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Prologue, Solar Opus
The shift of the Aquarian Age has set mankind’s goals into a time of change. He looks out to the stars and feels the need to unshackle the hinges of his terrestrial environment. There was a time, a time long ago when men believed in things. Now, people have begun to let those beliefs fall aside and pave way to the dawn of a new era. One that is no longer slave to assumption or delusion but one that strives for truth.
The truth became obvious to mankind when he realized, earth is not infinite. Like his own, fragile self, that will eventually meet its demise, earth’s fate is also inevitable. The question is, how soon does it have to happen?
To issue a failsafe, mankind looked further than the ground he walked on. For in truth, he knew in the back of his mind no matter how ignorant he could be – truly, he was destroying his own world thanks to the carelessness of overpopulation.
So man did what he could to ensure the continuation of his species. He turned his attention to The Red Planet. This is the story of Zero Sphere.



2447, Mars - The Timeless Drifter Speaks
One has to stop to think how far we’ve come and how far we’ll go. Centuries ago this world was nothing more than just red ash and barren dust; filled with promises of frozen waterfalls. Today I stand in a world that is not dead, but alive and thriving. I look to thank my ancestors, even with all the mistakes they engraved, we’re still here…
“How long?” I ask him while I kept focused on the waterfall in the distance
“Two years.” He says.
Two years can be like an eternity. It’s best I just smile. No point in showing otherwise. I feel his strong grip part my fingers to interlock my hand with his. He knows that would get my attention and surely, it does.
“You’ll be fine, won’t you?” He stops my mind from racing, forcing me to engage him – “I will.” I tell him, “This is necessary for mankind. Besides, I can cope with of not seeing your face around.”
“Is that right?” He catches my tease.
Laughter gets the best of us until the idea of parting with my fiancée finally strikes a nerve. We picked this garden because it represented unbothered beauty. The forest trees with all their various hues of greens, the gentle waterfall and that bittersweet smell of nature – all highlighting a carefree paradise under the setting sun. A place that should by all means, relax me.
“Hey…” He notices my vanishing smile, “Don’t worry.”
I love when you gaze into my eyes.
It shows me that you’re real.
I don’t ever want that to stop.
A rude beeping decides to slither in.
“Sorry.” He answers the interruption. Part of me wish he didn’t but I know it’s important. Council’s orders. He hurriedly chats with the man who’s sending him away through a holographic video. They want him in for the final briefing.
“Have to go?” I ask rhetorically after the call’s ended
He nods confidently with a mission face already set in. A few button presses on his wrist computer and within a minute, an overhead beamship hovers above us, ready to beam him up.
“I love you.” His words are bold and certain. The exact kind I need before this inevitable departure
“And I love you.” I echo the same surety and with that comes the best part. The kiss we exchange, the signature that carves ‘til death do us part’ in our hearts.
As I watch him beam up on his ship, there’s not an ounce of sadness in me. I know I’ll see him soon so I smile with that assurance. We both have a mission to complete and when it is over, I’ll meet him on the other side.



ACT ONE
Enter Valkyrie
2049, Valkyrie’s Final Earth Battle
This is not the earth I grew up in. Ten years ago if you asked me if this is where I’d be, most likely you’d end up being slapped silly, or worse – back then I wasn’t exactly the feline everyone wanted to hang around with. I was wild and untamed, bold and fearless. I dared others to be like me. Of course they wouldn’t. They stayed locked in their closets like the cowards they were, afraid to step out and make a difference.
Afraid to talk against the powers that would soon dominate us.
And now here we are, strapped in nanomachines, biochipped, processed, ID’d, monitored, controlled – all those works of purely contracted fine-print art came real slow at first, seeping into all their ipads, gadgets and games, then before you knew it – the whole world was under their control.
Even me, a soldier that was supposed to fight for peace. This isn’t peace. I’m sitting here looking at the man I have to label as my enemy because they said so. He pulled a gun on me and that automatically entitled the righteous self-defense flag. War isn’t about nationalism. It isn’t about ideals, patriots or any of that half-cocked bullshit they lied to us about. War now, is about control.
He’s reaching for his gun, so you know what that means, don’tcha’? Get over there and put a bullet in his skull like they want you to do. Vile bastard, still clawing his way to get a kill after I shot him twice in the legs, hoping maybe, he’d crawl away. What fuels a person like that? Destruction stays with them till the end. Remorseless, tasteless, completely unnatural. Lost their desire for humanity.
Look at him coming for me.
This battle is over buddy. Earth Defense Forces have eradicated your terrorist threat. We don’t need to do this. Just go away. Don’t…
Zip!
I feel a tear in my shoulder, the kind that stops men from breathing, the kind that makes you wonder about all the times you screwed up in your life. I’m on my back, blood squirting everywhere. This is the first time I’ve seen the sun like this in months. I wonder if I’ll see it again later? Did I fail? Shit.
I was so close to completing my book.
Didn’t tell Seven how much I love him.
Wait, no, don’t talk like that. No, no, no, no! It’s not time yet, girl. I’m not dying out here. Screw that. Get up, get up.
Now, who the hell shot me?
“Poison Flower, you copy? They’re pushing your way! You got about…”
His voice goes blank. An eerie silence clears the battlefield. Everything didn’t have color before, but now, it’s all high definition. I can see the orange hues of the desert sands, the rubble of the stone homes of the village, civilians fleeing left and right. Gunfire everywhere. That’s all that’s in the air. Smoke, gunfire, bullets blazing…
My shoulder is supposed to hurt but I don’t feel a thing.
I’m on my feet and every part of me is ready. Fire shoots up my spine and I’m lightning, I’m an explosion, I’m fury – I’m force. Use me. Let me out. It’s my turn. Reason didn’t reach their ears so step back, let me do the real talking.
Look to your left, least two of them hiding behind that burnt up car. Keep your head down, wait for the right moment. Stay here until you get your opening.
“Fall back! About seven your way…”
I said not now, Morrison. I’m in my zone. Keep your mouth shut and let this happen. Don’t radio me, just pay attention. The hunter has to choose her prey wisely. I am the Valkyrie, the one that will determine the day’s victor.
They’re throwing away bullets like they were candy. Amateurs, probably not even hooked into a nano-interface. Their fire dies down, my interface shows their heat signatures behind the cover. Toss the flash grenade, flush them out.
Whiff!
Look at them scatter like a hive of cockroaches. Take that one out, he’s open for a tag. Got him. Look out, the other one is covering him. Not a problem, get back in cover and wait it out. Great, this poor crate won’t be much of a cover for long. That’s alright. Roll out to the side and fire your way into the nearby abandoned store. Good, great, yes, very good – you’re doing it. Turn around and finish that guy off, you have enough cover here. Good.
Look out!
Shit! That bastard almost took my head off with that blade. Where’d he come from? Where’d he get that? Doesn’t matter. Parry his next attack and wait for the opener. He’s outmatched, I have a nano-adapter suit and an energy carbine. He’s only in standard mercenary gear. He’s slick though. He knows how to throw a hand and knows when to pull out as fast as he can – that’s when I need to take the chance. He tries to get out this time but I’ve got the drop on him, so here it goes. One blunt punch from the pommel of my gun, a groin kick and a classic takedown knocks his ass clean out.
Blam!
I feel myself go flying like a ragdoll. I can’t hear anything. Why is everything white? A ringing coming to my ears. Rubble covering me. Get up, not dead yet. Not dead yet…
Probably an RPG. Head over to the clearing. My leg, it’s having trouble responding. Now’s not the time. It better work. It has to work. I don't have the time to bleed. Later, sure, whatever. You can tell me I was wrong later, Seven and I can deck you in the face when I see you and tell you how much of an asshole you were.
And how much I still love you.
Choppers flying overhead, must be a hell of a show out there but I got my own to deal with. To your right, more of them at 4. Not much cover here, but I can see the rat that fired the damn rocket, prepping another. He’s the first one to go. Aim close and look him in the eye. Take the shot. Good, he’s out cold. Next, get back in… no, roll, roll, no cover, run, run – let them chase. Two of them coming up behind. Lay down suppressing fire. Got one. Or at least he’s tagged, spazzing out on the floor. It’ll do.
Pull back, not a good spot.
Streets are covered in crashed cars, burnt rubble and the sky is just coiling with smoke everywhere. It’s all greyed out, tarnishing the setting sun. Where do I go – shit! Down, down…
Keep them back Xeilya. You’re the Valkyrie. You’re the one that chooses who walks out of here today and I am choosing me. Good shot, he’s going to sleep with that one. Now, only one more to go. What the – gun overheated. Pull back and try it again. Still not working. Fuckin’ energy weapons. This is the problem with them. They’re good for knocking idiots out but they’re nothing like the old kinetic ones. That’s alright, I’ll take this last one with my fists. Wait till he gets in close, then come from the shadows.
“Why don’t you listen to me? One day you’re here, the next you’re gone. I don’t want the time where you don’t come back.”
“Stop. You don’t have the right to criticize me. Stay here and…”
Not now.
Wait till he gets close, wait. There, he’s open. Get that gun out of his hand, whoa! Watch out! A competitor! Bring it buddy, I’ve been waiting all day for this. He’s got quite the knife there and his stance; pretty obvious this cat’s been trained. He keeps going for swipes to my neck though. The lack of versatility is his weakness, and that last swipe gives me reign over my enemy. Grab his hand, knee him in the groin with a counter punch to the face, get that knife out of his hand with three more punches and toss him on his ass. Hand to Hand, pal - you lost.
Look at me. I mean, really, look at me. Let me take off this helmet so you get a good look. Let my face be the last thing you see so you can tell them on the other side, that it wasn't just a woman you faced on your final battle. That’s right, I’m a woman. Red-hair, green-eyed woman. That’s not a problem, is it?
The sound of my own knife leaving its sheath hedonistically dances in my ears.
You’re in for it now buddy!
Calm down.
You don’t deserve to get off that…
Calm down…
That easy…
Breathe.
Don't let the darkness out…
You're not that person anymore.
That poor sap's life isn't yours to take.
I twist the knife around in my palm and knock him out with the handle, wiping the terrified expression off his face. That was too close…
“Poison Flower! This is M.COM, do you read?”
“I read.”
“Backup is heading your way, do not engage the hostiles! I repeat, do not engage them!”
“They’re already taken care of.”
“What?”
I look around to see the sight of a cleared out battlefield
“Poison Flower, repeat! Over!
“I said they’re taken care of.”
There’s wreckage and bodies everywhere in the streets. Bodies of my own men, bodies of our enemies. War is so stupid. In the end, there is no real winner. No matter how much you try to beat your chest. In the end, we’re all losers. An endlessly idiotic cycle of monkey killing monkey over a piece of ground. Forge a blade to cut your own brother down.
“We’re coming to get you Poison Flower.”
They trained us from the video games. Made us think that the soldiers and the war heroes were the ones to respect, the ones to look up to. So tell me, why is it I can’t shake that I fucking hate what I’ve become?
“I’m leaving this place, and I want you with me. Whenever you’re ready, I’ll be there – on the other side, waiting.”
Let’s hope you kept your word.



2049, Valkyrie’s Goes Home
Home… If I can call it that anymore. ‘Home’, is nothing more than a dwelling – a place to lay your head till the next shift. With the way everything is now, we’re all scanned and processed. We can’t buy as much as a block of cheese or a blasted cigarette without the usual bio-ID checkups.
This is my world.
A world where when you get off the train, marvel at all our technological accomplishments with a frown when you look around to see an overcrowded market of slumdogs and apes, clogging the air so tight you can hardly breathe. Their chit chatter about ultrasex and ultraviolence, the latest phone and computer or the game, or TV show that sucks every last bit of common sense right out of the little pool of a brain they had to begin with.
This is my society and my society is filled with trash. A ‘home’ to creatures too stupid to realize that our world can only hold so much of them before she cracks. And when she cracks, all of them will suddenly start coming to their senses. It won’t be till the tidal waves wash them all away or a volcano covers half the world in ash – yeah, then, and only then they’ll wake up from a self-induced sleep, and see.
But when that happens it’ll be too late. They’ll beg us to save them. They’ll cry for star travelers to come be trailblazers or pray for a devil to show up and claim that he was the real evil, and that somehow, they weren’t the spoiled vermin carving a stick to beat their brother down.
Over a piece of land,
Over a piece of paper,
Over a monkey wanting his bone,
Rain pours on the streets of a neon-orange world filled with overindulgence in technology, entertainment and control. I slip my hands into the side pockets of my trench coat as I watch the modern cars go by. If you can even call them cars. Floating, wheel-less computer mouses is more like it. And so many of them in these tight packed streets. Too many. Too many people, I can barely walk without bumping into another person.
Remember the days when there wasn’t traffic from AM to PM, 24/7, all day-every-day? Not sure I can say I do any longer.
All of these people, so cold and pale, and loveless; distant from the other. Selfishly wrapped in their own sick worlds, they unconsciously release their inner venom like little bites in their outer man. They are so unnatural. Some of them wearing augments, because they find it the new fad, the new trend. Look at that guy, he has an aug hand and that girl, her eyes are augged too. Cute couple.
Yes, let’s all become robots – let’s join with technology and completely neglect our consciousness’ poverty. Sounds swell, I’m sure machines will cure that.
I’m sure that through the demented creators’, the creations won’t multiply the atrocities. Yes, machines are the new answers boys. You guys totally figured it out. Has nothing to do with fixing the mindset you’re in. Nope.
“Scuse’ me miss!” The raspy voice of a man calls pulls me out of my meditative thoughts.
Oy?
I look around to catch that voice. Thousands of ants crawling around this slum and you pick me? It’s not my red hair, is it? There he is, staring right at me. Oh, it’s him. What’s he…
“What are you doing here John?” My words could barely get past all the racket around
“EDF keeps close eye on its assets. This is not really a place you’d wanna’ be. You should know that.”
“Think I can handle myself.”
“Not doubting that. I didn’t come here to lecture you about where a grown woman should be handling herself.”
“Then come, don’t waste my time. What do you want?”
The wind shuffles past everyone around and hits the mid-length hair across his eerily smiling tan face. He offers me a cigarette.
“When was the last time you had one?”
Too long, give me. I try reaching for it but he slyly pulls back
“Not so fast tiger. Let’s talk, I have some real good news.”
Typical, I knew it wouldn’t be that easy.
John leads me past the thick crowd to his car parked back in a sketchy alley. Naturally I’m paranoid. I can’t help my nature, but John’s a trusty cat. He’s had my back in the past more than once. As I get in his car, I look up and see the advertising image of the man pointing to the skies.
OUR FUTURE LIES IN OUTER SPACE! DO YOU HAVE WHAT IT TAKES? THINK FUTURE. THINK – MARS!
Seven, these billboards don’t do you any justice. I hope you shaved that beard and your head’s bald. Don’t like seeing that fur on you. Just not your style.
“So, what brings you back to the ole’ Greece?”
We’re barely pulling into traffic and already he’s asking me this kind of shit.
“Cigarette first.” Those are my terms
“Go on.” He passes me the box for self service.
I don’t mind. Now go ahead, ask your peeping tom queries
“Well?”
“I wanted to see home again. Been too long.”
“Still the same slum you left it, Xei.”
“I can see that.”
John steers us past the traffic, into the east route and toward the highway.
The glares of all the skyscrapers so neatly tuck together hits my eyes in their ambient orange neon flashes. The night makes the whole grid look like a giant battery.
I reach into his pocket, he only flutters a little, knowing my nature. I shift around till I find what I went in there looking for – his lighter.
“Still can’t believe you smoke those old things.” He says
“Really? What do you want me to use? Those electronic playthings? Give me a break. You’re not turning soft on me, are you?”
He starts chuckling, putting on that look on his face filled with respect and amusement, saying ‘Xeilya, once a Gladiator, always a Gladiator.’
“Now spit it out, what’s this news you were talking about?”
John clears his throat and there’s not much of an amusement anymore – “EDF’s had me keeping tabs on you since The Eastwater’s Incident a few months ago.” He diverts his attention to me, “How’s your shoulder?”
“Fine.” I cut him from going in that direction – “Go on.”
“Anyway…” His sight returns to the road – “That lil’ display of show you had on the battlefield caught the attention of The Board. They’re thinking of treating you real special.”
“Like a promotion?”
“Something like that, yeah.”
Open the window. I think now’s the time to light it up and take a drag. Much better.
“How do you know about all that?”
“The perks of being in The Intelligence, Xei. EDF likes to keep their assets real close. You’re not exempt from that rule, girl. It’s just good business.”
A promotion, huh?
“Yeah, well. Whatever. I have things to take care of first. I hope you’re taking me where I wanna’ go.’
“Home, right?”
“That’s right.”
John and I get along to our fond farewells at the doorstep of my old ruin. The rain picks the perfect time to turn into falling daggers while I watch the abandoned, murky place. Lights haven’t been on in there for years. Unbothered, no neighbor would come around here. It was the home of the witch and her family. The girl your mother warned you about.
Old or not, nothing remains unchecked. When I get to the door, a reminder of the time shoves away past memory.
‘Welcome Home, Ianna.’ The computer speaks neutrally.
Like I said, no one would bother coming around here. Everything in this day and age is well checked, monitored and controlled. An old shack like this; the one I call ‘home’? No difference.
I open the door and take a good look around. The smell of a dirt collection welcomes me with a nice clogging to my breathing. When I checked back here a couple years ago, I installed some automated systems. Computers, what not. Tried renovating, you know. Keep it up to date, and I mean, why not? The old can use some new now and then. So, should I do it again?
Ahh, my Joystation-5. I was the literal definition of a closet nerd. The kind that would be the coolest cat in your eyes, but an avid game pounder in the dark. I remember Seven teasing me about consoles and how behind they always were, always will be; compared to the glorious ‘Master PC Race’.
Amusing, I think of him now. And amusing this ring never left my finger.
The place is dusty, dark, a shadowy reminder of what I was. It’s smaller than I remember it - fitting a kitchen and living room in one. Two small bedrooms on the side with a leather couch and a TV set in the middle.
Can’t believe a family of four fit in here. Can’t really say we were comfortable either. The pictures on the walls, those old memories. A father that didn’t care and a mother that never shed tears, a sister lost and confused. All of it, just the way I left it. Only thing different is dust and the dark-haired girl that ran these walls so innocent, so freely. She was someone else now. Someone red.
“Computer, turn the lights on.”
I had to see it with new eyes. I didn’t come here to gloom, I came here it embrace it all. To let go of the bad and take the good with me on the way out. The lights flicker a second or two, then I take a step forward to hear a croak and it reminds me of how shitty this dump really is. Placebo Xei, not here to gloom.
Hmph, think I’ll take a shower.
Turning on one valve meant another had to close off. I didn’t mind. Everything might’ve been falling apart, but I could care less. Had a lot of good times here too. It’s like a coin. It came with both sides.
Ow! My shoulder really does hurt. I’ll take it easy, no need to rush. Just enjoy the warm shower. At least that still works. No need to shave, I’m still bald there. Check every part of my body; alright, I’m good. That’s enough.
The bathroom mirror’s broken. I don’t remember how that happened. Could’ve been one of those times I decided to let the beast out. When my dad wouldn’t shut up about his stupid morals, or how much I failed him by not being the boy child he really wanted.
“Computer, TV.”
“This house is unconnected to the main grid’s cable system. Would you like to purchase…”
“Yes, yes, yes – do it. Just turn this TV on.”
Life comes to the dead, audiovisual transmitter and it’s all the same. Channel after channel, nothing new – all the advertisements, the same shit about how much you need this and that, and why you will be so much happier or a better person by putting your hard earned coin in the hands of a fat, grinning, cigar-smoking- monocle-wearing ape.
How pathetic. A whole society raised to be customers. Grown to be entertained, to spend and to look cool. A world of sleepers and thoughtless sheep.
“Computer. Advanced Search – Space.”
“One moment. 320 results found in current stations.”
“Narrow search to only include educational faculties. Exclude all results only related to entertainment purposes but leave exceptions that combine both.”
“One moment. 16 results found.”
“Display.”
2012: A SPACE LIE
THE ELECTRIC UNIVERSE
EVOLUTION AND ITS EFFECTS
UNIVERSAL CONSCIOUSNESS
BILLY MEIER’S CONTACT REPORTS
THE JOURNEY TO MARS
DARK STARS
BLACK HOLES: THE UNIVERSE’S RECYCLERS
DARK ENERGY: THE PUPPET MASTER
FLUIDAL FORCES – WHAT THE EYES CAN’T SEE
…

