. We are bleeding, have bled, and we will bleed. We are 
living, have lived, and will live and then we will be dead, will become 
dead, will have been dead. An endless cycle made from adjectives, 
nouns, verbs, are you all set to pronounce all of them? Will you suffer? 
Are you suffering? Did you suffer? Are you broke, broken, or breaking? 
Are you blind? Have you gone blind, going blind the only thing that 
matters is you will see, saw but are you seeing? It’s all about context, 
flow, exposition, action, and the events that happen, are happening, and 
will happen. The journey may not be the same every time but the result 
is always the same. The writings of a madman become the illustrations of 
a genius. Shit becomes Art. Art becomes shit and all the way back 
around. What is aesthetic today becomes hideous tomorrow and vice 
versa. The middle is nothing more then filler and the filler turns into the 
end. Another reality lost the war and right to exist. What gives you the 
right? You have no right to judge. I sit before the throne of the real 
before the throne of the new the old the present Gods and to each and 
every one of them I scream. Shards of everything splintered in veins can 
you feel it sense it don’t you like it? I could hear my own voice 
screaming in pain. It’s always been their waiting, setting, burning for the 
right time.

There is never anything one man can do to make a difference. It takes a 
movement of brothers and sisters and family. You can bend this however 
far you want but in the end you know I’m right. I have gazed into the 
hell that is time and seen as far as I want to. It begins with the hand of 
God a flash of light a malevolent scream of energy twisting and forming 
into various shapes. Then something else, a being of energy of darkness 
of nothing with no shape and no name only a cold stare. It is the voice 
you run from and the terror you fear. Drifting all around you its always 
suffocating till the very ends when you disappear and fade away only 
your name will be remembered for a few hundred years. Its all in the 
cold, the darkness when the stars burn out and the universe decides it 
has had enough running enough moving spiraling outward in every 
direction. This is when you come back into existence and back into 
reality. It was something you knew would happen. You have had all of 
infinity to wait. The voice in your head screams this has happened 
before and something deep inside of you is crying begging you to just 
wake up.

There are so many paths many worlds why should we choose just one. If 
I had never killed Narville would the Olethros be him instead of 
Balkava? So many of you there are to choose from so many lives to see 
and for a moment it is so easy for you or I to remember them all each 
and every thread of time the bubble the wave that makes up your every 
form, past, present, future. There are so many worlds. Various universes 
strung together by the silver lining we call the immer. We have always 
known this the alchemists, Witch doctors, shamans, priests, monks, 
oracles, and seers. Each and every one devoted to the ether. Each and 
every world tethered together a hologram shouted from a 2-D project. 
Quantum mechanics, string theories, heaven and hell, all painted across 
a canvas. The maximum entropy in any region becomes squared. There 
is nothing to do anymore but stare - Life itself it just a paradox with very 
uneasy questions and no answers. Yet so many of us are unready to see 
the world the way it is. It is the burning in the atmosphere around us so 
many inert ignorant blind and hopelessly dependent on that which they 
have known since birth. This is what allows one man or woman control - 
the rise of empires from the will of the system and those ready to die to 
protect it. This was why Balkava was able to gain control. This is the 
cost of power.

Each and every path lay out before me. The rise and fall of man, the 
imperium, the dominion, the peacekeepers, the sons of sol, the Romans, 
the court of the slain and the courts of the living. I can feel each and 
every one of them now passing judgment on me. I am Sev, the destroyer, 
the murderer, the conqueror, the weakling, the martyr. I am the 
harbinger and the vessel for which the universe itself will right its 
wrongs but I am nothing short of being a man. Every move I make I see 
the future change before me so many paths and misdirections.

Our universe restricted to nothing but a single brane of a higher 
dimension.
Yet we are still so beautiful.
Each and every one of us and every life we could have, should have, and


are living. We are all so unique from our face to our hair down to the 
tiniest atom in our body. The terra of Earth, the first modified for space, 
the humans that genetically engineered their bodies and passed those 
traits down all the way to me. Even the cyborgs with their tainted minds 
and bio- cells realigned by mathematics and quantum configurations. 
Each of us see, feels, smells, and touches differently. For some things 
can be unbearable they can be too much, the cold from a piece of ice 
that burns one hand and barely numbs another. The way our hearts beat 
at different beats yet they align when we hold onto the ones that we 
love. We are such beautiful monsters. We keep going through all this 
trouble to survive and for what? The warmth of someone we love. I 
could feel Hera in my arms again if just for a fleeting moment. If I had 
the power to stop time I would have only time nothing but a word is 
infinite, immeasurable and continuous. The shards have showed me the 
threads, the tethers; it has shown hundreds each and every grain of 
sand, leaf on a tree, and piece of dirt. We are all made from the world 
around us created from the clay.
All that is left now is to kill that one person. The right person, the person 
that will solve so many problems, the one responsible for so much blood. 
I’ve been tortured and used all my life as tool, no more.

“NO MORE”. 

SEVER
I reach out across the darkness and wrap my hands around Balkava’s 
throat. My vision returns to me. Time slows to a crawl. I ignore the pain from 
my wound as I lift my head and stare at my former mentor, my former lover, 
my former friend.  I can see the look in her eyes as tears fall down her cheek. 
For a moment I feel the urge to pull away to grab hold of her and cry. She is 
not just looking at me. I can see she is looking at her own reflection in my 
eyes. I can see the shock and horror, the surprise in her as my grip around her 
neck tightens. I feel her struggle to tear away at my flesh with the Lethe 
sword but I caught her by surprise and her hands are empty, she is 
defenseless. There are many worlds, many directions we can travel eventually 
the human race will die out or become something akin to the Olethros but not 
today. That path doesn’t begin today. I don’t blink. I don’t look away. I never 
let my eyes leave her gaze. I will be the last thing she looks at in this world. 
There is no speech and I give her no other reason then my own defense. I am 
a predator, an animal and she is my kill. My hand tightens more. The two of 
us are locked away together in this moment in time forever; an instant that 
lasts an eternity. She lets go and I watch as she takes her last breath. The cold 
air turns to vapor and dissipates around her. The life leaves her eyes. I feel 
her grow lighter as her soul has become severed from her body.

I am Sev the God-killer. I let her neck go and she falls to the ground. All 
around me I can see her deathsquad pointing their rifles and ready to slay me 
with their swords. None of them move. Each of them could have killed me the 
moment I put my hand on her. Were they afraid? Several of them take a knee 
throwing their rifles to the ground and bowing. They live to serve a master, 
none of them born with any aspirations of their own taught only to obey. We 
are animals no better then a pack of wolves. I have shown in front of a crowd 
that I am alpha. I am king of the monsters. 

It takes a moment but I 
finally take it all in and realize I’m still not dead. They 
lower their weapons and I can see many of the faces that were once full of 
fear are now smiling or have a look of content about them. My wound 
stopped bleeding. To my side I can see Aira sitting in her chains smiling. Cree 
is crying and Talon looks like he has seen a ghost. I get it now. Balkava 
stabbed me in just the right spot. When Aira had saved my life… ‘The 
connective tissue would regenerate - - reseeded with my own cells.’ The ghost 
organ I had inside me had began regenerating the moment Balkava twisted 
her sword. It kept me alive long enough to kill her and even now it was 
regenerating continuing to keep me alive.

I stood there for several minutes on my knees before falling down and setting 
myself up against the throne. I could feel several small pieces of bone pierce 
my skin from where I had leaned. I cursed still holding my side and staring at 
the trail of blood I was leaving behind. I needed to catch my breath. Aira was 
already standing over me yelling at the guard to grab a med kit so she could 
patch me up. It was Talon that grabbed the supplies she needed. Barely a 
minute passed. Aira began wrapping my wound, it had already stopped 
bleeding but the cut itself was still open enough to worry about infection. She 
treated me like a mother would their child. She treated me as if I was the 
most important person in the world. She looked just like she did when we 
were children. She looked at me and smiled saying she couldn’t believe what 
happened and confirmed to me what I already thought was true about the 
ghost organ.

With the death of Balkava no one was afraid anymore. We were free. One of 
the deathsquad approached us and bowed to his knee. All around us the 
others were taking a knee as well. It was as if I had become their king. “The 
Cyphers are at your command,” he said. He was obviously the one in charge. 
He wore the same black attire the rest of them had on except his helmet had 
two jagged ends that extended from the side like the wings of a bird or space 
fighter. Killing Balkava had put me in charge. My first order was a simple 
one. I asked them all to retire and lock themselves in their quarters until I 
could send for them.

Only a few minutes had passed since I held Balkava’s neck in my hands. I 
could still feel the warmth from her body now lifeless and cold. The moment 
after Aira had sealed my wound I climbed reaching for Hera on the cross. It 
was Aira and Talon that ended up doing the climbing for me. Gently they 
unstrapped her lifting her body and carrying in unison to the ground and 
placing her in my arms. She still had several wires connected to the back of 
her neck and spine. Her eyes were wide open and her pupils were large and 
black while red veins that wanted badly to burst swallowed the white in her 
eyes. Her skin was paler then I remembered. It had been so long since I held 
her in my arms. The last time we saw each other we were healthy, fit, the best 
each other could offer before the fight with the Skrav and landing on this 
world so many of our past wounds had healed. Now we were broken, our 
bodies weak, our health poor, our minds and emotions scattered both our 
lives had become so full of death and sadness. All of this because of Balkava; 
why did she have to think power was the only way she could gain control, 
forcing others to do what she wanted, she never once thought about asking, 
she never once thought about working with the rest of us, she never once 
thought about us being a team. Not even her Cyphers mourned her death.

“What did they do to her?” I asked the Cypher leader. “Balkava had us hook 
her directly into the nexus we acquired from the Aelita. We split it using a 
Skrav sword recovered and injected her with several shards. She is the eyes 
and voice, the seer of worlds,” he then looked down to the ground as if he was 
mourning for his part in all of it wishing he had chosen his words more 
carefully. Cyphers were less than human; so much of their moral compass had 
been augmented and taken from them as they were enhanced to serve 
Balkava and the elders before her hidden away inside the depths of the 
Erebus. They were a more a subspecies now like the caretakers but they were 
still sentient enough to know right from wrong. Like so many humans that 
blindly follow they followed never stopping to think about the future only 
believing what they were doing was for a greater good. None of them shot at 
me when I killed Balkava because in that instant that small slither of time 
they each had the same epiphany and through the small bit of human will 
they had left they each gave themselves the order to stand down.

I began carrying Hera to the medical bay. If we could get there Aira and Cree 
could synthesize the protein in my blood. My blood was the key. I could save 
her. It was our only chance to bring her back to reality and away from the 
visions she must have been having. We were several decks away. My 
adrenaline gave me more then enough strength to carry her but it still felt like 
we were running for an eternity. The holes in her skin were we had to pull the 
wires were bleeding. This was my responsibility and no one else’s. Balkava 
wanted to turn her into me. All I could think about was saving her. Talon, 
Cree, and Aira were following close behind me. Weakened from the crash the 
Erebus was still a mess, hallways were lined with broken pillars, walls 
crumbled into living quarters and the internal structure of the entire ship was 
twisted as pieces of wire bled from the ceiling above. We could see the sliding 
doors to the medical bay when the ground collapsed beneath our feet.

Hera fell from my arms. I felt like I was 
floating in space. In my mind I could 
see the stars surround me in every direction, the Erebus in her prime flying 
away from me as I float holding nothing more then a rifle wearing only a 
small space suit my oxygen leaking from my air tank. I felt like I floated there 
for hours until the two massive ion engines were nothing more then a blur 
until the entire Erebus disappeared. We all hit the ground at about the same 
time. I heard bones break as Aira, Cree, and Talon fell unconscious. Hera lay 
in front of me her eyes still open staring into nothing. She looked like a doll. I 
prayed we wouldn’t be too late. Aside from the empty blank stare she seemed 
fine completely unaffected by the fall. 

It was a thirty foot drop. We landed inside one of the Erebus’s smaller 
hangers. The only light seemed to come from the hole we fell through and an 
opening that led outside in the snow about a hundred yards away but there in 
the dark I could see several eyes peering at me. Had I stared so long into the 
abyss? No. From the darkness came a creature I now had the pleasure of 
encountering several times it was another wild hellbeast. I could see the small 
specks of dust and blue snow floating around the room. Everything seemed to 
move in slow motion. I had no weapon, no rifle. It slowly crawled on its legs 
towards us. I looked around and picked up a long piece of debris that was 
shaped like the handle of a scythe. It was broken torn and sharp at one of it’s 
edges, the edge that I pointed towards the creature as we looked at each other 
moving in a circle around the room. I was protecting my friends, my family, 
protecting the few I had left. I had survived so much beginning with the 
drowning of Dom and the Seraphim leviathan on Errikus, training on 
Erebus, the antliods, the Skrav, the Tesh- kar, the wilds of Eden-3, joined the 
resistance and even slayed the two mortal Gods: Narville and Balkava. 
Everything had led me to this moment I was now face to face with the beast 
that haunted my childhood, the creature I had been brought up to fear.