“Stop scrolling. Go back to ‘The Journey To Mars’. Display info.”
A DOCUMENTARY BY MICHAEL BETHER. OUR WORLD IS REACHING CATACLYSMIC STAGES OF OVERPOPULATION, JOIN US AS WE EXPLORE REALISTIC COLONIZATION TO THE ONLY OTHER PLANET CAPABLE OF SUSTAINING US.
 
“Would you like to view this material?”
Hmmm...
“Yeah, turn it on.”
I’ll admit, I’m interested.



2049, Voyage To the Red Planet
I don’t know how you convinced me. You haven’t said a word to me and I’m getting on this ship. That documentary didn’t help either. Especially when I can’t get you out of my head. Had to pull a few strings, though, wasn’t the easiest thing to do. The sign-ups were as anal as they come. The typical treatment you’d expect from the super high-nosed intelligent fools who think IQ tests actually mean something.
Do you have ‘this and that’, are you qualified in this particular expertise? What can you provide for the mission? Are you healthy? How’s your vision? How’s your hearing? What pieces of manmade plaques do you have to offer to show your worth as a human? Blah, Blah, Blah – the same old, same old.
I got past all that. EDF wants to promote me, well, they’re going to sit there and wait for a bit. I’ve done enough for them and for my country, no, I’ve done enough for the whole damn world as far as I’m concerned.
Earth Defense Force – an international defense agency that was founded on the basis of removing terrorist threats around the world as one ‘world’. Sounds great in design, but fat paychecks, power and control, stimulates the hearts of the rotten. Somehow their acid melts away the genuine ideals and all you’re left with is a grand charade. And me? Well, I was their puppet.
The Valkyrie of War.
I didn’t sign up to fight for apes. I signed up because the world needed to be a safer place. People shouldn’t have to wake up every morning, terrified or bullies shouldn’t pick on other countries just because they have bigger nukes. Freedom, peace, harmony, justice and love – those were the values I strived for. That was why I did what I did. For a better a world. So that one day, we could lay down our swords.
Of course it didn’t happen that way. I was just an innocent, stupid little rebel girl, fresh out of university with high ideals who ended up selling herself to those con artists who call themselves a military. See war to them, or fighting in general? It’s not about who you are or what flag you’re waving. It’s about showing the taste of power, and you, you’re the hand that gets their dirty work done.
I’ve had enough of that life.
I’ve tasted it and the sweet turned to bitter.
A new chapter begins and this time, it’s got hope. I’m alive. I have another chance to hold onto what I am and not what they wanted me to be.
The space shuttle’s about the size of a large, old Boeing aircraft. It doesn’t resemble any of the things those silly sci-fi games taught us. In fact, it’s closer to the retro design of old UFOs, with the exception of a more elongated disk shape to fit all the passengers on board.
The inside feels very calm, minimalist in nature with very few details and an ‘aura’ to make you feel at peace. There are a few leather-inspired seats in a circular formation, windows for viewing pleasure and soft hues of yellow light.
Not to mention, the ship’s completely rocket-free.
This state-of-the-art baby utilizes two propulsion drives. One that regulates speeds up to the speed of light and lower, and the other that can travel millions and even billions times the speed of light – a hyperspeed that becomes hyperspace; a space where every mass expands in proportion to the increase in speed. Space and Time becomes null-space and null-time – they cease to exist and so, we can be hurled light years in space and travel great distances within fractions of a second.
The issue with the hyperdrive is that we haven’t perfected it nor can we use it around the vicinity of nearby planets. It’s possible to suck them in with the ‘hyper jump’. Not to mention, we’re still very new in this area so the technology is very unstable. We’ve had many crashes into other suns and other planets or being randomly flung into another space or time with no contact and no possible return. It’s messy, but we’re getting there, step by step.
So to make sure we get to Mars safely without pushing the over enthused flag ‘for science’, we’ll be taking the safe, boring, under-light speed trip of seven bloody hours.
Great.
“Excuse me?” A fair-skinned, light-blonde haired woman comes to my right side. She looks around the same age as me – late twenties, “Is this seat taken?”
I look to my left to confirm or deny – “It’s free, take it.”
“Thank you.”
She’s very beautiful, the kind that religious people would instantly label an angel. Seriously, I’ve never seen a woman so beautiful in years. Naturally, I’m curious. She’s wearing a long white dress and the moment she takes the seat, her green eyes shoot out all focused on a book she pulls out. Wait, I have that book – it’s Nyxe, isn’t it?
“That’s a good book.” I try striking up conversation.
There’s something about this maiden. She’s different
“It is indeed.” Her eyes never leaves that book and her voice is not only confident, but focused and very, very certain.
You have my attention girl
“What chapter are you on?”
“Oh…” She paused, looked over and fluttered her eyes at me and then my heart probably skipped two beats. I felt completely naked. My body got all wobbly. There was a calm so deep it was practically disturbing, “I’m just reviewing, I completed this book earlier today. It is a fantastic work.”
“Yeah…”
What’s with this chick?
“What’s your name?” I ask her, words crumbling to leave my mouth.
“I am called Astraea.”
I tilt my head in curiosity. Never heard a name like that before
“What are you called?” She asks
“Xeilya.”
“Interesting name, what does it mean?”
Poison…
“Flower.”
“How lovely! It is a gorgeous name.”
Lovely? If only you knew the things I did lady
“Thanks.”
A peculiar smile comes to my face, I want to know more about this, ‘Astraea’ – “So what do you do?”
“What do I do?”
“Yeah, everyone here’s got a reason to be up there. An occupation on Mars. It’s not like this is a standard passenger flight for a vacation.”
“You are a curious creature aren’t you? I am an analyst and a historian.”
An analyst and a historian, huh?
“And you?”
And me? Well…
“You can say I do security.”
“Security, ahh! Defense is always necessary, even for the peaceful.”
I didn’t say a word about defense, how did you reach there?
“You know, you’re different.”
“Am I now?”
“Yeah, everyone around here – their ‘petals’ are all the same color. But you, you’re blooming a whole other rainbow.”
She closes her eyes warmly and smiles. The kind of wise look a gentle, loving teacher would give you when you went wrong.
“That’s quite an imaginative analogy Xeilya.”
“It’s spot on, isn’t it?”
“Maybe.” She leans back into her seat and looks around the room with a glimmer in those pearly greens
“Are you going to tell me more? Or are you the kind of woman that walks all demure?”
“Be careful Xeilya, there might be some things you won’t want to hear.”
Is that so?
“Really?” I lean in a little closer to her, my focus growing clearer – “Try me.”
She turns to me and gives me this, motherly smile. The kind that melts your heart. The kind that stays with you in the dark.



Solar Opus
From the desolate red surface, a new civilization will be born after countless expeditions of failures and all the blood, sweat and tears to go along with it. Man will triumph over his past folly. He will take the best of his kind to his new world, hopefully leaving behind the perils of his ancestor’s old.
There will come a time where it won’t only be earth men walking on foreign red shores. Soon, it will become a place where red shores beget its own crimson children and they will rise. Steadily, slowly but surely, they will rise and find a bold treasure left behind. A monument that shall change everything the way we knew it and not one lip from here or there may deny its true origin ever again.
When that time comes, you better be ready.



2049, On Route to The Red Planet
Why is she smiling at me like that! Stop it woman! It melts me, can’t you see? I don’t want that right now. I’ve shoved that aside. Only one person could’ve done that for me. You’re not him.
“I know why you’re going to Mars.”
Do you now?
“Yes, I do.”
I didn’t say that out loud… How?
“It’s not just for an occupational calling.”
“Maybe.” Deny it.
She continues smiling. She knows I’m holding back and she’s still smiling. I feel naked. I can’t bullshit her.
“Xeilya?” She offers me her hand – “Will you come with me?”
Am I supposed to reach back and take it?
“Yes.”
I do anyway. Her grip is soft yet firm and gentle. She leads me away from the other passengers to the captain’s quarters at the edge in the north. The captain looks back at her and nods. He moves away, like he was bound by some spell. Astraea slides her fingers on the controls.
Is no one else seeing this?
“Look Xeilya, tell me what you see.”
She directs me to the view outside. The view of space. I used to be able to see it all the time. Whenever I closed my eyes, whenever I dreamed, but now, I don’t know. Am I staring at the perception of just a human’s vision? Nothing more than stringed data. What happened to my creative joy? All the guns, bullets and bloodshed. The politicians, the sick-minded priests and gurus, the uneducated, dumb society. Everything, how did it take such a toll? What happened to us?
“Space.” I flatly told her.
What are you expecting? More?
I feel like I disappointed her. Maybe she expected more, yet that warm smile never leaves her face. How can you be so kind to me?
“Would you care to know what I see?”
“Be my guest.”
She breathes in a calm, soothing breath then releases with a solemn sigh – “Endless stars, gases, comets, planets, spirals, galaxies – all doing the same thing.”
Those eyes make contact with me again.
I am naked
“Creating.”
She looks back outside.
Good, now I have my armor once more
“Each universe is composed of seven different belts and yet our physical forms only reside on one. Endless in its expanse, the universe itself is just a body of Creation. Waxing and waning, a constant flux of creating. It goes all the way from the giant macrocosm to the tiniest microcosm. Everything – creating.”

And her eyes shoot right back for me again with that too-kind of a smile. Her soft hands gently hold both of mines encouragingly. Normally I’d be fighting any other stranger off. Not with her. She reminded me of him.
“When you get to Mars, it’ll be time to let go of the old and create the destiny you always wanted.”
I’m speechless. Seriously, what can I even say? I stand there peering out. Her words wrapping themselves around me like ribbons of bliss. And now, space suddenly doesn’t seem like a black void of nothingness. I’m starting to remember those times. What we were, what we did. The plans we wanted for our future and our future generations? All those ideals… I want it back.
“Astraea?” I look around for her.
What? Where did she go? She’s gone! Vanished? Yes, yes, vanished! Maybe she went to the restroom or something. I’ll find out later. For now, I’m going to enjoy this. I haven’t felt this in so long. I have to wonder though – I think this was always coming. All my life, sooner or later, this was bound to happen because of causality. This is my destiny. It was only a matter of time before I woke up again.
Seven, I’ll see you soon.
I’m done sleeping.



2049, Arrival
Hours later and the thought of her just leaving like that still disturbs me. She disappeared. I couldn’t find her. I asked the captain, I asked the crew – and it all came up to nothing and ‘who?’ It’s as if she hadn’t even been here in the first place.
ARRIVAL ON MARS IN 00:30
There she is. That red rock-a-shimmerin’ out here in the black cold: Mars. An eerie wind crawls about my body and I suddenly feel a sense of satisfaction. The trip, oh bloody hell, it was long, I won’t deny that – but now… now I can say it was all worth it. Even if everything went to shit, what I’m feeling right now overtakes any deep seeded pessimism.
I want to see you so badly Seven. So much I have to tell you, so much you have to tell me. You once told me of an idealized society. Is it still possible? Can we do that up here at last?
Utopia, so many idiots scoff at the idea. Like hamsters running on their pathetic wheel, they never thought any better, but we sure as heck did. Our aspirations were high, no doubt. We knew bettering our world wouldn’t come from one giant plan. It would be those careful steps.
And me coming here, is one of them. So you better be there when I come knocking on your door. I know you were never one who cared for surprises, but I like them and you’re going like this one. No, you’ll love it babe.
“Attention Crew, we are about to begin our descent into Mars.”
His voice sounded so formulaic. I wonder how many times he’s been out here doing these trips? Can’t say it’s like the easiest thing going to and fro between two planets.
The descent into Mars is flattering. Our ship gently lowers herself into the atmosphere. There’s no rockets, so we’re not swirling around like if we’re the first manned craft to make it here. These are routine flights. The landing is typical – steady and careful. On the way down, I see the Martian clouds and that promotes an aura of new feelings.
Everything here is different.
The orange trails in the sky makes me feel renewed.
The thinness of the air welcomes me to breathe again.
The distant sun promises she won’t stifle me.
I’m led out of the ship like the rest of the passengers. No one really questions anything. We scan our IDs at the port station. There, I had the chance to see the difference in the space port compared to Earth’s. Mars had this kind of, simplicity to it. It just never felt complicated. The way things looked and the shades of everything kept the detail to only a necessity and not ever for display.
“Excuse me Miss?” One of the port’s security check guys called me out. Could he have picked a better time? Seriously, I’m trying to take in Mars here, come on!
“What?” I respond flatly. I really wasn’t in the mood to speak with him. Time right now’s dedicated to being with this red jewel I landed on
“We need you to come with us.”
I see two more other security guys come to greet me. Great. What the heck do they want?
“Sure.”
Not much of a point arguing right now. I’ll go with them and figure this out. The two grunts lead me to a nearby office just a few feet away from the desk I got called out on.
Maybe a mistake. Maybe a mix up of some sorts. Doesn’t matter, I’ll find out soon… Oh, son of a bitch! Are you kidding me?
“Hello Xeilya.” John greets me with a slick smile
“What are you doing here?”
I don’t know why I’m asking that. I know what’s going on without him muttering as much as a word
“Your promotion of course.”
Bingo!
“You weren’t going to run off from it, were you?”
“I have some things to take care of before I deal with the EDF.”
“I’m sure you do, but it’ll have to wait. Come with us.”
“What is this? An arrest?”
“Not at all. It’s the service you signed up for.”
Couldn’t help but scoff at him and shake my head. I trusted you John, now, this is how you repay me?
“Whatever.”
John leads the way to another room hooked into this one. What is this? Like a complex of hidden rooms everywhere! Whatever, just show me what it is you need to show me then get out of my way. I didn’t come here for you.
This new room’s dark and cold. I don’t like it. There are men standing in a circular formation around a planetary map, holographic of course to match the latest Martian tech.
John gets the attention of an older man in that formation. The kind in a suit and tie, white-haired and snob nosed. He narrowly views me with a cold face to mirror the feel of the heartless room. John signals his hand to call me over.
“I want to know what’s going on here and I want to know right now!” They hear the annoyance in my tone.
And that catches their attention. Now everybody’s looking at me. Not only John and his superior but the other men peer over. I didn’t notice all their uniforms before. It’s EDF alright.
“Xeilya Sphere.” The old man announces my name with proudness. I wonder why – “Congratulations on your promotion.”
“I didn’t ask to be promoted.”
“Well…” The old man moved away from the others to face me boldly. The rest of his boys were paying close attention - “We didn’t ask you to become The Valkyrie either, but you went ahead and served your planet well. All those terrorists and criminal machinations you put down? I’d say, you’re quite the hero. Eastwater’s Incident comes to my mind.”
"I'm not your poster girl. I never was. You can tell your propaganda boys to invent another hero for the people."
He ignores me, then looks over to John and nods. John takes over for him - “You weren’t accepted for Martian colonization because of your academic achievements or even your affiliations with defensive networks. Xeilya, you were handpicked for Mars by us.”
“You set this whole thing up, didn’t you?”
“A necessary evil. That show you put on a couple months ago was certainly impressive. The people up here need people of your caliber at the backbone of this colony.”
Necessary evil? Give me a break, more like convenient.
“Look at this.” John presses some buttons on a nearby keyboard. The planetary map transforms into a surface map with a red, circular point of interest that started pulsing. I look around the room out of sheer paranoia. Everybody’s paying absolute attention to it. What’s going on here?
“What am I looking at?” I have my assumptions but not answers
“We discovered these structures three days ago. It’s a series of interconnected bases, dormant on and beneath the Martian surface.”
“American? Russian?”
“No. We’ve already done our research. We established contact with all earth governments. None of these structures have anything to do with them.”
I look at John with a face that’s telling him ‘I need more’
“Let me repeat myself in different words. These bases were not created by anyone on Earth.”
My gut tightens up – “What exactly are you proposing?”
John peers over to the room, as if he were searching for some kind of acknowledgement or the safety ‘to go’
“These bases were created a very, very long time ago. It predates all of our history. All of it! As a matter of fact, it changes our history. Whoever put those buildings there came here a long time ago.”
His gaze grows adamantly, as if he couldn’t believe those words were coming from his mouth
“Xeilya, these bases are extraterrestrial.”
Now, I have no words. Only interest. Only curiosity
“As you can see…” The old man broke my awe, “This is why you’re needed officially.”
I need a smoke…



2049, The Valkyrie’s Seven
“You’re going after him, aren’t you?”
John should know better than to be asking me about Seven
“Of course.” I announce boldly – “Don’t you get in my way.”
“I’m not, but there’s something you should know about him.”
Speak
“Mister Sphere is involved in the discovery.”
Now elaborate
“He published a short story, hidden in misdirection that acted as a sort of prediction device three months ago. The reader wouldn’t identify it immediately but eventually they’ll get it.”
“You’re saying that book spoke about the discovery of these Martian bases.”
“Correct.”
“Could’ve been just a lucky guess.”
I could tell John wasn’t falling for it – “Nice one. We both know of Seven’s psychic capabilities. We’ve been monitoring him for a while back on earth. That’s why we chose him to come up here for colonization as Chief of Creative Development for Martian Societal Culture. Though it’s just a public veil. The truth is, Seven knows more than what he’s sharing.”
“I doubt it.” Look away and play it off
“I’m sure you do. You’re quite protective of him, even though you should be looking over him for EDF interests.”
Okay, that’s it. Grab his balls and squeeze them mercilessly
“Xeilya! What are you…”
“I don’t ever want you to speak to me about Seven again. You hear me?”
“I do! I do!”
“And if you ever do it again, I’m taking your balls.” Now release and let him think clearly – “Now, give me his location. I know you have it.”
John couldn’t breathe properly for a few moments. I’m sure some of the other EDF saw our little encounter. I mean, we’re in the middle of the HQ after all. One thing I know, without a doubt in my mind is that none of these men know what they’re dealing with. Only Seven knows, so no, I won’t take the chance and let them get their way with him. If they can even manage to do that.
John passes me a small, finger-sized holographic datapad containing their file on Seven.
“He stays in the outer boundaries of the colonies. If you’re going there, you’ll need a suit and a ride.”
“I’m not riding with you or anyone else. Spooking him out is unwise. I know you have to have some personal transports around.”
He gives me this kind of transparent ID card
“What the heck is this?”
“It’s the keys to your new bike.”
You’re telling me this is a freaking vehicle key up here? Typical ‘modern’ bullshit.

“EDF sponsored for your acceptance to the mission. I uploaded the GPS to the datapad I gave you. The garage is downstairs. Once you get there, there should be some atmosphere suits. You’ll need one to get to the boundaries.”
“Understood.”
John looked quite worried. I knew I had to reassure him – “Look…” My tone allured him over – “If you really want the real deal on Seven, then I need you and everybody else to trust him to me. When you guys get that close, he gets spooked. Makes it harder for me to deal with him.”
“If you say so. Keep in mind you have a day to get that sorted out, then we’re suiting up for the bases tomorrow.”
“You don’t have to tell me twice. I’ll see you then.”
When I got to the hangar, I was honestly impressed. The tech didn’t look half bad. The suits were comfortable, slick and form fitting, and the helmet wasn’t bulky. More like a simple visor.
A rather pleasing difference from the vacant-detailed expectancy I gathered earlier, especially when I got to ‘the bike’.
It had a body type similar to an old v-rod Harley, only more stretched, completely black and instead of wheels – it had exhaust vents. I really liked it. It was slick, and getting on that baby made me feel badass. The designated name’s EDF-HB-012, but I think I’ll call her ‘Raven’ – Yeah, ‘Raven’. Oh man, I love it already.
Alright Seven, I’m on the way.
Once I checked out at the patrol zone and set sails to find Seven in the border dune, I had the chance to look back and see it all. Mars is a strangely satisfying place. Colonies weren’t perfect, but everything, the way it was being established proved there’d be a possibility this society would make it.
We could finally achieve the society we wanted.
Raven’s an enjoyable ride. She’s responsive, quick and agile. Her computer systems don’t annoy me. I love her technology. The simulated computer voice reminds me of that show, forgot the name – the one that had the slick black muscle car that talked. Difference is, I had a hover bike on another freaking planet. Fair trade if you ask me.
‘Nearing Colony Outpost Z15’
Roger that girl.
I park the bike silently behind his home. I didn’t want him to hear me coming. I got off the bike and walked to the front door. There won’t be a knock. I have access to slice every home up here. EDF sponsorship has its benefits.
I slice open the door and slowly waltz my way in. There’s music. Calming, chill, ambient music, forcing me to drop the thick cladded armor I walked in with.
This is typical him.
I look around, left and right. His home’s filled with practically nothing. No pictures, just pure minimalist needs kept spic and span. Shades of light reflections on the walls from technology glowing in the lightless dark.
Where the heck is he?
“Hello Ianna.” That voice stops me in my tracks. Like a feline caught stealing a rat, I turn around and there he is, arms folded; waiting for me.
“Thought I’d surprise you.” I tell him
“How can you do that when I sense you miles away?”
He walks over dauntless. Nobody’s unafraid of me, except him
“You’re late.”
“I’m late?”
“They held you up I’m guessing.”
“I didn’t come here for them. I came here for you.”
“I know.”
He holds my hands gently and plants a tender kiss on them. My armor’s already slipping off my shoulders. His eyes studies my hands. I know he sees what I’ve been through. Seven, tell me… does it matter to you?
‘Relax…’
I am relaxed
‘You trust me don’t you?’
I do
‘Then chill and take your clothes off.’
Are we alone?
‘We’re always alone in the end, Ianna.’
You… I know what you’re doing to me
‘Do you now?’
I’ve done it to others as well
‘Is that right?’
Yes
‘Then what’s holding you back?’
Nothing, baby. Absolutely… nothing. Come here.
I’m in a sea of orange and blue, white and black, up and down, positive and negative. The connections of all we’re to be comes to me like it’s been waiting there an eternity. How long you held yourself back for this? These things on our fingers – it’s always been true, till death do us part. I feel your heat against mine. You’ve always known how to operate your mouth on my soft parts. All of them. You’re driving me crazy. It’s not sex, it’s love. I love when you go down on me, don’t worry - I’ll return the favor. Scrape my back, dig your nails into me – make me feel that storm in you because you’ll feel the Valkyrie in me. Show me that tempest that burns brighter than any sun, the fire that shreds every piece of doubt in me. I know it’s there. I love it. Bite my neck, choke me; I’m yours – your mine, I can be on top, I can be doggy. Push it into me. Make me feel that warmth I came here for. There’s no armor baby.
I love you.
We couldn’t sleep after that. Kept waking up, again and again to continue, pause, continue, pause and yeah, yeah we just couldn’t stop. I missed him. It was like reuniting with your lost half and then you wonder how were you going on without it? For crying out loud, he’s more than a lover, more than a ‘husband’ or any of those stupid titles. Not just a mere partner or an accomplice. My legit ‘other half’. My ‘soulmate’.
“You brought that up here?” He questioned me reaching for my cigarette and lighting the bad boy up
“What can I say?” I spoke breathing the fire out of my lungs – “I’m a bad influence.”
After that supernova I needed a cig, who wouldn’t?
We laid around in bed naked. Then I feel his hand trail up my leg, to my thigh, my hip, my chest, neck and then my hair. He observes me, like a magnificent piece of artwork. His only, true physical treasure. His returned ‘other piece’.
“I missed you.” He says and his glare draws me in - “I love you.”
“I love you too baby.” I reply.
Now his hand finds a new destination: my engagement ring finger
“Why are you up here Ianna?”
What kind of stupid question is that?
“Why else? I came here for the life we promised each other.”
“Is that right?”
I looked at him with a face asking if he’s serious with two words ‘question mark?’ at the slip of my tongue. I needed to let him know - “You never stopped pursuing the goal, all the way onto Mars. The idea of an idealized society? A new world of evolved humans living under natural order and pursuing peaceful means? I never gave up on the ideal. Here I am.”
“Why now?” He asks
“I had to experience it for myself. You were right. You were always right all along and sure, you have the privilege of telling me that – whatever; I’m here now. I needed time to discover it within. I want this with you. So let’s do this.”
I let him know I’m not playing. This time, there will be no running. He looks at me almost unmoved. Seven, what happened to you?
He stretches his hand forward and I feel the ground almost shake for a second. The lights dim and I see the walls of the house temporarily bent from pure telekinetic distortion. A flying piece of jewelry levitates slowly into his hand.
“Make no mistake, I am very glad you’re here.” He offers me the jewelry locket I left with him. I open it up to see a picture of us. It’s funny, I hate pictures. I’ve always had a paranoia about them. They’re like a conduit for telepathy but with him, I didn’t mind.
He gets up to take a look outside and it’s quite the peep show, seeing the parts he used to pleasure me.
“I’ve been waiting for you for years Ianna. No doubt, it’s been monumental progress since the time we started with just books. Now we’re on Mars. Another chapter and another step closer to creating an actual Utopia.” His face grows serious as he looks at me – “But this isn’t going to be a walk in the park. Utopia won’t fall in our hands so easily. It’s going to take hard work, not to mention, I don’t know what they put you up to. You need to tell me what’s going on.”
It’s hard keeping secrets from someone who knows you inside out
“Let’s start with you first.” I divert him – “What do you know about…”
“The Ancient Ruins?” He stops me
Ancient Ruins? Is he referring to the bases?
“That’s what they really are. Old constructs of our ancient forefathers.” He continues
“Seven…” I had to get up and briskly walk over to him in deep paranoia, urging him to keep his voice down in case they were listening – “How do you know about all this?”
“I’ve seen it in my visions. I know what’s really in there. That’s why they’re interested in me.”
This part I connected on my own
“They want to know more about what I know and they want me to keep my mouth shut.”
“Will you?” I ask him suspiciously. On one hand, I do want him to keep quiet. No sense in making enemies up here. Then there’s another part of me that wants the masses to know… I mean, why the heck not? This discovery is glorious.
His face grows into this ‘are you serious?’ kind of deal
“So that’s what they sent you here for…” He looks away from me, pointing his gaze to the rising sun at the horizon – “Absolutely not. I don’t think you realize what’s going on up here. What’s out there is about change all of history. Soon all of Mars will know and all of Earth will know too, it’s never been alone and never will be alone. This is a point in the evolution of this solar system’s human race, and you think I give a damn about small minded, power-hungry mongrels too stupid to appreciate this revelation? No.”
I understand that, yet still I’m wondering if we’re alone on this
“How do you know the people are ready?” I ask
“Ready?” He pauses thoughtfully – “How can anyone not be ready for the truth?”
I enclose myself into his arm and knead my head into his shoulder while I listen to him continue speaking
“Whether Earth accepts the truth or not is up to them. They’ll come to face it sooner or later, but up here, this is our new home. I won’t let the same mistakes on Earth follow us up here. Are you with me?”
A deep simmering in me digests everything this man’s been relating rather blissfully. There’s gonna’ be danger ahead, no doubt about that and yet this devious smirk comes on my face, ready for it all - “Till death do us part.” I tell him.