Once upon a time on Earth brave warriors would walk willingly into the wild 
to test their skill against boars, bears, lions, and wolves. I was no different 
now. I could see my breath in the air, feel the sweat fall from my forehead and 
freeze before it touched the ground. The tingling in my arms turned from a 
small discomfort into a sharp shooting pain and then my body fell numb and I 
was threw myself through the air holding the piece of rubble like a spear and 
placing it inside the heart of the monster. I hung there for several seconds 
before letting go and falling to the ground. The creature fell to the ground 
dead. Moments later I managed to wake Aira and together we carried Hera 
and Talon through several corridors checking each step for weaknesses. 
Finally we made it to the medical bay and I placed Hera down on the table. 
Aira searched the ground finding a syringe and taking my blood and placing 
it inside the metabolic chamber that would separate my cells and the artificial 
protein. Hera would be saved.

Aira used some ammonium carbonate mixed with a perfume to wake Talon. 
The two of them were trained in field medicine and together they began to 
treat all of our wounds. Hours passed before they gave her the protein 
injection. I began counting the minutes till I could hear her voice again. I 
watched her eyes from the side of her bed as they became less dilated and 
slowly the red began to fade away. The protein was working. Hera would be 
just like I was now. Visions would come and go but they could be controlled.

She opened her eyes and screamed. Her eyes, face, her body was tense and 
terrified. She began to mumble her mouth unable to form words. She looked 
like a scared child. The closer any of us came to her the more frightened she 
became. 

--
Through the darkness he stumbled to catch his grip, he tripped and fell... down 
a rabbit hole, but when he reached the bottom it wasn't a magical world.
More darkness shutting out the light. There were no magical creatures, no kings 
no queens, no mad hatter and no tea parties. The scent of smoke and cold 
clutched the air, filling his lungs, choking him with fear. Blind and senses dulled 
he gathered himself together and stood up. He felt his arms and legs binded to 
the ground... chains that held him down. The sound of the jabberwocky hissing 
filled his ears. Trembling in fear he began to cry. There was nobody around, 
nobody to even watch him die. Alone with the jabberwocky he kneeled muscles 
tense, the water ran down his eyes and flooded the room.

He could feel himself drowning, drowning in the jabberwocky’s cage... With so 
many ways to fall, this is where he fell.

The jabberwocky’s breath grew near, he could feel the heat radiating

from the beast, and he could sense its scales, its presence as it closed in for its 
kill.

In that moment he heard a voice cry out of the darkness. It was the crying of a 
young girl. He thought ‘Was this Alice?’
Her crying became louder and louder. He could tell that the girl was near. In his 
heart he knew he was never a hero, he was never anything, he was nothing to 
anybody, he had lived his life being fake to those he was with and never cared 
about... but this crying girl, somewhere in his heart he knew, he knew that he 
cared about her. His eyes adjusted to the light as he broke forth from his chains, 
the adrenaline filled his body. Rage, anger, hatred, and all those things that 
filled his heart he felt whither away as he crawled forward towards the crying 
girl. The jabberwocky attacked biting his arm, ripping his flesh, he could feel 
his bone break under his skin.

Weakened, beaten, bruised, sore he kept going... Nothing was going to stop him, 
not even that of the most evil. He finally reached the girl. He felt her soft skin. 
He could feel the tension that ran through her body, the fear, and the pain. He 
felt he was too blame... but he knew like himself the girl had fallen into the 
jabberwocky’s pit just as he had. It was then that he knew the only way they 
would get out was together.

The jabberwocky hissed and the boy screamed.
In that moment... the boy felt just as every bit as evil as the jabberwocky itself 
and he realized this fight in the darkness was his own. He stumbled to catch his 
grip, he tripped and fell, he could hear the girl crying, and the girl he knew in 
his heart that he loved, his first, and his forever.... 

LASTING DAMAGE
She was gone. There was little we could do. Hera’s mind had been 
warped by the nexus and her life, the person she was before had been erased. 
In the days after she woke up she closed herself off to all of us, throwing fits 
the moment someone entered her quiet dark room. It was Aira’s Zeesk that 
became her first friend. It had been following Aira hiding in the shadows ever 
since we left the bridge. It drank blood but it was sweet at the same time and 
unafraid of us. Of course I would almost expect anything that drank blood 
the way it did to be unafraid. Somehow it seemed to know there was 
something special and or perhaps that there was something very wrong with 
Hera. It was the first living thing that she saw that brought her happiness. 
From the hallway and through holos we watched her slowly progress from 
staring at the animal with curiosity to holding it. Soon enough the two were 
actually cuddling and sleeping in the same bed together. The Zeesk protected 
her and watched over her. When any of us tried to visit her or even bring her 
food Hera would scream even forcing us to at times leave the food on the 
floor. We would watch as she ate like a feral animal throwing utensils to the 
side. After a few weeks she began come back to us. Least in some ways. 
Slowly she began to think of us as a friends viewing us with the same 
contempt and curiosity she had when she saw the Zeesk. 

She never said my name nor formed words but the fear she had felt 
slowly faded as her skin returned to its normal tone. She even started to use a 
spoon again. Neither Aira nor I ever left her side. Talon on the other hand 
had gathered the remaining members of the resistance and led them to the 
wreckage of the Erebus. It was in the ruins that we formed a new colony and 
put several of the Cypher leaders on trial. It became obvious that the Cyphers 
were full of regret. There was nothing they could do that would make up for 
the slaughter and crimes they had committed not just under Balkava but also 
as the secret police that forced the law of the elders in the shadows. They 
were the inquisition and so many had reason to hate them. Many were exiled 
given food and a weapon and sent into the wilds of Eden-3. They were told to 
use their talents for killing against the Skrav and to protect the human race 
from afar. Many of the Cyphers including the leader that I had first given 
orders to took solace in their new mission and walked away from the ruins of 
the Erebus with their head held high proud to serve. A few that had been 
absent from the slaughter were allowed to stay and rebuild with the rest of 
the community the only punishment was they were stripped of their weapons 
though for many the dissent they felt inside was their actual punishment.