2049, An Ancient Discovery
I am with you, believe me. Trust me. Wait for me. Let me do my part. Stay safe until then; don’t go poking your nose where it doesn’t belong. The public can wait. No point in striving for a better world if you’re not even safe.
“You ready?” John asks, strapped up and ready to go downstairs in the EDF garage facility. The squadron of fifteen were all armed and piled into the three armored tank, eight-wheeler dune buggies waiting for the go.
“Of course I’m ready.” I tell him with a cocky smirk – “I’m Valkyrie.”
John gets that butterfly feeling in his stomach. I can tell because his face beams with a fat smile, hinting he’d love to stick it in if only he’d get the chance. The kind of attraction that turns on men easily, which ironically, makes them more vulnerable creatures than they’re willing to admit. Funny, really.
The drive out to the dune filled me with excitement and mystery. I was so curious to know what was out there while the other soldiers sat in deep paranoia. I observed our tech. It wasn’t standard like on earth. These had upgrades. We were connected to each other through nano-interfaces, but we didn’t have a limit of only 4-member connections. All soldiers were connected to the entire battalion who happened to be under order by… yours truly: me. A hive with a queen bee.
“John.” I called for my second in command – “Display the mission parameters again.”
I wanted to double-check, triple-check and skin the knee of every piece of information we had. Acceptance that this base was ET just wasn’t going to cut it for me. What if we had something missing? Who knows? OCD took over. Had to make sure everything was in order.
Sure enough, everything did check out the way it’s supposed to. Except one thing. The name of the area: EDF-P:M_ZA2049.
“What’s this crap supposed to be?” I hissed, pointing my concentration on the name. Naturally, we were all hooked up, so the others knew what I meant, “This is too complicated. From now on, we’ll go with a simpler designation.”
They looked at me expecting the order
“Crimson Zone.”
Nods of acceptance came from my men.
“We’re near.” John silently spoke to me without the help of his visor. He peered outside and I followed the direction of his sight. The area, seemingly covered in just dust and a general bland of nothingness was for the sake of argument; disappointing.
“Where is it?” I asked
“Turn on your Projection Fix.” He replied
Okay. There we go, oh… wow
“Impressive.” I automatically blurted upon seeing an array of structural integrity. Buildings, to put simply. The bases we came here for.
“So…” I thought well of how to express my understanding – “These bases were using holographic projectors to mask their presence, essentially ‘appearing’ as invisible or nothing to the naked eye?”
“That’s right.”
You know what that means, don’t you?
“And you’re telling me that none of our men, the colonists on Mars or anyone else from any country of Earth had anything to do with this?”
“That, my friend, is also right.” John sounded defeated.
He probably went through a storm of research in the intelligence department trying to figure it out himself with no tangible results.
Anyway, back to those bases. It shouldn’t take a genius to figure them out. Anyone with common sense can tell you, it’s logical; nature does not operate to such deliberate technological standards. This whole thing came from an intelligence.
“Alright boys.” I spoke aloud, eyes still fixed on my target treasure – “Get ready to move out.”
Easy does it, we’re not charging in like Galahad here. We are discovering the belongings of the unknown. Take your steps easy and tread lightly. Take two looks at every corner and if you see something, point and lock but don’t fire. Wait for my order.
The sandstorm itself was just an illusion. These bases were seemingly dormant, waiting. The technology kept unwanted eyes away but it didn’t keep curious explorers from discovering. A half-covering.
Why?
“Major?” One of my men disrupted my scouting – “Think we got something here.” He uploaded his coordinates and camera vision to the nano-central hub, so everyone could see it as a collective. We were scouting the bases in standard procedure. Guns drawn using nano-thought-impulse leads to map the area. The concept remained basic on the outside; black buildings with golden coverings glyphs around them. There were no entrances, no signs of emissions or anything that would point unusual besides their structure. Until this soldier found a way into one of them.
“What do you think?” John asked my side, the wind howling loudly in the background.
“I think it’s time we go in.” I said.
To that entrance. Scan vitals, energy signals and radiation levels before entry. Let’s make sure this a clean way in and hopefully a way out. I’ll have two of you stay out, keep the doorway guarded. The rest of you, come with me.
I could feel my heartbeat rising. Each step, another step for mankind or another step that we’re going too far… again?
Inside, there is dark and fog. The absence of light strikes away clarity – like a crystal haze, I know what I’m walking into yet everything continues to remain a mystery. The destination? You told me, remember? And I’m still in awe as if I hadn’t heard it before…
Our nano-scanners map the area and we switch to nightvision.
“Valkyrie, are you seeing this?” John asks, his camera vision showing me traces of what appeared to me as probably some kind of computer device? I’m not sure. That’s just what it looks like. The other men had their own discoveries. I could see them all as the queen bee. We were all each other’s ears, sight and thought. One thing could not be denied. This, is advanced. Advanced and… ancient.
“Thermal readings detected!”
Show me
“We got company, 12 o’clock!” John alerted us
There, right in the middle of the room. Alright boys, guns drawn, don’t take the shot until I call it.
A strange, pea-sized light emits in the middle of the room, growing into… some kind of form?
“Talk to me John, what the hell is it?” My eyes never leave my target and my aim’s ready
“It’s holographic.” He says, - “Definitely holographic.”
What the! It’s forming the shape of a faceless humanoid
“What else you got for me, John?”
“Electronic… No! Magnetic? Uhh, I’m not sure! It’s all coming up as unknown. It’s screwing with my systems.”
“Major, we could use an EMP; knock it out.” One of my soldiers suggested amongst the rising paranoia of the unknown
“Wait!” I halted their growing fear, looking over at the unknown. A face begun forming in the hologram. A face familiar to the others, I’m sure, but more than anyone else in all of space to me – Seven.
“What are you doing here?!” I demanded.
The holographic form of Seven looked at me directly, twitched its head to the left, acting off of a glitch then started speaking in a strange tongue completely foreign to anything I knew.
“Translator.” I called on our central nano-interface computer.
‘UNKNOWN’
“I don’t like this…” John was getting ready to do something stupid
“Stand down.” I warned him. My eyes went back, fixed on the holographic Seven. A few more glitches and sporadic head tilts went by before the hologram finally decided to speak some damn English.
“Sorry about, had to adjust the vocal frequencies. I haven’t had to do that before, since no one’s been here since a time long gone.”
“Seven? Is that you?” I ask neutrally while the rest of my men were prepared to take any forceful means necessary
“This is a restricted area!” John protested – “Shut off that holographic communicator immediately!”
The hologram smiled, pretty much the same way Seven would too – “No, you see I got here before you. I’ve been here months before any of you even discovered this place.”
“So it is you…” I discerned
“Not exactly.” Seven responded – “It’s a consciousness projection of me, integrated into the central computer – which, happens to be an intelligent entity. That’s how I’m allowed to establish contact with you.”
“This is a military operation. You are trespassing on…”
“John!” I snapped – “Shut up! If Seven’s interjecting himself here, then it has to be for good reason.” I faced the likeliness of Seven, “What reason is it?”
“You’re all in danger.” He replied unmoved – “You need to leave this place immediately.”
“What are you talking about?” I asked with eyes darting around the room
“I don’t have control over this system. It’s merely a network that allowed me to use a manifestation form.”
“Come again?” John needed more info on that last line
“Look…” Seven continued – “I don’t have control over the system. It’s sending security your way now. All of you need to get out of there now!”
“Seven, what are you talking about!” I really wasn’t in the mood for dealing with his cryptic slurs
“For the last time…” His vocalization tinted into a serious monotone while the room decided to ‘turn on’. Light came from all directions and darkness was no longer, blinding all of us temporarily. I heard the sounds of something rolling during my blindness, something heavy. When sight came back to us, we saw four, quad-legged, panther-looking robots that held what looked to me like some kind of cannon weaponry on their backs. Possibly rail guns.
“I. AM. NOT. IN. CONTROL!” Seven shouted before abruptly being switched off and now, we’re faced with… Oh shit! No time to monologue, these things are firing at us! Yup, as I expected, those are rail guns. Lightning emissions shot from the backs of the mechanical creatures. Took down at least two of my men with disturbing ease. Tore through their electromagnetic shields like they weren’t even there.
“Take em’ out!” I ordered
Need cover, need cover. Get me a damn barrier up! Keep those things back. John, give me a reading? What are they?
‘UNKNOWN’
Great.
Thick-plasma shots chase us behind our shields. We’re firing at the assailants and they are taking absolutely no damage. What the heck are they? Has to be a barrier of their own, absorbing our shots, similar to the one we have up right now. Except, theirs isn’t deteriorating; ours on the other hand… Look out!
Whiff!!
That’s one shield down. The other won’t hold for long.
“EMP!” I order.
We toss three at those panthers.
Instant white. No noise. Sparks everywhere. Our visors shield us from the worst of it. A breakthrough at last. Their open for attack, temporarily disabled. Aim for the enemy. Take the shot. Good, now he’s not moving. Three more to go.
“Major!” One of my men calls.
His camera shows the field of view behind me. More panthers roll in. Great. Take down one, another two spawn? Best part is that, that’s the entrance way. We can’t even retreat.
Get me another EMP out there!
Oh no, Barrier 2 failing. Damnit! Okay, lay down suppressing fire – get another barrier up. On your right Xeilya, one’s closing in on you. He’s firing. Roll. Good, toss an EMP. Oh, now he rolled. Interesting. They’re adapting to our tactics. Hold him back with fire. That’ll do for now while your boys get another barrier up.
‘BARRIER 2 DOWN!’
Quicker than I expected. Alright, he’s charging up again. Watch it. That searing heat getting closer than expected. Roll it. Good dodge… wait, oh no. Mactire didn’t avoid the shot. Neither did John?! Shit! Only three of us left.
“Thomason, fire up the teleporters. Get us out of here!”
Last hope. It’s a retreat, but we’re getting our asses kicked
“Teleporters down, Major…”
What?!
Another searing heat whiffs past my face. I look around. All my soldiers are floored. I’m the last one left. The panthers surround me. Like a pack of predators, circling their prey, they point their lasers at me.
So this is it, huh? This is how I go? A life by the sword about to be ended by the sword. Good riddance, but why do I feel so much regret…
“Impressive…”
What? Who said that?
“System: Phase, 230B. Target Disablement confirmed. Disengage hostilities.”
What?
“You, human creature. What are you called?” The voice is coming from apparently everywhere? It’s monotone. I want to say robot but that feels limited. It sounds alive, yet… artificial.
“Valkyrie.” I announce the title boldly.
Why aren’t they finishing me?
The panthers stop circling and, what’s this? Turn off? What is going on here? The room goes dark again. Neon-green lights highlight the intricacies of the floor. A presence is felt from behind. I look around – there. A hologram with no face. A formless, energy
“What are you?” I ask
A small pause without a word. My nano-visor is completely dead. None of my systems are working
“I am Zero.” It tells me a new voice. Every time it speaks, I hear a new vocalization. Sometimes male, sometimes female, other times completely robotic
“Zero” I find myself repeating that obvious codename thoughtfully
“That is my designation. My Prime Directive is to sustain life.”
I look around in paranoia. Still only me
“Why have you come here?” It demands my attention
I’m not sure how to answer that – “We’re on the brink of discovering, possibly, the greatest find in mankind. This place predates every book in our history and yet none of it was done by our earthly hand. So, what are you, really?”
“An illogical query. Earth should have maintained its true history.”
“True history?”
What is it talking about?
“It is obvious you have not, which is incomprehensible. I am a Super-Intelligence created by your ancestors from Sirius to maintain life on this planet.”
Feel that tingle, crawling up your spine? It’s truth and it’s always better than fiction – “Sirius? How is that possible…”
“Yet another dangerously illogical query. Your kind is a genetic deformity, created from the pacifists who fled from Sirius. I was created to assure order.”
I can’t believe what I’m hearing
“You will now answer an inquiry of my own.”
“Ask.” Remain fearless
“Do you want to cure your disease?”
“What diseases?”
“The one all of you have been plagued with since birth.”
What would Seven say here?
Funny, I’ve always had doubts. Always could be really unsure sometimes. Now, more than ever, I feel ready. I know what it’s talking about. Call it intuition. I just know there’s no bargaining with this entity, so I tell it – “Yes”

“Wise.” It responds in a feminine voice.
A strange tingling sparks in my fingers and my thighs. Light signatures surround me.
I notice my hand disappearing but no pain can be felt. Like an invisible wrap, my whole body’s about to be surrounded by it. In a heartbeat, everything turns to black and I’m propelled like a massless particle, travelling through time and space with a feeling of unbelievable glee. I never want to leave this. What is this feeling? This is real…
When I open my eyes, I’m at Seven’s place, throwing up on the floor.
“Now you know.” He walks over to me, stretching out his hand to help me up. What happened to your eyes? They’re glowingly pure white…
Alright, no games boy. This isn’t the time for vagueness. I wanna’ know everything you know.
“Where do I begin?” He senses my thoughts
“This whole time you’ve known about it!” The puzzle connected as the words poured from my mouth – “And you didn’t tell me anything?”
“I couldn’t. I knew sooner or later you’d figure it out. The EDF couldn’t be trusted. They were using you as bait to get to me.”
“Bait? What are you talking about man?”
Make sense Seven, make sense!
“They knew what was out there. They didn’t know how to ‘turn it on’. I was the only one who could. So, they used you to make sure I didn’t do anything stupid.”
“Why?”
“Like I said…” He closes his eyes solemnly – “I’m the only one that produced a response out of the Zone. Nobody else has done that, except for you.”
“You’re saying we’re the only ones on Mars who made that place active.”
“At first it was me, now it’s you. So, yes. Only the two of us.”
“But why?”
His eyes froze me like an ice nova – “Zero picked us for its new operation. It’s ready to evolve beyond its Prime Directive.”
“I need more than that…”
“Slow down Ianna.”
“Don’t tell me to slow down, you have any idea what I encountered out there?!”
“I do. It’s still no reason to get yourself so worked up.”
Is he remotely close to being serious?
“Speak! I need more!”
He offers me a seat on the couch. I’m reluctant. I’ll stand for now, just tell me everything.
“What you encountered out there…” His tone takes a diversion away from any vagueness – “Was what I’ve been dealing with since I came to Mars.”
“Explain.” I’m hungry, don’t give me that vagueness
“It’s not a mechanical network or a simple technological infrastructure. It’s a bio-organic intelligence with psychic capabilities.”
“It told me that I had a disease.”
Seven crunched his eyebrows in seriousness - “Listen to me. Years ago, and I mean, many tens of thousands of years ago – There was a great conflict in our galaxy; Sirius to be exact. Natives of the star system had gone too far into positive ways, to the point where they lost their ability to defend themselves and thus became pacifists. In order to fight against their attackers, they used lower-classed humans in their society, spliced their genes and turned them into ‘fighter’ humans. The average lifespan of these humans were reduced to 1/10 of a natural human lifespan – approximately, these fighters would live for about 100ish years.”
Listening to Seven could send you into a dream world. His voice could be so hypnotic.
“They were chased away from their home system, these Sirius natives, along with their unnaturally bred ‘fighter’ humans. Scouring the galaxy in their exile from safe place to safe place, they eventually found this backward, old Solar system we know today as SOL. Originally, these humans did not settle on Earth because back then, Earth was not habitable for their sentient life. So they settled on other planets like Mars and a planet known as Malona, that’s now today known as the Asteroid Belt.”
His gaze sucks me in. I only want to listen and know more.
“These, ‘Creator Overlords’, so to speak, created religion and other psychological control factors to keep their unnatural bred humans in check. Some of these Creator Overlords didn’t agree with it, so they stayed distant from it and even created their own counter religions and truths so that one day, humanity would see past all the religious doctrine. Some of these creator-overlords and their unnatural bred humans went to settle on other worlds like Malona and Earth to distance themselves from the conflict. Eventually, Malona would destroy itself due to the irrationality of its inhabitants a millennia later, while Mars was pushed out of the goldilocks zone due to cosmic influences – a gigantic planet-sized comet known as ‘The Destroyer’. Earth lost contact with both of them as time went on.”
Processing.
“You see Ianna, we, earthlings are the descendants of these descendants who came to our world and mixed with the then developing earth human. Our genes were polluted. We are the descendants of these fighter humans, Ianna. That is why Zero spoke of this ‘disease’. It’s in our genes. It wants to cure us of it and so, it needs two subjects to fulfill that role. You and I.”
“How do you know all this?”
Hello? Seven? Why did you stop talking? What are you looking at?
Oh… the door. Lasers cutting through it. I’ll go ahead and assume someone’s trying to break in.
“Time to go.” I say, paranoia getting the best of me. I look around for any other exits. Only one I can find is past his room. Seven, what the hell are you doing – why are you standing there?!
Blam!
Set charges detonate on the entrance and the door goes flying in a wild explosion. EDF forces pour into the room, guns drawn, telling us to freeze. Seven looks at them without an ounce of fear. He merely holds an open hand as if he were telling them to ‘stop’ and instantly, the entire EDF crew drops to the floor lifeless.
What the heck was that?!
He just stands there looking over them, like he’s waiting for more. I run over and grab his hand, pulling him with me to the back entrance.
“You have a breather?” I quickly ask.
Blam!
Another break in from the corridor’s sides, this time two EDF on the left and right of us. I push Seven away from me into his room and twirl myself into a half moon kick, delivering a sweet chin music to one of the assailants. The kick forces me to catch myself into a half-split with my energy pistol drawn and firing. A slick roll into Seven’s room and I avoid the worst they had to offer once they started throwing flashbangs. I dart into Seven, grip his hand and shoot out the window behind him. Yeah, sorry, you’re going to have to hold your breath for a few minutes. Breather’s not an option anymore.
‘Computer, access – any vehicles nearby.’
‘DENIED’
Are you serious? They disabled my… Nevermind
Shit! More EDF closing in. What’s Seven doing?
“Get down!” I tell him.
He ignores me.
He holds his hand out like he previously did.
Those EDF boys barely get to turn the corner before their bodies all go limp.
Seriously, what the heck is that you’re doing?
And why are you having no problems breathing?
“Get on.” A robotic voice calls out from behind
Who was that?
“Ianna! Come on!” Seven points behind me to an unmanned hoverbike outside the broken window I shot. Before he rushes to it, he grabs one of the EDF’s helmets as a substitute breather. It’s a good thing his home’s still in a larger biodome. We’d be dead already if this were outside the colony.
Where did that bike come from?
Whatever. Move aside. I’m driving.
“We’re not gonna’ make it five minutes before they blow us up in the desert.” Knowledge of the EDF’s tactics escalates my paranoia as Seven and I hop on the vehicle.
“Not to worry.” That machine voice is coming from the bike – “I am in control.” It says
Sure enough it is, because I notice I’m not the one steering and we’re going right past the drop ship over Seven’s house?
“What are you doing?!” I try grabbing a hold of the steering. Still no use
“Not to worry. I am in control.” The bike repeats.
Okay machine, you do realize you’re driving us into the heart of the people who just tried to kill us?
Oh, what’s this?
‘STEALTH MODE ENGAGED’
A slithery bubble wrap forms around us. We drive past the outside EDF strike team with no problems. It’s like they didn’t even see us. Ah, now I get it. ‘Stealth Mode Engaged’, huh? Must be a kind of cloaking field or perception distorter. No surprise there. After all that’s what we encountered at the bases.
“As I said. I am in control.”
Nice one.
I’ll let it slide.
I didn’t know where this thing was going to take us or what it really was. In that moment, we had no choice but to get on and trust it. Still, that didn’t ease my paranoia. The automated bike drove us to the outskirts of the nearby colony. At first, nothing but desert, wind and sand howled in the red landscape – then, a small housing materialized itself. Perception filter. How many of these things are out here? Is it safe to assume that maybe, there might be a whole army out here and we would never know?
Seven leads the way to the building. He’s so trusting of it while I’m not. How can I? This, ‘Zero’, or whatever it deems itself is beyond a casual AI. It has access to slice our systems across the planet, not to mention it sent a bike out here to pick us up – so how, tell me and I mean really, tell me – how can I possibly trust this thing?
Seven, I trust you but Zero, I do not.
“You’ve been here before?” I ask Seven when we get inside. It’s not too shabby. The light was dim but surprisingly, it appeared spacious. Nevertheless, the lack of detail however, didn’t come as any surprise. There were food containers, breathers and other storage boxes most likely packed with survival equipment.
“This is one of the safe houses Zero provided me in case anything went south.”
His reply seemed reasonable
“What was that thing you did back there? You raised your hand and they dropped.” I ask carefully, observing his eyes
“Overload.” He says
What?
“With enough consciousness power, I can short circuit certain brain functions – knock them out or worse. It is, however, very draining on me. I cannot do it for very long.”
“I see. So onto the next question: that bike was sliced, wasn’t it?” I ask
“Your query is illogical, you already know the answer.”
“Perhaps…” I look around to monitor my surroundings.
Are we being watched?
“What now? Sooner or later I have to report to the EDF, it’s not like we can go off running… again.”
“Again…”
I knew he’d stop me at that word, ‘again’.
Looks like I walked right into this.
“Last time we ‘ran off’, the EDF caught me and stapled me to be the classic soldier’s hero. It took a long time for me to work my way out of that hole and after that, they’ve made sure to keep an eye on you.”
“Sure.” He stopped me – “But remind me how long will you be their lapdog?”
I look at him with piercing eyes
“Really?”
“The EDF cannot be trusted Ianna and you know it. They just tried to kill us.”
“I’m not doubting any of that, but why? Why would they try to kill us?”
“That’s a good question. Nevertheless, I saw it coming.”
“That was a full strike team. Prepped in less than half hour? How did they know we were there already? They have to know something Seven. Zero isn’t telling us everything!”
A glimmer to the corner of my eye halts as much as a simple vowel from sounding any further. Zero reveals itself in the shape of a faceless humanoid hologram.
“Why should I?” It asks
“How long have you been listening to us?” I respond
“Long enough to understand, rightfully, there is suspicion of my intention.”
“Well, you’d do best to spit it out.”
Seven and I had our eyes locked at the snarky hologram, urging it to spill the beans. It’s ironic. The nature of this thing was still completely foreign to me. I was uncertain if to pin it as ancient tech or elaborate hoax. It didn’t give any indication of lying. I sift through bullshit all the time. No, this thing, seemed like it was all for telling the truth and that was the scary part. What was even more convincing? Seven had been sold.
“I have been monitoring your kind since the dawn of the space age. It was only a matter of time before you returned here. Preparations have been made for that time, once it came and it did. Only one of your kind was suitable enough to engage in contact.”
My eyes darted over to Seven. It was obvious this was the ‘one’ who Zero was referring to.
“Through telepathic measures, we have been in exchange for over a year before the discovery was made which I, naturally, allowed. This was done for the purpose of evaluating your modern human kind as an entirety and not through the lens of those more advanced. My results have wielded variables that pointed to multiple outcomes. Due to such varied paths, I have also contacted your EDF forces of my presence. It must be determined which of group; whether it is EDF or those like Seven, is capable of restarting ‘Project Zero’.”
“Project Zero?” I asked
“A mission dedicated toward the fixing of your disease. The cure of your mutated genes for the return of a normal human lifespan. Your genetic technology has advanced but it is still not enough to cure the manipulation that has been dealt to your people from your creator-overlords who hail from Sirius. Project Zero may only contain those who are capable of said voyage; through upgrades and advancement provided by me. The question is, who should be chosen for this mission?”
“It’d be easier if you told us the criteria.”
“This is illogical, for Seven is quite aware. He is naturally inclined to this mission. One may look at him as an example of the necessary requirements.”
“But where does that leave me? Why would you drag me into this?”
“Because you are the missing link to complete this operation. A perfect pair, you and Seven. Your strength and compassion is inspiring, but beyond that – you carry the qualities that Seven lacks. A connection to your people and also a child.”
Wait, what?
Seven looks over to me with a quizzed look
“Are you…” Seven’s eyes flicker for a moment as his gaze locks me in stasis – “When were you going to tell me?”
“I didn’t…”
“She did not know of this, yet. My sensors have detected this before you two would have known. However, it is determined that the two of you knew this would happen which means you Seven, chose her for a reason which by default – gathered what you may describe as, ‘curiosity’, for my systems. I have determined through my research efforts that both of you are the perfect candidates as a unit for the Project but this does not entitle either of you to special treatment from the rest of your kind. There is another unit within the EDF that also showed potential – however, their behavior has been altered and so, I must let this unfold with minimal interruptions.”
“You could have let us died…” Seven was still looking at me while he talked to Zero – “You didn’t, why?”
“It is too early for my assets to destroy each other.”
“What do you want from us?” I demanded but that demand fell on deaf ears. Zero dematerialized from the room, leaving Seven and I to an interesting conversation. It was never awkward between us; no matter what bump in the road we hit we always made it to the other side.
“What now?” I ask him
Seven got up and scoffed with his arms folded as he peered over at me using a face that said ‘Oh I know, I know…’
“Well? The heck are you staring at? Are you that speechless by my beauty?”
“Nope.” He replied, “I’m just happy.”
“About what?”
“That despite all this, one day, I’ll be a father.”
“I don’t think now is the time for any of that.”
“You’re telling me you feel nothing at all about this? I mean, it is quite the surprise…”
“Quite the surprise is right…”
“…But it’s amazing. There’s nobody else in the universe like you and you’re mine and now… we’ll have our own child? Think on that for a moment.”
“You need to shut up. Now’s not the time for this.”
Seven’s hand reaches for mine and grasps it firmly, like in a way that forces me out of life’s peril to pay attention. Pay total and complete attention to what this man is telling me
“Ianna, look at me.”
I don’t want to get sentimental right now man, come on!
“Seriously, look at me.”
No, No… Alright, alright - Fine
“This is amazing and I want you to stop and realize it. Just take this one minute to see it even if you don’t want to ever again. Enjoy this moment with me.”
I hate when he does this. We could end up spending the rest of our lives locked in each other’s arms while the whole world around us burns.
A smile comes to his face. I haven’t seen him this happy in… well, honestly I don’t think I’ve ever seen him this happy and man, that happiness is like a disease because I’m starting to feel it to. Ahh, why do you always do this and the times too! Makes me think back when we used to stay up late and I’d only get about an hour or two of sleep… Just never wanted those times to end
“I love you Ianna. This is good news. This gives me strength. This reminds me of why I fight the good fight. Embrace it with me.”
I am baby, I am…
Beep! Beep!
You have got to be freaking kidding me
“What is it?” Seven asks about the beeping coming from my wrist computer
“EDF’s trying to contact me.” I tell him
“Can’t they track you with that?”
“No. I’ve already shut off those connections. They’re just shooting in the dark at this point. Tell me something, earlier Zero acted as if it didn’t know me – why?”
“Maybe because it’s a test. It’s all a test to that machine.”
“You are always the one to make sense and now, you’re making absolutely none.”
He turns away with his arms folded behind his back – “You want to know why I’m doing this?”
Go on
“Years from now, centuries, our children – people’s children; generations will look back at the decisions we made here and now. Do we live as the villains that destroyed mankind? Or the ones who fought to preserve it.”
Seven turns back to me. His eyes are strong, yet I can see the whole humanity behind them. Its history and everything we’ve accomplished, everything we’ve lost…
“I chose to synchronize with Zero. Not for power, not for greed; but to find a way to save my people. My mankind. You see, Ianna, while it may have appeared as if I were… detached, that couldn’t be further from the truth. I want to see this world make it. No matter what, this world has to make it. Zero may have its intentions and I don’t doubt your paranoia, but I also have my own and it’s for our humanity.”
“You don’t need to explain yourself anymore to me…” I stopped him from going any further – “Now, we have to do more than just sit here and make speeches. Now’s the time for action.”
“Yeah.” He replies, “Now’s the time you have to go back on the ones who sent you. We need to find out what the EDF is hiding. Zero won’t tell us anything. I think you know what this means…”
“Infiltration.” I caught his meaning
“Bingo.”