Eventually weeks turned into months. The Erebus had somewhat a nice 
place. Several of us continued to live inside the walls of the ship. Others 
began building in the surrounding area using the wrecked ships that couldn’t 
fly and even pieces of hull from the Erebus that had broken off to create 
housing and even a few small shops here and there. Aira and I managed the 
medical center. It was my way of staying close to Hera. I couldn’t help but 
think Aira did it to stay close to me. The Cyphers that weren’t in exile buried 
the bodies of the dead that had been hooked to the ship, the hive mind, the 
secret that had finally been exposed to all. In the end though there were less 
than a few thousand of us left and a few hundred Drok when the winter 
finally ended and summer began. The snow melted and with it we began 
exploring more of our new home. The New Dawn, the dropship of First 
Descent was rebuilt and given to Aira and myself by Talon.

Talon made a great leader for the colony and was one of the few smart, 
caring, and tactful enough to lead it. Below him was the council, a group 
elected made up of heroes and soldiers that helped break ground both after 
Balkava’s defeat and when we first landed. Talon was the first to design and 
build a well that tapped into the groundwater below the settlement and when 
food became scarce he led a group into the wild and came back with herds of 
animals that could be bred and milked. We even found a stasis chamber 
inside the Erebus full of preserved seeds. Plants from Earth and the Drok 
home world hundreds of years old ready to be planted in the fertile soil that 
surrounded us. I even found my guitar hidden still in one piece though 
slightly out of tune inside a storage compartment in Hera’s room. I tried once 
to play it for her hoping that it would somehow bring her back to me. She 
stared at me as I sang and played but there was nothing. No matter what 
song I sang it was all as if she was hearing it for the first time. 

Everyone pulled their own weight, those that couldn’t work were taken care 
of by others whether in shifts or by full time guardians, mostly veterans that 
seemed to find a new purpose in life taking care of those less fortunate. Many 
of the other resistance fighters that were injured became pilots or technicians; 
some even found their calling in art and writing. For the first time in 
hundreds of years humanity had begun to think creatively again; thinking 
outside the box and ignoring the laws the elders had been instilled inside all 
of us. The dark era had finally come to an end. 

Hera’s eyes were so full of life. Everything was new to her as if she had the 
mind of a child. I would sometimes lay awake wondering if somewhere inside 
she was still there; the other part of her holding her own hand in the back of 
her mind. Hera had always talked about starting over, being reborn. I could 
still remember the day she told me that she believed in reincarnation. That 
somehow that was what linked all of us through the nexus. We are all one 
being living an endless stream of lives neither bound by time or place. 

By the time six months had passed I could no longer remain at her side. I 
would visit her often but the more I stayed around her the harder it all 
became for both of us. I felt like I was no longer looking at the woman that I 
loved but rather a whole new person. A child born into an adult body at the 
end of a war. There were times I wanted to scream at her to remember all of 
the things that she had forgotten. Hera represented the innocence our kind. 
In many ways her affliction had become a gift. 

The Zeesk had grown to be half the size of a grown man no longer small and 
light. It was Hera’s guardian and keeper now more then ever. Most nights I 
would wake up screaming. I constantly had nightmares about the Olethro, 
about Hayden, Hera, and the Skrav. I could never stop blaming myself. 
Night after night I suffered until finally it felt like there was nothing left. One 
night even Hera and the Zeesk snuck into my room and she laid beside me. 
She in my arms and the Zeesk against my feet. It would be the last time I held 
her. There was no place for me in this new world and I was no longer any use 
to anyone. 

It was Aira that found me inside one of the storage lockers in the bowels of 
the Erebus. I had the tip of an M44 in my mouth holding it in the nub were 
the fingers I lost use to be. I could taste the metal against my tongue and feel 
the two cold triggers brush lightly against my palm. One was an energy blast 
that would disintegrate my face in an instant and the other a projectile that 
would rip my flesh apart. I couldn’t hear her when she walked in I was too 
surrounded by my own thoughts voices in my head screaming at me. She 
pulled the gun away and slapped me. She didn’t say a word she just looked at 
me sternly and then out of nowhere she smiled and laughed like she did when 
we were children. She took my hand and led me to the New Dawn. That 
night we left the colony to see the ruins of the Aelita. She told me there was 
one more thing I needed to see, then if I really had to, if this world was that 
dark and cold she wouldn’t stop me the next time I decided I wanted to 
meditate with a rifle against my lips.

Talon sent a patrol alongside us not long after we took off. The ruins of the 
Aelita were twisted in a mountain of metal. You could barely tell it was once a 
starship it had become so warped. Still several parts of it remained intact. 
Perhaps even enough for a second smaller city. I followed behind Aira as she 
crawled through several tunnels that had been slam packed together. 
Through the dust and remains of we crawled down upward into the 
driveshaft. It was nothing like the driveshaft of the Erebus, though at one 
point it had probably been much worst. When Aira had taken over the Aelita 
against her father the first thing she did was remove the horrors and monsters 
that had been created. When we entered the core I was terrified of what I 
was going to see. She could remove the monsters but the Aelita still flew side 
by side with the Erebus for years so it had to have a cadaver pilot otherwise it 
would have become immobile.

The walls that should have held the dead were polished and clean. When we 
walked through the door into the heart there was only one body in the center. 
I couldn’t believe my eyes; I felt my heart skip a beat and lost my breath as I 
began to cry. Dom stood before me fully aged just as old as I was. He was 
lying in a tank that looked like a bath wires down fromhis head, spine, and 
arms into a thick white liquid that preserved his corpse all across his flesh. He 
opened his eyes looked at me and smiled. Aira began to explain how after he 
“died” his body was found and brought aboard the Aelita. Using Lethe tech 
on Errikus the Eek had kept his mind alive something they had been 
instructed to do for any humans that died during our short stay on that 
planet. After being brought onboard the Aelita and rigged to the wall 
something triggered and his heart began to beat again. He wasn’t alive and he 
wasn’t dead, Dom was a living cadaver. Perhaps it was a glitch or maybe 
perhaps there was something special about him but his mind was enough to 
pilot the ship. 

Aira soon showed me how to hook up and speak to Dom through virtual 
reality. It took several hours for the two of us to boot the program up and fix 
the machines. Once inside the two of us stood on the banks of Errikus. It felt 
so real, even the air felt fresh just like it did then. Everything was vivid and 
full of life. Sitting with his feet in the water was the avatar of Dom. I hugged 
him and began to cry. 

“It’s been a long time,” I felt like I barely recognized his voice. It was deeper, 
more refined but I guess mine had become that way too. We spent the next 
several hours catching up. I spilled my heart out. Most of it he already knew, 
Aira had been visiting him constantly almost as much as I saw Hera and he 
had been able to monitor most of the events that happened on Eden-3 via 
what was left of the Aelita. Before I became too weary to stay inside the 
simulation anymore he told me one last thing, “We are not alone, during the 
voyage of the trinity there were thousands of humans that left, scattered 
among the stars, not just those we called remnants or deserts or exots and 
runners. There are entire human cultures among the stars waiting searching 
for a world they can call home. Even Errikus now nothing more then ruins of 
an old world still harbors thousands of human lives.” It was hard to take in at 
first, the idea that we weren’t the last of our kind, the exposure of another lie 
the elders had taught us. I felt like deep down in every one of us we knew 
that though. During our journey we had been running so long and so fast 
those that couldn’t keep up had no choice but to go into hiding. 

It took several weeks but we soon moved Dom’s body and consciousness to 
the ruins of the Erebus. Unlike Narville who’s mind was never fully copied to 
the Erebus Dom’s consciousness could be transferred by his will alone from 
ship to ship or even from a ship to a drone. It would have made the move a lot 
simpler but Dom insisted we take his still aging body with us. He explained 
the process though it was still hard to fathom how they copied his mind, 
memories, everything he was into the ship. He told us how he truly believed 
the Dom we knew was actually dead and he was nothing more then a copy. It 
was hard but Aira and I had spent years mourning the death of our friend. 
The new Dom was more then a copy to both of us. Even he mourned the 
death of what he called Dom Prime and thanked him for if not for his death 
he never would have been given life. Keeping his original body was the 
ultimate reminder of his humanity and a place he felt he could store himself 
that felt like home. Bodies were used to process data and control the ship and 
it was also the most effective and sentimental way to move him from the ruins 
to his new home. With his body and the biomass still growing in the Erebus 
he alone could pilot a new ship. Even when Dom’s body decayed and rotted 
away becoming nothing more then soil inside a metal hull Dom’s mind could 
live forever. He was immortal. That wasn’t his wish; he felt symbiotic to 
Dom’s body and wanted to make sure that when the time came his 
consciousness withered inside whether that was fifty to a hundred years. He 
said his worst fear was slipping away that he would become something else. 
Even in the years he has been alive he has felt his way of thinking transform 
in a way that he felt he was becoming more machine then human.

With Talon’s help we commissioned and began rebuilding a new ship around 
the skeleton of the Erebus’s immersion core. The minds inside were purged 
and Dom was uploaded inside. Several autons from the Aelita were found 
and programmed to do much of the welding and assembly. They worked day 
and night side by side with human crews. Parts of the hull were taken and 
used for the colony while other pieces taken from the ruins of the Aelita and 
Praxis were used to make the new ship space worthy. Cree and Talon also 
began a project reverse engineering and cleaning Lethe technology. If we 
were going to venture back into the stars we would need something to trade 
and ancient tech was valuable to collectors, antiquity dealers, merchant 
traders, and relic hunters. In the process of breaking apart pieces of the 
Erebus we also found a communication relay that could be used at long 
distances. Dom explained that this was something the Erebus activated called 
Protocol 17. It was a beacon, a message written in the human tongue that was 
an invitation with coordinates to our new home. It was one of twenty two fail 
safes programmed into the ship like a virus by Mace and the Archaeon in 
case it were to fall in battle to the Skrav or should the human population 
inside die out.

———— — — 
We had only been building for several months when we saw a Skrav 
ship in the night sky. Families took shelter in caves that we had cleared and 
begun using for storage. The colony had been flourishing for almost a year. If 
they wanted to they could glass us all. For several days they hovered over us 
as if they were taunting us with their power, waiting for us to fight back 
before they devoured what little we had left. Then just as quickly as they 
came they left disappearing from the night sky. Some wondered if it was a 
mirage, some kind of mass hallucination or trick. We all knew though what 
we saw. The Skrav would have easily been able to see the colony and the 
ruins of starships scattered across the orbital’s surface. They could have 
finally gotten revenge on us for what we did to their world and yet they did 
nothing. Maybe they thought we were nothing to fear anymore since it 
seemed we were no longer capable of space travel. Perhaps they made a note 
of where we were and decided to go hunt the rest of the humans in the galaxy 
before finishing us off. We could speculate for days but truth is no one will 
ever know why they came and went at least for now we were thankful we 
were safe.

Two years from the day of Balkava’s death I brought 
flowers to Hera. I 
walked into her room and with the new fingers I had grafted onto my hand I 
took the stem of one and placed it on the table next to her bed. She was the 
same as she had been before. Still mute and broken but perfect in her own 
way. Like Dom she was someone else now. Hera 2.0. I told her the news. I 
was leaving Eden- 3. I began to cry as I apologized for it. I didn’t want her to 
think I was running away, even if she had no idea who I was anymore I was 
still a part of her new life. I was the stranger that visits, that joked and smiled 
sang her songs and played games with her for no reason at all. Before leaving 
I made Talon promise to watch over her and keep her safe and most of all to 
keep her smiling. He would have done it anyway.

The new starship was named Elpis, named for the Greek 
personification and spirit of hope. It was smaller then the Erebus but still 
bigger then the Aelita though we were only taking a small crew of thirty 
aboard. I guess in a way Balkava was right - in the end we built on the ashes 
of the old using human and Lethe technology just like she had said. Her ideas 
were pure but her means to and end were rotten. On the Elpis Dom was the 
heart of it all, Aira was the commander, and I was going onboard as the first 
officer. I felt like it was my calling, I finally realized I had people that needed 
me. Somewhere in my mind I could feel both Hayden and Hera’s voice telling 
me it was the right thing to do.

No one knows what the future holds. Once again I was setting off into 
the stars. The first time I was a mess, lost, and following orders. This time I 
went willingly into the unknown in a search for the survivors, the humans 
still alive in the unknown. We had no idea what we might find or what aliens 
we might run into but we had to offer the humans, the survivors, the ones we 
left behind a choice; they could stay living among the alien worlds or they 
could come to Eden-3. For better or for worst we had no idea whether the 
colony would last or what the people here could become but it was finally a 
place we could call home. 