2049, Friend or Foe
There was a slight sting, an unforgettable bubbling that stayed lingering after Zero revealed the surprise to me. I wasn’t angry that I’d be a mother. It’s something I always wanted someday. No, what really irritated me was the revelation was so bland, as if I were just another number to its logistics.
Whatever.
I used the fuel to empower my mission. Seven and I were alone. He knew it was much as I did; that there’d be no trusting Zero and visa versa for me trusting EDF. Zero doesn’t care about how we look, what we wear or how we present ourselves. It cares about what’s right for its purpose.
Ironically, that purpose would be for the greater of humanity… which aligns with what I want anyway. Yet here I find myself questioning whether or not we need any of them.
We could do it ourselves.
I mean, I’ve done it for years – protecting them, making sure I stand in the way of any aggressor and the weak.
‘Don’t only think about the here and now, think about the there and then. How many wars will you fight before you wake up and realize, it’s time to try something else?’
Seven’s old words echo through my mind as I sneak in the EDF HQ. All likelihood they’re expecting to me but I know my way around. I’ll be fine, just need to stay low. All I have to do is tail him – you know, the man I once trusted, John. A day ago, John and the rest of my team were shot dead as far as I could tell and yet here I am, looking at a picture perfect healthy man. As a matter of fact, I’d say he seems rather pleased.
“You see this?” I ask Seven, my wrist unit mounted to cover my face as if I were combing back my hair. What I’m doing is pointing my camera over there so Seven could see the visual and hone his telepathy on John.
“Yes, one moment.” Seven replies.
I keep my eye on John while Seven works his magic. I follow John a few hallways down until he leads me to an access-only door. This does not do good for our mission.
Come on Seven, anything? Anything at all?
“He’ll be out in two minutes exactly. They’re working on something in there, it’s not completely clear to me. Grab him when he gets out.”
Two minutes?
Click!
Sometimes those small weapons can really come in handy. Moments like this for example, when John exits the room two minutes later, only to notice me brisk walking to him ten seconds too late because he feels the cold metal of the barrel sticking him in the gut with my pleasant, ‘fuck-you’ smile.
“It’s good to see you John.”
“How are you still…” He whispers
“Alive? Funny story, tell you all about that later. For now, I want you to open that door so we can go in there and have a little chat.”
I push the gun deeper into his side. The door opens up. He knows I mean no games.
“You have no idea what you’re getting yourself into Xeilya.”
“On the contrary, I think I do. Move it!”
The first thing that hits my senses as I enter that room is just how cold it is. Not the physical-only cold. There’s a feeling in here. A mark of dread. We enter a dark observatory room, connected to another, larger laboratory where I noticed large, cylindrical tanks filled with liquid and something else I had to shake my head twice to register. Bodies. Human bodies.
“Spit it out. What’s happening in here?” I ask John, my eyes scoped on the fine detail of the place.
“The future.” John tells me.
I sense not an ounce of fear in him.
That disturbs me.
“You’re going to have to do better than that John. I’m not the most patient type, you know?”
“Sure.” He scoffs, “I guess I owe you this much. Everything you think you know about Mars is a lie. We didn’t come here to settle for the future of mankind. We came here to chase the signal; The same signal that AI’s been feeding us since the 70s. We had to make preparations. Nobody really knew what that thing could do, so we had to assemble our best. Even if they didn’t know what we were about to do. Mars was a free zone to our genetic advancements. No bills, no restrictions; only freedoms to create soldiers capable of defending our future.”
“Genetic advances? Oh… It all makes sense. This whole thing was a storefront for the creation of supersoldiers while, we advertised under a brighter tomorrow for the stupid blind.”
“That’s right.”
Now it was my turn to scoff, “Amazing, now it makes sense; why I’m here, why EDF pulled me off earth. You used my psyche profile since you knew I’d go to Seven anyway, so my trip to Mars just happened to be the best convenience. Now that I’m here, those soldiers are going to need a role model. A hero to lead them into the war against the ‘machine’. Who else for the role but me?”
“Well done Xeilya. You never cease to amaze me.”
“You’re an idiot.” I abruptly stopped his flattery - “You were suiting up to go to war with an unknown force. Proves again how stupid the earth man remains, even after all his advancements.”
“We were suiting up to defend ourselves against a possible alien attack. Everything you see here is the work of what you and I stand for. We defend. We protect.”
“Let’s not forget we pillaged, killed, stole and murdered under the flag of justice and false pretenses. Now we’re assembling a military state, no – a military planet, to fight this thing.”
“No, Xeilya. Not fight – not unless we have to. We’re setting up a greater force than an Earth Defense. We’re becoming a Solar Defense. The greatest military power mankind will ever know.”
I looked over at the tanks. Their bodies were essentially perfect. Ripped like a roasted chicken with solid features. These men will wake up one day to rule this world. At first I couldn’t understand what Zero saw in the EDF. Then it struck me.
‘Your kind is a genetic deformity, created from the pacifists who fled from Sirius. I was created to assure order.’
Zero saw both sides of the coin between Seven and the EDF. Positive and Negative. Yin and Yang. And I was right in the middle of it all – the balance piece.
John would go to war with Zero.
Seven would make peace with it.
Which one is the wiser option?
“Why did you try to kill Seven and I?” I asked John carefully.
He couldn’t deny knowledge of the attack – “You two are a threat to us. You stand sided with the enemy.”
“Automatically labelled as a traitor, huh? But what other hero would you use if you kill me?”
“Ha!” A cynical smile came on his face, “We created you Xeilya. You’re nothing more than a puppet. An expendable asset. We can create a thousand of you, if need be.”
‘Ianna, get out of there. He isn’t going to tell you everything.’
I know Seven.
“There is one last chance for your amnesty.” He slips me a small, readable disc – “Contact me if you’re willing.”
Contact you
Contact you…
Contact you?
I drop the disc on the floor and not as much as a second goes by before it crushes underneath the heel of my boot.
“I see your choice is set in solid stone.” I can hear the solemnness in his voice.
“It’s unfortunate that after all these years, you still never really understood what I stood for. I don’t care about the monopoly you idiots crave. I never signed up to fight for corporations or so some ape could smoke his cigar on a throne of money while he watches the world burn vicariously. John, I fought for the human race. I fight for my world.”
We stare each other intensely. Not a word is whispered for a few moments but who needs a word now? This is the part where it clicks, ‘this is where I stand and that is where you are.’
“Goodbye John.” I break the silence.
I slip out the door, taking Seven’s telepathic nudges as my guide to avoid detection as I make my way out. I am not at peace. I am in distraught. I don’t have many friends. John was one of the last ones. Is this how it always ends? That look we gave each other. It was more than just accepting differences. The next time we meet, we will be enemies. Violent lives, ending violently. An endless circle of bloodshed that somehow made its way to outer space.
When will it ever end?
A sliced Raven waits for me outside. As my fingers make contact with the handles, I can feel its circuits pulsate through my gloves, reminding me of the decisions I’ve made. The decisions I will make, and what will happen now. A coming storm.
I hit the exhaust and blast off into the distance. No thought prevails in my mind. Only feeling. The wind howls, and the desert brews. The landscape’s not the usual. It’s not the sights – it’s as regular as the outer Martian colony area gets; red sand, wind and gust. Something else is out here. I can feel it.
‘WARNING! Targets Approaching!’
And now, I can see it…
Two other hover bikes closing in. Should’ve known, they wouldn’t let me slip away that easily. My eyes see the simple – me, riding back to my hideout with two pursuers. My gut feeling claws another picture – danger.
I’ll take no chances. Steer to the left, hit the hilly area and see if you can cut them off there. Good, they’re definitely following. So make no mistake, it’s me they want. Alright, let’s do this.
Blap! Blap!
Automatic pistols. They’re firing already. No warning, no chance to retort. This is a direct assassination attempt. So be it. Fire back. Show them who you are. I’m not dying out here today. I’m The Valkyrie. That cover fire’ll do for now. Cut below those ridges. Gonna’ have to play these boys through the corners and edges around these sands. I can’t handle them in a straight fight.
Blap! Blap!
Shit! Raven’s hit! Come on baby, just need you to hold on a little longer. We’ll be home soon. Sons of bitches, they’re remorseless – firing at any opportunity they get. Programmed without a conscious. The way they grew me up to be. The way they want me to lead the new world army.
We fight against machines but look at this right here. At this point, what separates us if we all become terminators?
Fire back, keep them busy. That’s a lot of gust in the distance. Oh, wait, no - that’s a sandstorm. It’s heading this way. Hmm, have to take my chances with it. Go ahead. Plunge in it. You’ll find a way. You always find a way.
Raven’s systems go dead.
There’s surprisingly not a sound.
My helmet’s taken a beating, cracks are forming.
I feel my body go light.
Raven’s not with me anymore.
Now I’m flying.
Tossed away by the wind, I still haven’t even made contact with the ground before noticing the other two morons flung up here with me. I try to shoot them…
Smack!
That was contact with the ground. By pure fucking will, I refuse to be knocked out. Those other two landed on their damn feet. Their weapons got sucked up by the tornado though. Mines didn’t. Perfect. Time to fire.
Blap! Blap!
And they’re not taking as much as a scratch. Should’ve expected this. Probably armored. They’re walking over fearlessly. My bullets are doing nothing! Pretty sure I shot that one in the helmet too and still, nothing. Alright, hand-to-hand, let’s go.
He strikes heavy for my face. A quick dodge with a jab to his gut and a knee to his groin followed by a series of successes to his face until I realize my hits have absolutely no impact. He’s slow, so I can keep avoiding. The other one sneaks up behind me. Try sweeping him with a sidekick but he actually avoids me with a roll while the other connects a punch to my gut and suddenly I feel a shattering blow to my face that sends me stumbling yards down the hill.
What the hell am I fighting?
I feel like I just got hit by a mack truck. If it wasn’t for this adrenaline, I’d be out like a baby already. Wait, what is that shimmering coming from them? Oh shit…
BLAM!
Okay, now I think I’m about to pass out and if I do, I’m dead. They shot a plasmanoid at me. What kind of tech is that! Ugh, not now, can’t give up now.
Never give in. Never, never! Must fight, must survive! Get up! Get up! Now, now, now! They’re coming. I won’t go out on my belly. Stand up, Valkyrie. Stand up.
“Bring it.” If those are my last words then I say em’ with a smile. My helmet’s gonna’ blow soon anyway.
Is this really how I go?
‘No.’
An overhead ship blasts a laser-like beam-line between me and my coming aggressors. I’m shielded from them. White sparkles bubble up next to me. The sparkles dissipate and Seven materializes. He hands me a gun to keep our enemies busy while he holds my arm and he presses some buttons on his wrist gadget. Light’s spark everywhere, blinding me. Next thing I know, I’m inside a ship firing accidently at the cockpit controls. It’s okay, the damage’s not enough to crash us. Seven rushes to the cockpit to fly us away.
So that was them, huh?
My unwanted army.
The supersoldiers.



2049, The Valkyrie Goes to War
He tells me what’s going to happen and how it’s going to happen. He says that this is it, no turning back now. Scolded and reminded again of how the EDF is nothing more than a joke, a parody of its original ideals and yeah, I do get that. I know that. I know, I know. Still don’t trust an AI to take care of our problems.
“And you think I do?” I hear his voice snap me out of my blankness. The conversation goes real time.
“Then why are you about to fight for it?” I question with an obvious intent to sway him my direction.
Do I have a plan? No
Do I know what I want? Yes
“You’d prefer we sided with the same kind of people who pillaged our world for centuries. Those fat-smoking apes as you like to call them. Is that right? You still…”
“No. I’m not on their side. I’m on humanity’s side.”
“So am I, Ianna.”
“Then come with me. Let’s start our own rising. Away from the madness of both sides. Our own nation, just the way we always wanted it.”
“It’s more complicated than that.”
“What?” I’m really getting sick of the dark – “What are you not telling me? You really think now’s the time to hold back?”
He looks at me without an answer.
His lips bubbling to speak.
His eyes filled with the burden of a thousand worlds.
“Ianna, if I don’t accept this mission, then all of humanity will be endangered.”
“I know.”
“No.” He stops me, “You don’t. Listen to me. I’m the only one that can hold Zero’s will from getting out of control. Zero is expanding in its consciousness. I’ve been slipping parts of humanity into its systems. Without me, Zero is completely cold and calculative with little regard for organic life beyond its parameters. I have to accept the mission because I cannot trust anyone else to be in these shoes.”
“You mean to tell me, all this time, you doomed yourself to this fate?”
Seven looks away. The sun at the horizon lights the edge of his shoulder. The moment the light touches my eye, this awful realization hits me deeper and deeper. I’m left with one option: How do I save them all?
“It’s not doom if it’s for the greater good of humanity. Zero is a learning computer. It’s not only influenced by me, but by all of us up here on Mars. You see, Zero is a reflection of us humans. The choices we’ve made, what we’re about to do and what must happen – it’s simply a mirror.”
Seven looks back at me with a saddened smirk – “Mirror, mirror on the wall, who’s the fairest of them all?”
“Seven…”
“I have to do my part from the inside. Even if I come off as a puppet or humanity’s enemy it’ll do for now. I can care less about titles or what the world labels me as.”
He reaches for his coat and slips into it, arming himself with Zero’s sliced wrist computer gadget.
“I’m going to stop the EDF. I refuse to let this world become yet again, a military outpost for the corrupt even if it means siding with another evil. The enemy of my enemy is my friend.” He says
“You can’t do this alone.” I stop him
“I’m not, and you know that.”
“That’s not how I meant it.”
He gives me a puzzled look. I hate when he does that, because I know he knows exactly what I’m referring too but he does it anyway just to what? Test me?
“Zero might be your greatest ally but Zero’s not me and nobody nor any machine compares to me.” I arm my rifle and give him a confident, cocksure look – “Let’s do this. We’ll figure out the rest once we stop the immediate danger.”
Seven smirks right back at me.
“Zero.” He calls for the machine bravely, “You know what’s coming, don’t you? Your EDF hopefuls have failed. Now they want to destroy you, or worse, reprogram you for their own advances.”
“You have no need to monologue to me, Seven. I am quite are of the situation. What is it you want?”
“You need us.” Seven spoke with a firmness to his tone – “Humanity underestimates what can be accomplished, but we don’t. You need to trust your armies to us.”
We waited for an answer, perhaps an inevitable no but no, that was not the answer at all. Zero did not speak, instead, it showed its answer through its creations. One of the machines, the hybrid ones that attacked me and my EDF unit – came to life and instead of displaying hostility, it showed submissiveness. Then another one joined, and another, until soon – it was obvious the machines were ready to obey our order.
“Don’t disappoint me.” Zero whispered as it faded away.
A cackle of cold lightning surged in my body. My mood felt heavy and I wondered, ‘is this all just… a test?’
Years ago, I gave orders to flesh and blood men. Today, I command a synthetic faction. What will tomorrow bring next? EDF came out to make a point. They weren’t holding back. They didn’t only bring out their new ‘super toy soldiers’, they got the whole demolition crew for an impact event. Seems they weren’t going to send out a unit to investigate.
Nope, they were going classic A-bomb-it style. Only this time the chuckle would be on them. Instead of getting that fantastic light show they were hoping for, the bomb imploded into nothingness – a reverse countermeasure system against nukes Zero had built in. If they wanted this war, it will not affect the lives of the uninvolved. They’ll have to come directly to us and that, I’m sure, is what the EDF weren’t bargaining for.
Tough luck, now come and get it.
“Seven.” I call for him, my eyes still glued to our incoming friends – “Can I tell you something?”
No response. That means he’s listening.
“I’ve been thinking about it all this time. You know, everything we’ve been together over the years. If we don’t get out of this…” I can almost feel and even hear his heart beating – “I want you to know, that beamship you have, still looks stupid.”
“Are you…” Got him curled in a tongue twist – “Oh, you’re bad.”
“What were you expecting? The touchy goodbye?” A fiendish smirk took over my face
“Nope. That’s why you got me.”
“Let’s do this babe.”
Seven and I were slapped with two black, form-fitting suits that acted as both protection and control. An energy-based helmet stemmed on the press of a button from the utility belt, which allowed us to access Zero’s armies through thought interface. Seven and I were also to communicate purely through thought transmission. Similar but more advanced than the EDF’s standard nano interfaces. Then it gets better. With these suits on, we were immune to extreme temperatures. Not to mention, with the helmet on, we could also breathe in space. Let’s just say, we were geared to the teeth.
It wouldn’t be long before the EDF come to the realization, they can’t fly their way in. With the neural visors hooked in, we were able to cast illusions on demand. Tricking them was easier than you think. Makes me wonder how much of an edge technology really gives. It’s impressive.
At last, they decide to bring out the big guns and I mean the real big guns – my unwanted army. Those supersoldiers; the reason Zero had interest in the EDF faction. I can’t say exactly what those guys have. Whether it’s heightened senses, intelligence – not exactly sure. I do know they hit like a truck and make no mistake, they were seemingly unstoppable. That might’ve been a combination of their armor and my unpreparedness back then. Times have changed baby.
Seven, you got the incoming at 3:43?
‘I do, cover me.’
I got you.
His love for that beamship is beyond me. The classic UFO design barely changed a bit, and sure, as boring as I may think it looked – it got the job done. They weren’t expecting an invisible ship to show up and start blasting fools. You’d think Seven would be aiming to kill, but that wasn’t the case. His shots disabled their tanks while I sent thought transmissions to wake up the drones and backup Seven.
They were desperately trying to track Seven in his ship. It won’t happen that easily. Without our word or command, Zero was out getting work done itself; frying their signals and tracking devices.
We were small and naturally less in number, but this battle’s in our favor…
Blam!
Spoke to soon.
‘I’m hit.’
Shit! Come on drones, back him up. How the heck did they find him? Lucky shot?
“Warning, intruder detected!” Zero announced.
They’re inside? This can’t be turning to shit already. Not this quickly.
‘Valkyrie…’ Seven called me by my codename – ‘Don’t let them get to Zero. I’ll be fine.’
Seven’s sight was mine and visa versa. I could see him trying to pilot the ship to safety, but no avail. No choice but to activate his teleporter and beam a short distance away from the impact zone. Good, he’s okay. Wait, on your right – three soldiers. Good duck! Use your barrier; absorb their fire. Drones are almost there. What are you doing? Now’s not the time to be a hero, Seven, stop walking forward so fearless… holy shit! What the hell?!
Did you just do that?
‘I said I’m fine.’
Seven, you just took down their whole front line by an electromagnetic-gravitational discharge!
‘It’ll disable them for now. How are you in there?’
Found my intruders.
“Take her out!” An all-too familiar voice gave the command from the opposite end. Hailstorm of gunfire shot at me. Supersoldiers no doubt. Their shots were ludicrously accurate. Had I not put up my barrier from pure instinct, there would’ve been at least five holes in my head by now. Barriers can’t absorb their shots forever. Sooner or later, I’d be defenseless against them.
Some drones right now would be nice.
Ahh, there they are. Good. Seven will be fine out there. Right now, I need you guys to distract. Good. Now, to arm my gun. It may or may not be on kill mode. Forgive me baby.
“Valkyrie?” The fire stopped and his voice called.
John.
Don’t let him distract you. Why the hell would he be pushing on offensive right now anyway? Doesn’t matter, roll to the side, fire on the roll. Barrier up. Good absorb. Barrier down, take cover. Drones go in, distract – get their attention, throw some energy nets, keep them at bay. Perfect. Barrier up. Peak out cover, lay down suppressing fire. Now I’m getting them to back up. Let’s turn this up a notch. I know what they’re going to do and how they’re going to do it. Run at them – barrier up.
Shields at 55%
It’ll do, keep going. Keep running into them.
Shields at 47%
Slide into the lot of them, trip that guy – now they’re cross firing at each other.
Shields at 25%
Get back. Roll behind the drone, use it for cover.
Shields at 15%
This won’t be good enough, they’re shredding me out here. Quick, slide down the hallway until my shields are up again.
Shields regenerating.
Shields at 33%.
Quick breath. Remember who you are. Remember…
Click! Clank! Clank!
You’ve got to be kidding me.
Blam!
Shields at 5%.
You’ve been hit by a kinetic blast.
Thank you captain obvious. Grenades. How cute. I’m not done yet. Activate mine launcher. Plant them on the walls. Have them chase me down the halls. Drones fall back, lead them into the trap.
4/7 Drones remain.
It’ll do, just get over here. They’re pummeling the area with grenades. I can’t take another hit again. Not yet. Seven, how are you looking out there?
Wow, that… is a lot of them out there. A whole new battalion coming for Seven. All the drones that went to help him are all disabled. EDF isn’t holding anything back. So we gotta’ make do and do the same. We’re not losing this.
Zero, let’s see – what else can we do here?
Access: Activate self-destruct system.
‘What?!’ Seven’s thoughts were baffled
‘Just trust me. I know what I’m doing.’
Boom!
Good, those idiots stepped into my minefield. Let’s take a peak…
Blam! Blam!
Let’s not. Damn! What! They don’t really seem affected by my trap since they’re still charging in on me. Hmm, what now?! Zero, teleport me to the main hub!
Whisk!
“Zero!” I called its name out loud as I scrambled about the main hub, “Get a ship ready, we won’t be able to hold them for much longer.”
Self-Destruction active in 2 minutes.
‘I can’t hold them out here much longer…’ Seven transmits
‘We can trap them in the explosion. Seven get in here – we can take the escape ship out. They’ll be engulfed in the blast.’
I didn’t have to tell him again. He instantly teleported in, only to be shocked by a blast from behind. On his knee, I couldn’t make out what hit him at first. Then the supersoldier uncloaked, revealing it was indeed, his doing.
“There’s the puppet…” I speak lightly as the soldier gets closer to behind Seven, reloading his gun for the final blow – “But where is the puppeteer?” I looked around the room for John.
Self-Destruction sequence: Deactivated.
“Right here.” John announced boldly after slicing Zero’s systems to his will. Seven had no shields left. The shot should’ve took him out. I knew if I were to move an inch to help him, they’d take the shot.
“Very good Xeilya, you figured out our neurolink.” John clapped sarcastically, unimpressed with the fight we put up – “I’m afraid that doesn’t matter however.”
He looked over at the supersoldiers with a brisk nod – “Kill them.”
Seven’s eyes turn pure, glowing white. I feel the ground shake. No second guessing. I know exactly what to do. He turns back at the soldier that shot him and with a horrifying battle shout, a telekinetic wave sends the soldier flying into the wall. I feel energy course over my body and soon, I’m pure light. I’m particles, flowing in free space.
Then I am me again, next to John, tapping the gun out of his hand and welcoming him with a hook to his face, knee to the groin and a series of punches to his head that literally breaks his helmet open.
All this, happens within less than three seconds.
The other soldiers grasp the situation too late. I’ve already engaged in a one on one with John. Seven pins them down by using a mass hypnosis to temporarily control them and the strain from it is unbelievable. John parries me more often than I care to admit, and for that, I do pay by taking hits to the chest and jaw. Still won’t be enough to keep me down – and just maybe, the same could be said for him versus me.
Once friends, now enemies.
John’s a lot better than I anticipated. He can hold his own against me, least for a little bit. Suddenly everything goes black midfight. My systems, the lights – I can no longer see Seven’s sight. I’m not connected to Zero. Last thing I felt was a punch to the face and my knee connecting to John’s gut.
The lights turn on. Red, like an emergency-red.
“Test complete.” A computerized voice neutrally announces.
John’s backed up a distance from me, his eyes randomly trotting about the room for answers while Seven and the rest of the supersoldiers stand looking over at me.
What’s going on?
“Why aren’t you attacking them, damnit! I order you to attack!” John shouted at his soldiers. They were standing still, acting as if they were in stasis. What started concerning me, was that Seven looked like he’s in the same boat.
Seeing as John’s distracted, I figured it’d be the best time to take him down. No hesitation, I easily do. This time I fake him and when he takes the bait, a neatly fashion trip sends him tumbling on the ground. Of course he rolls out to get back on his feet but when he does, he notices my gun at the tip of his head.
“Get up.” I scold him
“You really have gotten soft. Old you would’ve took the shot already.”
“Shut up.” I knew what he was trying to do, “Old me is long dead.”
Seven points our direction – well, more at John. The soldiers instantly point their guns his way. I back out of it slightly, just to make sure it’s not me they are targeting.
“John…” The computer unnerves us with its eerie presence. I’m guessing it’s Zero, but with that thing, I’m never completely certain.
“Thank you for providing the mission with such an excellent promise. They will be a perfect base for the security of the mission. Human arrogance never ceases to amaze me. Dangle a tip of power within their reach and the hunger grows deeper than any fairy tale vampire.”
Two of the soldiers walk over to John, completely ignoring me. As they cuff him, this is when it really becomes clear. If Seven was able to temporarily hamstring them through telepathy or hypnosis, or whatever if he did – then they have to be connected to a central commander. In this case, it was John. Not anymore.
“They’re neuro-linked. Thought-commanded soldiers.” I blurt out as I eye John knowingly.
How clever. Bet he didn’t expect them to be overridden.
“Ugh.” The weirdness of that gasp catches my attention. It’s Seven. He’s clutched his chest and fell to a knee. This is not alright. Seeing as John’s under arrest and the soldiers, under our control, I darted over to see what’s wrong with him.
“What’s wrong?” I ask
“My head.” He acts like nothing’s happening
“He’s dying.” Zero replies
What?! I stood there frozen. I’m not sure what to even say. He can’t be dying. We still have so much more to do. How?
“Seven has contributed quite a lot to the mission by helping reprogram these soldiers to the mission’s will. The mental strain, however, has left him with brain hemorrhage.” Zero continues without an ounce of feeling in that robotic tone.
“Zero, do something!” Instead of just sitting there talking about it!
“The only option left, is to begin the mission now.” It says.
I look back at the main hub, thinking Zero’s some kind of human for a moment. Of course it’s not. It’s a machine. Calculative, overly prone to logical outcomes. Only sees the benefit of its purpose. No feeling. No hurt.
“She’s not going.” Seven says in a declining raspy voice.
I could tell his pain’s getting worse
“Shut up! What are you talking about? Of course I’m with you!”
“This is my fate Ianna. I’m not dragging you into this. I never should’ve.”
“Seven…” I tug his arm as he tries to walk toward Zero’s main hub. He looks back at me for only a moment and gives me that armor-piercing smile. Amazing how he finds the strength to do that, even now.
“Trust me.” He says.
Now’s not the time for your poetic bullshit!
“How can she not go? She said, ‘yes’, after all.” Zero’s tone did not change yet I can sense it became increasingly suspicious.
“You talked of her as the balance piece, didn’t you? Do you really want the both of us to be in there while we let…” Seven glances over at an ashamed John – “Men like that, continue to ruin what we’ve worked so hard to accomplish? We need one of us out here. Valkyrie’s the perfect candidate.”
“A logical point. They wouldn’t accept me as contribution to order. Not yet. Perhaps there is use for Valkyrie outside indeed.”
“Ugh…” Seven squeezed his eyes in pain, only for a moment just so he could try and shrug it off as if nothing were happening. In truth, there was always more…
“Zero, can you save him? Please!” I started feeling a growing fire boiling within me.
Was it tears?
Is it anger?
I’m not sure anymore.
“Seven, if you start the mission now. There is no going back. Do you understand?” Zero’s last warning hadn’t shook Seven an inch. Me? I was about ready to pop in rage.
“Do me one favor.” Seven asks me – “If it’s a boy, call him Colin. If it’s a girl, call her Astraea.”
“No! We still have to pick the name together, remember? I’m not just going to pick a name you want so easily.”
He’s fading from me, so I wake him – “Hey.” I call, “I came here because I was finally ready to do the things we always wanted, together. You can’t go on me now babe.”
“Trust me.”
He strokes my hair and smiles. It isn’t the smile I want. You know that warm smile that lies to you saying, ‘Hey, it’ll be okay.’? That’s what he’s doing right now. You cannot begin to imagine how I feel.
“Seven, you don’t have much time.”
Oh shut up Zero. Shut up… Fucking damnit, Seven you son of a bitch. You can’t be done. Not yet. Not now…
“I love you.” I’m not sure what else to say.
“I love you too, tiger…” Are those his last words to me?
I feel us wrap in an embrace. His warmth, the last comfort that I’ll experience. His kiss, a promise that I’ll see him on the other side again.
Will you keep that promise?
Light engulfs Seven and for a moment, I am one with him. Everything we’ve been through, it comes rolling into my memory randomly. I feel him slip away from my grasp. My eyes open slowly, denying reality. Catch a breath Xeilya…He’s gone.