For the first time in three hundred years the future was uncertain and 
we were the rulers of our own destiny.

EPILOGUE
You probably 
figured it out by now… the way I mix my words the way 
past, present, and future tense blends together the way one sentence moves 
forward while another moves back.  I tried so hard to put my thoughts to record 
an accurate account of what happened but I hear a million voices in my head. I 
feel like I am not one but several narrators trying to string together words. A
million thoughts pressed against the keys said into a tiny speaker. My mind is 
jacked and I am a ghost of who I once was. 

I still wake up from nightmares every night. Most nights I’m 
screaming. In my dreams I’m floating in space as the Elpis is falling towards 
the dead planet, Eden-3 lays in pieces spread across the orbit. Then I feel my 
body twist and I realize I’m not even wearing a space suit. I feel the cold 
vacuum of space blanket me but it isn’t cold instead it makes my skin harden 
and my spine tingle. I feel my bones break as a small leviathan tears its way 
out of my skin sometimes through my chest but most of the time through my 
mouth suffocating me and giving me a sensation that I am drowning. Then 
before I wake up I realize I am the leviathan. I can hear voices calling me the 
dark one, the aberrant, the branded, the God-Eater, ouroboros, and cicatrix. 
When I wake up I have no idea what the dream or the names mean. I have 
spent hours talking with Dom and Aira about it wondering if it’s PTSD or a 
side effect related to the shards of nexus in my blood. At the end of the day 
none of it comes up anymore. Our mission becomes all that matters.

The Lethe technology inside the Elpis has given us a tremendous boost 
in power and speed. For the first time since we have left the orbital Eden-3 
we are approaching a vast alien planet called Kreios full of exotic cities, ships, 
and species. Inside one of the small bars underground there is a small group 
of ragtag humans waiting for pickup, they contacted us shortly after Talon 
turned the beacon on. Aira smiles at me as we begin our descent to the 
surface. The Eek controls the world side by side with a collective of species 
called the Aggregate. The Aggregate held species we could never have even 
imagined; species far more advanced and even some that saw the world 
through senses we didn’t even have.

It was with a monitor that we made 
first contact and set up a line of 
trade. We were going to exchange Lethe tech and a few skimmers for a 
resupply of food and safe passage. We also were trading for the bailout of 
some of the humans we planned to bring back to Eden-3. It seemed two of 
them an older man and a younger woman were bounty hunters and had 
broken several of the planets laws. The two had a ship as well, an exotic they 
stole from a group of Myra they named ‘Scrycher’ that we would need to 
buyback from the impound lot. A line of credit was established with the 
Aggregate that we would payoff, as they would relay our new account to the 
rest of the worlds under their control, a system they kept up to date via a 
subspace signaled developed collectively by several of the species involved. 
They sent messages into the immer that relayed information faster then light 
from drones to drone, world to world. The Aggregate had some of the most 
detailed space charts you couldn’t even imagine. 

We approach the surface inside the revamped New Dawn, a now 
beautiful ship sleek capable of holding a small crew of twenty filled with 
firepower and fast. Two Eek fighters small and sleek like large bullets with 
wings escort us to the surface. Below the clouds we can see the beautiful 
mountaintops in various shades of silver and valleys filled with bright cities 
and spires. As we get closer we can see the alien shapes take the form of 
silhouettes covered with balconies, round windows, and neon lights. Bridges 
and holographic roadways covered in skimmers and smaller dropships and 
freighters connect each of the buildings.

When I 
first left Errikus I was too naïve to realize just how small we 
are in the universe; among the stars there are countless species and yet we are 
so few. Now on the surface of Kreios I see how insignificant we are and yet it 
seems like the entire world is watching us as we arrive. We set down and 
before our landing gear even hits the space-pads there are hundreds watching 
us from rooftops and alleys. The events that occurred on Eden-3 have spread 
across the galaxy like a wildfire, the rumors of a God-killer. The humans so 
few and so young feared more then the Skrav and yet praised for our ability 
to move forward. Immediately after walking out of the backend of the New 
Dawn we were asked if the human race would like to join the Aggregate and 
handed an invitation. My first response was telling them I couldn’t make the 
decision and that we would bring it back to our ‘home’. It was strange calling 
Eden-3 my home, it never felt that way, to me it was a place I never wanted to 
return to, a hell I was forced to survive.

“So let me get this straight... there is a zombie 
flying the ship, you see 
the future, and she’s a cyborg? I think I need another drink,” our first contact 
with the human race outside the Trinity words that would live forever. “I 
don’t actually see the future anymore but that about sums it up,” I said. It did 
seem pretty ridiculous in the end. We left the bar a few hours later. All of us 
with smiles on our faces. We slept inside the bunks of the New Dawn that 
night on the surface. We still had the two bounty hunters to pick up the next 
morning. From there we were going to return to Eden-3 with the Aggregate’s 
invitation. 

I fell asleep later then everyone else. I could feel the fear cover me like 
a warm blanket. What is fear though if nothing more then a emotion 
something that can be fought and tucked away. It wasn’t just the fear I felt 
inside my dream though; the shifting of my body from a human to a leviathan 
felt so real. The fear turned into something else, something worst. I had 
become the beast and I felt free as the madness began taking hold over my 
body. There was something else. I felt like a baby trapped in the womb, 
trapped deep in darkness ready to cry and crawl my way out. I could hear 
Balkava’s voice this time whispering as if she was still alive. It was like a 
trigger. There wasn’t a single word I could make out. I could feel her staring 
at me as I floated, the leviathan tearing away at my chest. How long will it be 
before our world falls apart again?

A monster descended from the Earth consummated by fear and 
darkness born to ride along the stars. It was driven by survival in a one on 
one battle with death itself. Hundreds of years the monster waited, the 
process of evolution pushed it forward by the very simple need to survive. It 
altered its mind and body to survive because there was no other way. 
Everyday is a struggle an uphill battle against the dark, against the creature 
inside, against nihilism and depression. We are the monsters but that doesn’t 
mean we are evil. This world may fall to pieces but peace in our own mind is 
all that really matters. I have survived so much, seen through the eyes of the 
past, slayed Gods, saved the human race and stopped the Olethro.

This is a lie.
 

Appendix

The following are a few terms used in ‘Pull’
Aelita – The second largest of the Trinity, the Aelita was a starship created to 
act as a military command center. They are also responsible for Research and 
Development (though all three ships have their own R&D departments). The 
Aelita has a massive immersion core and several ion drives attached to the 
back of it that span near the length of the entire ship. 