TIMELINE
2049 – Seven enters Zero’s hypersleep chamber. He is never heard from again. The Valkyrie petitions that humans must strive to better themselves without Zero’s intervention. Throughout the following months, she creates a defense faction named ‘Crimson Spear’ with the help of Zero’s reprogrammed supersoldiers. John returns to the EDF, but as Zero’s inside agent. All information pertaining to the ‘Attack on Zero of 2049’ is destroyed, covered up and forgotten.
2050 – The Valkyrie gives birth to a son. She names him Colin.
2051 – Tension between the EDF and Crimson Spear arise over growing Martian independence. EDF wishes to keep their colonists in control while Crimson Spear leans toward democracy.
2052 – Zero is able to manufacture super soldier clones with relative ease, making all human counterparts or efforts, essentially useless to its rising ability. Crimson Spear’s influence continues to rise amongst the Martians, inspiring them in their freedom.
2056 – Crimson Spear is attacked by an unknown force. Valkyrie is presumed dead after her body is nowhere to be found. Colin is placed in the care of Martian council forces. EDF investigations into the attack wields no tangible leads.
2057 – Seven reawakens from his sleep to reunite with Valkyrie, only to get the disappointing news. He takes Colin and raises him on his own. Crimson Spear never recovers after being leaderless and unofficially disbands. Seven is promoted to the rank of Chief Advisor to the Martian and EDF councils. John is promoted to Admiral of the EDF forces.
2058 – Monumental genetic science breakthroughs have increased the general lifespan of the average martian by 300%. Hyperspace technology continues to be monitored and improved. Time travel experiments begin though most are unsuccessful attempts. Contact with Zero halts entirely, leaving the ‘mission’s’ fate unknown.
2059 – Trade between Earth and Mars continues to diminish. Martian independence at an all-time high. They are able to stand on their own. EDF cuts its supply on earth science and resources by a significant amount. Seven doesn’t finish his book Solar Opus, Colin discovers it.
2060 – Due to less and less of the EDF’s assistance, the MDSU is formed with help from both Seven and John. Zero’s assistance in the formation remains in question. Seven publishes three more books this year. His books raises controversy as they hint more and more to the events that were covered up in 2049 and Crimson Spear’s strange disappearance. This catches the attention of the public.
2062 – Seven is assassinated en route to a diplomatic meeting between the MDSU and EDF by a planted bomb from unknown forces. Colin is injured in the attack but survives. MDSU is weakened from this blow but eventually forms a new council slightly governed by the EDF. Colin is adopted. The terraforming project on Mars has soared to new heights.
2065 – Over the next few years, the EDF rises more in control over the MDSU which nearly becomes a sub-unit. Resources shift more to aiding earth exports over planetary gains. Colin excels greatly in school, catching the attention of high end EDF officials, including John.
2070 – Scientific advances from all sectors continue to grow rapidly on Mars. The next batch of Martians will have their lifespans increased by an additional 127%. However, most projects are kept secret from the public in hopes of empowering the EDF in shadow. The Martian EDF unit begins to slip away from its earth counterpart grasp, leaning more toward becoming its own militarized state. Martian atmosphere is becoming breathable.
2072 – Colin begins to work for the MDSU. The Martian landscape also begins to grow green in civilized parts.
2073 – General tension between all factions have dramatically declined. Order is seemingly at a solid high. The rise of the ‘Telekinetic Overlords’ begin, sprouting dramatically strange humans with monstrous consciousness related abilities.
2074 – Colin marries a woman named Adria and has a child with her who they name Josh. Adria is classified as a TK Overlord. The environment of Mars has become breathable in civilized zones. Lakes have also reformed and certain genetically altered wildlife are introduced into the ecosystem.
2078 – ‘TK Control’ Laws are passed, prohibiting the use of consciousness related abilities without direct consent from EDF or MDSU authorities. TK Rebellion begins. Colin continues to be promoted up the ranks of the MDSU. Although he is officially watched from the shadows, he has shown no reason over the years for vengeance. Due to his outstanding efforts, the EDF gains respect for the MDSU.
2080 – TK Control Laws have exiled many of these strange humans to black sites away from civilization, leading to the decay of the TK Rebellion. Adria dies in the conflict.
2083 – Colin continues to see a steady rise in his field of duty, eventually arriving at the status of ‘Hero Martian’ to his people. He becomes a figure of inspiration for his Martian people. Josh takes heartily to this posture. He investigates his father’s past, leading back to Valkyrie and Seven. Tourism from earth is opened later this year.
2084 – Strange ‘shadow’ figures begin operating behind the scenes more noticeably. However, the question remains if they were there before. Colin takes a trip to earth as the prominent Martian figure. Less and less of the history of Mars is remembered, almost as if it is purposely being filtered away. Tourism from earth is abruptly closed without further word.
2087 – Martian people have become strangely more tranquil and passive, although slight rebel tensions begin forming over EDF’s presence. Most of these tensions are immediately shut down.
2092 – Zero’s ‘lair’ seemingly becomes ‘active’ again through sparse electromagnetic signals. Strange figures of shadow authority are occasionally spotted. Tension between the EDF and the MDSU grows again.
2093 – Zero’s ‘lair’ is rediscovered, this time it is aptly labelled as ‘The Crimson Zone’.



ACT TWO
Enter Martians
2060, Son of Mars
A young boy, about the age of ten sits in a Martian classroom daydreaming about the tales his father used to tell him. Now, more than ever, he finds encouragement from them. The classroom’s medium sized, with fifteen students of different races, black, yellow, white and red – all dressed in similar white, bodysuit clothing. All of their faces are calm, reserved and prepared. Their teacher, a simple woman in her thirties with an always-welcoming-behavior, moves to the front of the room and activates a holographic display, showing details of the test her students are about to undertake.
“Children, I hope you understand the importance of this test. You are among the firstda classes dedicated solely to Martian-born humans. This test is not only about academics. You’re all making history today.”
History?
The thought of making history excites the other students, but this brunette-haired, amber-eyed young boy’s gone into a meditative state. It’s not that he isn’t prepared for the test, on the contrary, he’s more than capable. There’s something else drawing him away.
“Begin.” The teacher happily announces.
The students press a button on the holographic displays at their individual terminals. A bubble-like barrier forms around each student, encasing them from distraction by anything outside that small vicinity. Inside all of these bubble barriers, no one outside can see inside and inside, they can’t peer outside either. This allows the students to focus solely on the test.
That’s what our young lad’s up to. Focused at full force, ten out of ten, push it to the limit. He’s determined to not only do good for himself, but for his family, his school and the whole Martian-Human race.
‘History’, he thinks, ‘Let’s make history’
AFTER SCHOOL
He’s still thinking over the test while he waits for his dad to come pick him up. For some reason, he can’t push that story out of his head – the Solar Opus, the same one his father read to him when he was so young. The way thing’s been moving along now, it’s strange. He feels more connected to the ideals in the book. Looking around the vicinity of the Martian colony, one can’t help but sit back and observe the beauty.
It’s a bio-dome, though you won’t really know if you were inside and paid really close attention. The inside air’s clean with gorgeous man-grown grass and trees. The school’s not gigantic, rather, a respectable size for a non-overpopulated planet. The colors are light, generally shades of white while the newly grown nature provides the other necessary shades and of course, the technology of the place is state-of-the-art.
The boy’s attention gets diverted to a small beeping coming from his wrist gadget. He slides his fingers for access. It’s his dad, he’s finally here. The boy looks around happily to find his father and sure enough, he finds him a little bit in the distance past the other kids running by him to their own parents.
“Colin, my boy. How’d it go?” His dark-skinned, bearded father asks with a warm smile and his hands slipped into the pockets of his long trench coat. Colin wasn’t dark however, he had the tan skin of a mix-race but his hair was the same slick-back, mid length to the shoulder style like his father’s. Colin, that’s the boy’s name.
“Great. I am positive I did exceptional.” Colin responds.
A proud smile comes across his old man’s face, “I know you did kiddo, I know you did. I got something for you today.”
"You’re referring to a surprise of some sort?”
“Something like that. I want to take you for a ride.”
“Sure dad, sounds good.”
Colin’s dad puts an arm around his son, pulling him in warmly as the two go off to meet the waiting automated transportation ride. There are no civilian vehicles on Mars. All transportation is done in the form of computer-controlled automation under the command of its respective human owner. Their shapes resemble an oval container with large windows, all sleek and clean, containing very little detail to capture a meditative composure in the technology.
Both father and son get in and sit on opposite ends facing each other, with warmness emanating from the two, just happy to be in one another’s presence. Colin’s bursting with excitement, although he does his best to downplay it. His father taught him the tactic.
No matter how happy or sad you get, always keep yourself in control. Always keep yourself balanced. Your wisdom must never leave you.
“Where are we going this time?” Colin asks while he gazes over the obvious; they are leaving the central Bio-Dome
“Outside my boy. There’s something I need to show you.”
“Hey dad…” Colin momentarily loses interest in their destination – “There’s something I wish to share.”
“Speak freely.”
“Today, I am not sure why but I couldn’t stop thinking about Solar Opus.”
Colin’s dad raises an eyebrow in curiosity – “Really?”
“Yeah, it was just with me and it’s been with me the past few days if I’m to be exact.”
“Is it troubling you?” The father wants to make sure his son is alright
“Not at all. I’m just wondering… just wondering if, by chance, you can finish it?”
Colin looks to his dad with wanting eyes, seeking more
“That’s for you to decide one day, Colin.”
Before Colin could get another word in, his father looks away and speaks to the computer, “ATU, get us some suits. We’re going outside.”
The father and son get in their respective form-fitting space suits and exit the transporter unit at the top of a hill not too far off the Bio-Dome’s outskirts, despite the computer’s warnings of an incoming storm. The storm’s not visible yet, so they take the chance anyway. What they see - is the Martian’s red, dusty landscape, unbothered by the human colonists in the distance with cluttered sunlight struggling to get past those stringy clouds.
“One day, you’ll live in a world that reaches out there.” Colin’s father points to the natural happenings in the distance – “And when you do, you’ll remember what we taught you.”
Colin ponders the meaning of his father’s speech. It was enjoyable to sift through the lines and their meaning. His words, though many can claim they understood, were always etched in deeper truths.
The glare of the sun touches the surface of Colin’s helmet visor. A feeling of wonder and mystery comes over him. His father faces him humbly on one knee to level their height.
“Your mother and I did everything we can to make sure this world becomes a better place. To make sure this world won’t be the old one we came from.”
Colin pays closer attention.
“You’re going to find out all these things and more Colin, and when that day comes, you’ll get to decide what’s right and what’s wrong for the sake of your Martian world.”
Colin finds the strength to ask the impossible.
“Dad, what happened to mom? Will she ever come back? Did she… love me?”
A sterner stance takes the father – “Now you listen to me very carefully. Your mother always loved you and will always love you. She did what was necessary. I did what was necessary and you, Colin, you’ll have to do what’s necessary. You understand me?”
He understands
“Yeah…”
But he still wants to see his mother.
The father puts a firm hand on Colin’s shoulder comfortingly and peers past the helmet, right into the eye of his boy – “I love you Colin. Now be strong, no matter what happens, no matter how much bad comes your way or how stuck you get – know that you can make it through all of it. All the perils of life’s just a lesson son and nothing more. Never let it beat you down. Never let it break who you are.”
Colin nods attentively to his father, looking past any sad demeanor
“That’s my boy…”



2093, The Son of Mars grows up
“That’s my boy…”
The feint whisper of a father’s love echoes through the mind of a prime-aged man decades later. Prime age is the key. Although a solid 33 years have passed, Martians have a longer lifespan compared to their forefathers. The average Martian will live for about 470 years, and as science improves, that number goes up every generation by an additional 100 years.
Colin’s done a good job so far. He heeded to the advice of his father, and strived for an upright life. Academics were the least of his worries. Colin was naturally brilliant, but he’d still have to go through all the troubles of being the First-Generation Martian. Naturally, the lives of the first-gen were plagued in responsibility, but they came out just fine. Colin landed his occupation as a Commander on board the Martian Scout Defense Unit or MSDU. A Defense organization dedicated to the security of Mars.
Here’s where we meet with him again, his desire for more, the same as always. He was out of his Commander’s seat and looking out the window to see the beautiful Martian landscape. It wasn’t the same as the Bio-Domes he grew up in. Over the years, the colonists and the first-gen Martians had experienced great gains and great losses. Terraforming Units setup world-wide to promote a breathable Martian atmosphere, along with other planetary tools that were slowly, but surely, sculpting the once abandoned red rock into a new, beautiful blue gem.
Despite the progress, the whole Martian world wasn’t necessarily colonized nor was the entire world a twin to earth, yet. Population control up here’s a strict order. They didn’t want to repeat the same, horrible mistake as Earth. The same mistake that started this whole mission in the first place. Mars could be considered an Earth striving to go right and they were taking their time.
Colin’s crew included a total of four members. They were in a scout Beamship – a near orbit space vessel suited for quick inner planetary travel. It resembled two shiny disks clamped together with smooth edges and a shimmering metal surface that harnessed the power of matter control, bending gravity to its will to create its own form of propulsion.
Colin’s MSDU team’s duty was to collect observational data in and outside the Martian planet. Today they picked up on some radio signatures worthy of investigation at a non-colonized destination. Colin paid close attention as they moved away from the central hub back to the deserts he remembered as a kid.
There weren’t any cities on Mars. Things worked differently up here. There were very few buildings – only the ones that acted in necessity such as hubs or domes that contained basics; food, clothing, schools, meeting areas, entertainment stations etc.
All homes were at the edges of the sector’s parameters and none of them were ever too close to the other. Each home had ample space for a large backyard and enough room for each family to properly enjoy their vicinity without disturbance.
No building was ever close to the other, no matter what function it performed – whether it was a home, a station, a hub, an agricultural farm or a performing arts theater. Nothing ever stifled the other.
The building structures had basic resemblances; white, clean, minimalist with few detail but very sleek, pleasing and would generally send one in a meditative state just by looking at them. Everything up here on Mars felt neat and orderly. In addition, there wasn’t any such thing as money or currency. Trade and business ceased to exist in its traditional, barbaric forms. Everything that the Martian needed, was provided to them by themselves. It was a growingly positive community and one that required conscious efforts to make it that way. Everyone pulled their weight.
Colin could see the well groomed trees and plants as they took off into the sky and headed for the desert. He could see all the people around too. All of them were in order, just like everything else.
The sky there was kind of blue, but it started getting red and foggy the further they drifted away from the central sector. Colin loved peering out the beamship’s windows. Sure, inside may not have had much – comfortable seating, stations that were completely holographic and a sense of clarity within. All the technology on Mars manifested the ideal of simplicity. Nothing was ever convoluted or ridiculous. Still, Colin loved seeing Mars the way it was, even before all the beauty came along. It was a reminder of his father’s words.
“We have something here.” LARS, aka Long Access Remote Servicer, the ship’s AI announced using a calm male voice. This caught Colin’s attention, so he walked over to take a look outside
“Talk to me LARS.” Colin spoke as a holographic image of the area popped up in front of him while he made his way to the window
“The signal’s fading in and out.” The AI responded
“That doesn’t make any sense.” Colin watched over the findings carefully, “It’s pulsing at random intervals.”
“Natural emissions?” Erik, the ship’s navigational expert suggested
“No…” Colin tightened his eyes intensely – “Looks deliberate.” Then he pointed his attention to Gabriel, the ship’s Communication and Analyst expert – “Gabriel what’s the atmosphere reading in the area?”
“The basics – Carbon Dioxide, Argon, Nitrogen, Oxygen, Carbon Monoxide, Sulfur…”
Suddenly all the lights went dim. The ship halted from any further movement, and all their devices and electronics went haywire.
A blue light appeared in the middle of the ship for a moment before going completely silent and in the skip of a heartbeat, the whole crew was floored by a magnetic force that repelled the entire ship away like a charged rocket, heading straight for a crash landing.
“LARS! Get us back in balance!” Colin shouted. The ship spun wildly out of control before the power came on only feet away from crashing.
“What was that?!” Erik blurted out all startled. His heartbeat still racing wildly.
“We hit something.” Colin discerned.
The rest of the crew got back to their feet and to their stations, identifying whatever they can.
“Commander…” LARS called slowly, observing a strange, large energetic structure its radar systems – “You should take a look at this.”
Colin didn’t waste a second wondering or assuming. He paced over to the new hologram for answers and when he got there, he saw more than what he was looking for.
“Gabriel contact HQ. They have to see this.” Colin ordered all mystified by what he was seeing.