Aether – (also Ather and Ether) see Immer. 
 

Alcubierre drive – see warp drive 

Antliod – An mutated version of a flea.
Archaeon – When the Order split into several groups the Archaeon believed 
they were sent by God to protect the nexus and use it only for good. During 
their time as a secret group inside “The Order” they killed many people who 
would have become warlords, tyrants, dictators though nothing they did was 
ever quite enough. Many of their kind were assassins, former soldiers, and 
monks. 


Arr7 – A race of machines created by the Lethe that were left on their own in 
the Epsilon Eridani system. They eventually “woke up” though even they 
themselves can’t be 100% certain if they are sentient or their existence is 
merely a part of their programming. They are obsessed with carbon-based life 
forms and desire most to be organic as well as to find their creators. The Arr7 
are kind and care for many less fortunate then themselves.

Arr8 – A sentient A.I. created by the Arr7 that could transfer its 
consciousness (programming) from body to body as well as control various 
avatars and machines via a hive mind. The Arr8 rebelled against it’s creators 
believing itself to be the absolute of creation.  

Autons – Robots, non-sentient programmed to follow orders given by elders. 
They maintain the hallways and corridors inside human starships. 
Battle for Memoria - A huge battle fought all across the solar system during 
the first invasion. The battle was won in a few hours with several years spent 
cleaning up the surviving Skrav forces.

Biomass – Organic compound that grows inside starships producing oxygen 
and the various chemicals used to keep humans (or aliens) breathing. 

Biorigging – Using organic compounds to mesh together an object or 
weapon. 
Black Sun – A second splinter group from ‘The Order’ that believed in 
harnessing the power of the nexus for world control. Unlike most of ‘The 
Order’ and ‘Sons of Sol’ the Black Suns believed the nexus was created by 
the occult via ancient demons and sorcery. During World War II they allied 
themselves with the Nazis while the rest of ‘The Order’ and ‘Sons of Sol’ 
allied themselves with the Allies specifically The United States and various 
European Nations.  

Caretakers – Genetically altered humans that are capable of living in the 
vacuum of space. They maintain the outer hull of human starships. 
Chev – Genetically altered animal (possibly a cow/whale hybrid) that 
regenerates parts of it’s body in minutes. The primary food source onboard 
starships. 

Consul – Meeting of Elders 

Cryosleep – see Stasis

Crystal cells - Part of the creatures found inside the immer. They allow 
creatures such as leviathans to move freely in their dimension. They are also 
found inside pieces of the nexus, Skrav starships (scattered) and creatures on 
Errikus. These cells breakdown rapidly and mutate while they are inside our 
reality.

Cyphers - The name given to the sub species of humans that make up the 
elder’s shadow forces as well as Balkava’s deathsquad. 
 

Deep Sleep – see Stasis

Deserters – see Remnants. 
Drok – The 
first humanoid alien race encountered in deep space. Their 
culture was once very similar to that of Vikings on Earth. The Skrav 
destroyed their world when humans tried to set up a small colony on their 
home world. They have since adapted and become constant companions to 
humans. 

Dyson Sphere - In ‘Pull’ humanity is slowly beginning the construction of a 
Dyson Sphere around the sun. A project that would involve building a series 
of artificial structures that consist of solar-power stations creating a Dyson 
Swarm around the sun. 

Earth – The original home of humans. 
Eden-2 – A colony settled by the Trinity only a few thousand years after the 
human race left Earth. Thousands onboard the three human ships slept in 
stasis while the population on the colony grew into the millions. Eden-2 saw 
the rise and fall of several political systems and even it’s own dynasty. 
Eventually the population was wiped out by the Skrav and the Trinity 
continued on their journey with only a handful of survivors from the surface. 

Eden-3 – The paradise believe to be inside the void. 
Eek – Humanoid alien race that is constantly trading with and exploring 
various worlds. The Eek believe their society to be a utopia and try and share 
their ideals and culture with as many worlds as possible. 

Eel – Wormlike creature created on the Trepp home world. 
Elders – The leaders in charge of human starships. They are considered the 
lawmakers, judge, jury, and even executioners. Many are veterans who have 
excelled in combat while others become Elders by living to an old age. 


Epsilon Eridani - A binary star system full of gas giants. Home to the sentient 
artificial race called the Arr7 (as well as the Arr8) and one of the many 
worlds originally established by the Lethe. 

Erebus – The largest of the three ships that acts as the main hub between the 
three. It is the size of New York City and can house over a hundred thousand 
people in closed quarters. It was the first under construction and last to 
become completed. 

Errikus – A backwater world and colony created by the alien race known as 
the Eek that is the last habitable world before ‘the black’ and what was 
theorized to be the void. Beyond Errikus was the wild of space were no 
species had travelled before. Errikus was a tourist attraction that housed a 
massive spaceport and several exotic zoos and embassies. Errikus is known 
for producing and trading the biomass that is found inside most starships. 

FTL – Faster then light travel (warp drives)
Guardians – Also known as human caretakers they watched over children 
whether it was onboard a starship or one the surface of a planet. It was their 
job to teach and train young minds. 

Guns – Many guns are both energy and projectile based. 
Hammer of God – A technique used by the Aelita to kill the leviathan in 
which it positioned itself above the surface of Errikus but still below the 
atmosphere using it’s ion engines to create upward thrust. From there it fired 
a heavy energy blast into the ground wiping away anything below. 

Hellbeast - A massive reptile like creature found on Errikus. 

Immer – A pocket dimension that exists on top of our own were point A and 
point B are closer together then in real space. Also known as hyperspace.

Ion Drive – Electronic propulsion used for spacecraft. Also known as 
‘Impulse Drive’

Jump Drives – Theoretical. Create wormholes. It is rumored that this is how 
certain exotic ships travel. 

Kava – A bitter drink found in the Western Pacific. It has sedative and 
anesthetic properties which many people find intoxicating. 
Kreios – A planet that sits at the beginning of the Kreios Expanse an area of 
space dominated by war and controlled by various alien politics. The territory 
inside the expanse is constantly being fought over by Eek, Skrav, and several 
other species. 

Lagrange Points - Areas where the combined gravitational pull of two large 
masses provides precisely the centripetal force required to orbit with them.

Lethe – Ancient alien race that disappeared without a trace from the galaxy. 
They have many ruins and technology still scattered including research 
outposts, space stations, and orbitals. They are best known for possessing 
technology that far advances event he most exotic alien species discovered to 
date. Many of their structures are massive and could house billions of 
individuals. 

Leviathan – A massive alien creature from the immer that can grow as big as 
a planet though most are the size of small starships. It is genuinely called a 
‘space whale’. If one crosses into real space it’s body adapts taking on the 
features of all the carbon based and life forms it comes into contact with.

Luna - The moon 

Monitor – A highly intelligent mass of minds and faces that all connect to 
each other inside one body. 
Myra – Once a proud alien race they were nearly wiped away by the Skrav. 
Many have found themselves stranded on various worlds including Errikus 
were they have become beggars and homeless. Others that work to apply 
themselves more usually find themselves working for Pok in shops. 

Nexus – An ancient alien element that looks like a piece of black rock that 
lets certain individuals see into the past, present, and future through someone 
else’s eyes. The outer shell of the nexus is harder then a diamond and can only 
be cut by another piece or a special Skrav sword that shares many of the 
same elements.  Simply moving away or not touching the object can block the 
effects of the nexus. 

Orbital – Massive structures built in space that can be as large as planets and 
house billions of individuals. 
Pok – Alien creatures that are a cross between a dog, a lizard, and a dwarf. 
They consider themselves partners with the Eek and have set up many stores 
and merchandise shops on every world they encounter. They are excellent at 
fixing things and many of their kind are mechanics that help build and 
develop alien starships. 

Praxis – A prototype starship based on a combination of Skrav and human 
technology. 

Post-Human – By the time of Sev’s birth humans have adapted to living 
onboard starships and many are considered to be post human compared to 

humans that were alive during the 24th century and earlier time periods. 
Remnants – also called 
Runners, deserters, humans that fled the Trinity to start 
a new life on their own. Usually they augmented their bodies in ways that 
made them look less human either via cybernetics or by augmenting their 
physical features with alien biological ones. 

Runners – see Remnants

Seraphim – see Leviathan

Skimmer – Also known as a hover cycle. A one/two man craft that would 
hover several feet off the ground and could reach speeds up to 300 mph. 

Sol System - The solar system home to the Earth. (Our home) 
Sons of Sol – Also known as ‘The Order’ was originally a part of the Templar 
order that split once a group of Templars recovered the nexus. They believed 
that it was inevitable that the human race would be destroyed by the Skrav or 
other alien forces and that the best plan of action was to voyage into deep 
space toward an area of space called ‘The Void’. For many the ideas set down 
by the ‘Sons of Sol’ are a religion or cult mentality. The ‘Sons of Sol’ are also 
responsible for funding and developing various weapons technology and 
creating the Trinity and Praxis. Founded by Ren Kiryu, who changed his 
name to Narville after leaving behind the military. 

Starships – 
also called Spaceships, massive space fairing vessels that travel by 
ion drives, warp drives, or via the immer using an engine called the 
immersion core. Many alien starships are considered exot (short for exotic) 
and travel by means humans can’t comprehend. There are also dropships, 
which are smaller and only hold small crews as well as fighters, which can 
fight both in space and below orbit but only have one pilot.

Stasis – Also known as the deep sleep or cryosleep. In stasis the body of the 
individual is frozen in a liquid gel. The cells of the body are slowed to an 
amount of time so slow they could stay inside stasis for thousands of years. 
While in stasis the brain activity is present but the individual is in such a deep 
sleep (REM) they can’t wake up and almost never remember their dreams.

Swords – Many different alien races including humans use swords. The Drok 
and Skrav in particular cut their swords from the bone of massive creatures. 
The Skrav in particular have created swords that have similar features to the 
nexus element even being capable of cutting it. Swords (and daggers) are 
used as a backup weapon by most soldiers. 

The Collapse – The Destruction of the Sol System
The Order - Formed out of the remnants of the Knight’s Templar. The Order 
vowed to watch over and keep the nexus safe from those that might use its 
power to see into the future for greed. 

The Purge – The Destruction of Errikus

The Scourge – Clones created onboard the Aelita. Mentally unstable. 
The Void – A place hidden amongst the stars that can’t be seen via long-range 
scanners or the human eye. Many believe it is only a myth while others that 
have seen it inside the nexus call it a paradise (though a few have called it a 
frozen hell)

Terra Vesp – Small rodent like creatures found on orbitals and various worlds 
used to pick away trash. 
Ter – also called Terre, terra or Terran, a word used in reference to the 
human race mostly by other alien species. 

Tick – An insect like creature about three-four feet tall that came off the 
leviathan. They attach themselves to a host feeding off their life force and 
bodily fluids turning them into zombies. They are a creature that comes from 
the immer. 

Trepp – An alien race that looks like a cross between human and reptile. They 
are slaves to the Skrav who conquered their home world centuries earlier. In 
a way they are to the Skrav as the Drok are to humans. 

Trinity – Three massive human starships constructed between the 22nd and 
24th century reverse engineered from Skrav technology. The ships are the 
Erebus, the Aelita, and the Tritan. Each ship is made up of several hundred 
corridors which house the crew inside, there are also numerous stasis 
chambers and hangars that house dropships and air/space fighters. Other 
layers inside the ships include the mess, storage rooms, prison, medical bay, 
drive shaft, drone control rooms, various ‘memorial halls’, elder chambers, 
and safe rooms called bunkers or vaults. Each ship is armed with laser and 
plasma canons, automated turrets, ion canons, and grid bombs. 

Tritan – The smallest of the Trinity, the Tritan was more of a scout ship. It 
could only hold a few thousand people in and out of stasis. The Tritan was the 
first of the Trinity to be completed. It held and trained the most elite human 
soldiers who were the first into battle. 

User – Also called a Seer and Oracle. Human (and Skrav) individuals that 
can see into the past, present, and future. By the time of Sev’s birth users are 
genetically modified as the human genome has become too different for users 
to be born naturally without modification. 


Warp Core - 
Alcubierre drive aka Warp Drive folds time & space around a 
starship allowing the ship to travel at speeds faster then light. Every time a 
warp drive is used it must be stripped and rebuilt  (this is taken care of by 
autons or caretakers) most starships have two so that while one is being 

rebuilt the other is ready for use. 
Wormholes - Theoretically tearing a hole from point A to point B travel 
would be instantaneous travel. Other theories suggest they tear a hole from 
one universe to  the next so the point B you end up in is a different universe 
(this could be a subtle change you may never see or something significant)
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