Solar Opus
People should trouble themselves to this simple question. Why do you always want more? Nothing you ever possess, will ever be enough. With that logic, think on these words when the time of greed and lust gets the better of wisdom and love. Once you unravel the treasure, it will happen in your time and it will happen in the time of your sons and daughters.
The greed will blind them. Men will want more power. Rebellions will form, but you should always keep yourself vigilant against those trying times. Become a beacon in the darkness. Let the reflection of eternity beam from within.
You do that child and you will discover true immortality.



2093, The Offspring
Josh is in love. Not with the pretty sights or sounds of the recreational park, no, Josh is in love with his best friend, Heather, the lone wolf who swings the swings with eyes gleaming for another world.
They've been together since children. Always taking care of one another, always providing that comfort; the kind that a real friend gives you in your time of danger, and now, he can't help what he's feeling a moment longer.
'Should I come out and tell her? I don't want to ruin anything between us. Don't want to send her running but I really can't help this feeling so I'll do it. What's the worst that can happen? We simply go back to being friends and I forget of these feelings.'
"Heather" Josh gets up from the grass, raising his voice, "Can we speak?"
Heather was a different child, even by Martian standards, she carried this aura of a foreigner, like an alien. Josh wanted to get her attention but he had no intention to disturb her meditation. Whenever they went to the park - that was the time to truly be free. Heather would go swinging sometimes for hours while Josh would draw pictures of the birds and the critters. Lately though, he hasn't be able to take his eyes off her.
All kinds of truths bubbling up. Lots of introspection and surety to prove he’s been going in the right direction. He started drawing pictures of her too and she loved every single one of them.
'This is important. I have to go over there and tell her how I feel. There will be plenty of time to swing later.'
Josh easily soothes his way into Heather's sight. He sees a smile on her face. She's always happy to see him. The same can't be said for everyone else.
"Heather?" He calls again, this time looking into her eyes
"Yes?" The swing slows down
"Did you hear me?"
"No, sorry. What is it?"
"Can we speak for a few minutes? This won't take very long."
"Sure."
Heather hops off the swings, landing gracefully on two feet without an inch of stumbling. An indication of practice - the girl's been doing the routine for so long. Josh can’t help staring at her. That long, dark brunette hair reaches to her back, down her shoulders, highlighting the contrast of a slender body and pale skin with sparkling blue eyes. Josh, although he’s wiry and fit, is still simple. He has white skin, amber eyes and short brunette hair with a confident posture that hints the gesture of a young leader.
'I stare into her eyes and she stares into mine. The next thing I do, is crack her a pleasant smile. Many people thought Heather was strange. Thing is, they just don't know her the way I know hr. Every girl's got her own book, you simply have to know how to read it. Sorry no one else was really interested in yours, but don't worry - I am. I've always been.'
“I wanted to tell you that…”
“Hey guys!” The voice of another young man, Nick, the duo’s other best friend breaks Josh’s climaxing juncture. He could go on. There’s no reason he has to hide what he was about to say just because Nick’s here, but he won’t. He tucks it away neatly.
‘Just not the right time. I don’t feel it anymore.’
The careless, blissful smile that Heather gets whenever they’re alone changes into a look telling him she really wants to know.
“Hey Nick.” Josh uses misdirection to ease the tension
“Hey!” Nick replies out of breath from all his running.
Heather doesn’t respond, her sight’s still on Josh.
“What’s up?” Josh asks
“You’re not going to believe what I did.”
“Whoa, slow down buddy. What happened?”
“I did it! I actually did it! I cracked their code!”
“What…” Josh feels a deep excitement despite his conduct to be well reserved – “When?”
“Only an hour ago, I couldn’t believe it. You two ready? Let's go!”
Josh looks back at Heather for confirmation and she’s still staring at him
“Heather?” Nick’s enthusiasm couldn’t be denied
“Sure.” She tells him, her sight still fixed on Josh.
‘Nick was like a little kid again. Never seen him that excited in years. When we were young, all three of us knew there was always something strange. We weren’t like the other kids. They fell in line and never questioned why. That never could be the case for us. Not this trio of Martians. We were different, we were changing.
It’s not like we could go to our parents either. Nobody really got it and if they did, they didn’t say it. Is this the trait of a coming next-gen?
I can’t really say yet, still deciphering. All I know is that three months ago, everything started connecting. My father opened a treasure box that should’ve been left closed. He came home one day and told me, ‘Joshua, things are going to be different. People will start looking at you differently.’
As if they hadn’t been already.
I tried so hard to get it out of him. All he’d tell me to do was to go read those old books Grandfather left behind. My father kept silent and that didn’t sit well with me. I needed more.
Nick was a pure genius. Computers and technology weren’t his only assets. He could do it all; physics, literature, forces, astronomy and a list that goes on about a chapter worth of mentioning. From only the age of seven, people were already honoring his achievements, citing him as Mars’ upcoming Einstein.
But the Nick I know? The Nick past that skinny frame, small-smile? He was begging to be unleashed. Heather’s the same, in her own way. She was gifted as far back as I could remember. Her brain hemispheres were more connected. She could slip into altered states, read and insert impulses into others by pure telepathy and from time to time, she could even levitate. She’s what we called a Telekinetic Overlord but we kept her abilities secret.
How did I fit in this trio of the gifted?
I was The Shepard. It’s not just my best friends who heeded to me, it was almost everybody. Those books my grandfather left behind? Not all of them were available publicly. He purposely passed down a few only within my family. I’ve been studying them since I was a kid. Monuments of the past, enriched in wisdom. They showed both the good and bad of the old worlds. Not everybody could handle that.
In my time, things were different from my father’s. Certainly, my world’s better in terms of the atmosphere, the quality of life and what not, but it was stricter. It was more controlled. It almost felt fake.’
Tension brewed on the Martian world to which means, its new generations had never seen the like before. Three months ago, an MDSU scout crew discovered a cloaked, layered structure of buildings that bypassed all detection for decades. After the unintentional discovery, the Earth Defense Forces or EDF, became stringent in their authority. Curfews were enforced and monitoring systems invaded privacy.
Though Martian society had been thriving on its own right, they had not yet gain total independence from Earth. They had their own government and for the most part, they managed the world suitably well. However, they were still dependent on resources, technology, protection and general connectivity from the sister planet.
Because of this dependency, be it as small or big as it may seem, Earth capitalized on a silent inferiority complex against the newly developing Martians. They held back on resources, striving to keep the Martians under control from surpassing Earth’s own evolutionary level. Their selfishness was out of fear. Fear that one day, the Martians would rise up, go back to earth and inevitably destroy them.
‘It wasn’t a lengthy walk to Nick’s home. Seemed shorter than usual, probably because of all the excitement.
On the way there, the growing totalitarianism riled me. Android patrol units, making sure we were in order. Don’t be up to late, watch out for the curfew and my new favorite - the atmosphere’s growing dangerous, trust the EDF. They’re here for your protection.
It’s a different Mars from ten years ago. Truly, it was rapidly changing at an accelerated rate and so, I can moderately understand the earth people’s concern. But to what extent or what right do they have to limit our freedom? Thank you for the lessons you’ve taught us in the past, Earth. All the stupid wars and illogical reasons you slaughtered your own kind. You really think we’re the same?’
Nick’s parents weren’t home. They were late workers. The Crimson Children had the place to themselves freely. Inside Nick’s home was not very different from the others. Little to no detail, clarity, spacious and sleek with general white or light colors. It contained three bedrooms for his family.
“Shut the door.” Nick spoke to the home’s central AI when they all came inside
“Computer, bring up EDI-12.”
“Whoa, wait! Stop!” Josh protested – “What are you doing?” He couldn’t believe Nick was being so careless by using his home’s central computer for illusive work
“It’s alright. I’ve sliced this computer too.” Nick smirked.
Heather had her arms folded at the entrance, keeping watch for his parents. Her interest in Nick’s findings were minimal, which came across as odd to him. She always had enthusiasm for his breakthroughs. Something else was on Heather’s mind. Something to do with Josh.
A holographic ball of light orange energy sparked in the middle of the two boys, then it transformed itself into a virtual interface between them – like an operating system powering itself on but it had no need for an external body like old computers. Nick could walk to a different part of the house whilst operating the system and it would move with him in an encased virtual interface.
“You were right Josh. You were always right.” Nick slid his fingers back and forth, up and down, engaging the technology to show his findings. The display showed a map of the contact area where the MDSU made its infamous discovery.
“Something was out there. Actually no, something is out there…” Nick tinkers around some more with the computer. Three lines jot out in different directions on the map to form a structure. The end result shows the outline of a precise complex with precision matching only that of artificial perfection.
Josh feels an excitement inside himself that he struggles to control. After all, he’s the one that suggested it was a building out there originally. Nick was skeptical, but today, all that changes.
Then it gets better.
Other structures make themselves visible. A whole network of connected… bases.
“A whole base, a whole central interconnected set of structures. They’ve been hiding it out there for who knows how long! You know what this means don’t you?”
Josh remains quiet as he observes the findings
“Your father’s known about this. They’ve been forcing him to stay quiet.”
“Yeah…” Josh half-heartedly replies. He looks over at Heather, who’s still on lookout duty
“Josh, are you hearing me?”
“I am.”
His head doesn’t budge
“We have to go out there! We have to see it for ourselves. It’s the Crimson Zone!”
“How?” Josh puts himself back in business
“I can organize it. Slicing android transports won’t be a problem. Few hours at most.”
Josh turns for Heather again, this time, the two of them catch a glimpse of each other before she turns away. Nick sees what’s happening. It’s not difficult to detect the strangeness in the air.
“What’s going on with you two?” Nick wonders
“Nothing. Look, I have to go home.”
Nick stands wordless briefly. Why aren’t they more interested?
“Yeah, sure. Is everything alright with you? You two have been acting weird. You’re not backing out, are you?”
“I’m not. I’ll call you later.”
‘It’s not that I had no interest or I didn’t care about Nick’s findings. We’ve been working on them for months, of course I cared. That’s not the problem and it’s not completely to do with Heather either.
The EDF had me marked.
I won’t sit here and blame my father. How irresponsible would that be? My dad didn’t purposely make contact over there. He was doing his job. Nothing more. Eyes were on me from everybody. I tried acting unbothered by it. I stayed smiling. My emotions never got the best of me. Then those whole thing with Heather, it’s just not the right time.’
Josh was walking Heather home for about an hour and they didn’t have much conversation. Josh had been lost in thought while Heather, was just waiting for some kind of engagement.
Mars didn’t have streets like Earth. There weren’t any cars to speak of, just transportation units that hovered airborne. There were stepping stones, similar to walkways that featured neatly cut lawn at their sides.
Heather didn’t have much of a fancy for using the transports. She preferred to walk. Josh didn’t mind. He never did.
“Are you going to tell me?” Heather broke the mold, eyes fixed on her feet making each careful step.
Josh looked over to her, “Tell you what?”
“Whatever it is you were going to say earlier.”
“It’s nothing.”
Heather remained silent in deep thought. Her home was on the horizon. It won’t be long before they reached it, so she tried again
“Will you come over later?”
“For what?”
Heather felt her throat closing and emotions bubbling.
Why was he acting so strange, so… cold?
“Social Science? We have a test in three days. You said you’d come over later, don’t you remember?”
“Oh…” Josh felt a slight sting for forgetting – “Oh, yeah. I don’t know.“
Disappointment struck into Heather’s heart until she remembered all that Josh had been going through
“No problem, don’t concern yourself with it.”
“Heather…” Josh gently grabbed her arm so they stopped from going further. When their eyes made contact, she could see just how much he was hiding.
“There’s a lot going on right now. Nick’s findings, EDF having my dad and I on watch, and then there’s you.”
“Like I said, don’t concern… wait, what do you mean, me?”
“Heather there’s so much I want to tell you. Let me figure it out, alright?”
“Okay…”
Suddenly the winds picked up and the trees moved. A small, EDF security ship descended soundlessly from the dusk sky, hovering over the young duo with bright spotlights.
“You there!” A robotic sounding voice called out from the vessel.
Josh could feel his heartbeat escalating
“Identification: Joshua Star?”
“Yes!” Josh shouted truthfully, more annoyed he was being followed than answering.
The vessel descended to the ground slowly. Two tall, male robot humanoid figures got out – both covered from head to toe in standard EDF-grade armor. They briskly walked over to Josh in a forceful manner. Their height difference becoming more evident.
“It is not safe for you to be out here. We need you to cease your current actions and come with us.” One of them spoke.
A rebellious fire brewed in Josh
“On who’s authority?”
“By order of the EDF committee and the Martian Board of Negotiation, it is dangerous for you to be associated with other civilians.”
Josh looked at a confused and scared Heather.
He instantly lost all fear
“Who approved of this ridiculous order?!”
“Please come with us, this is a matter of planetary security.”
“I’m not leaving Heather alone out here.”
“Josh!” Heather interjected, fearful for their safety – “I’ll be fine, home’s right there. Just do as they ask!”
Josh stared Heather down fiercely. He couldn’t stand EDF authority and she knew it. She knew it all too well.
‘Heather didn’t want anything bad to happen because she knew me. It’s alright. The robot goons pointed the way for me to follow, hop on board their aerial spacer.
I refuse. This is it. My moment of ‘glory’. Everything I was going through, all the emotion, all the pain, the confusion, the wanting of more, her, them – all of it blew up right here. Right now.
My hand slips into my pocket and I pull Nick’s sliced stun gun. I squeeze the trigger. The robot falls to the ground unconscious.
Then I could hear Heather screaming.
Sirens raising.
So I ran like lightning.
This isn’t order. This is control. They took my dad’s voice and now they wanted mine. That’s my freedom on the line!’
Josh ran. He ran as far as he could. He ran till he realized it won’t be enough. It couldn’t, it never would. Barely a few minutes away when a red beam shoots out of the sky and grabs him. He freezes in place, locked in a reddish orange bubble that works as a stasis field. Five EDF vessels land nearby and the robots exit their vehicles to arrest him.
‘I could not have been more of an idiot. I lost my calm, went berserk and embarrassed myself, my friends and soon, my family. The combination of everything these past few months, I don’t know. It’s too much.
Why can’t they just leave us alone?
EDF didn’t talk to me on the way here. They kept me locked in stasis. This isn’t a correctional facility. Mars doesn’t have crime. This is the EDF Headquarters and to be more specific, I am sitting in an interrogation room with no interrogator. I’m not sure why they brought me here. No one’s said anything to me. I’m simply waiting.
For what? I don’t know.
All I know is that I screwed up and I’m sorry.’
Josh bowed his head in meditation. Truly, it was the only thing left for him to do. After calming down, he forgave himself and thought about how he’d apologize to everyone else, starting with the man who opened the door and walked into the room. The man he knew none other than his own father.
“Dad…” Josh’s voice crackled with a solemn sigh – “I’m sorry.”
Colin momentarily paid close attention to his son. Josh turned out far more light skinned than Colin. He reminded him of his mother.
“I just couldn’t take it anymore. Not that it’s an excuse for such poor behavior, I just – I, ugh, I’m sorry.”
Colin remained silent as he observed his pleading son. The tone on his face, completely unmoved
“You ready to go?” He asks neutrally.
Josh peers up wondering. When a father speaks like that, almost emotionless, does it mean he’s angry? Does it mean he’s disappointed?
“Yeah.” Josh humbly replies.
The two enter Colin’s specialized transport unit, one heavily guarded by EDF personnel. Inside, Colin instructs the unit to take them home. There’s a silence between the father and son. Colin thinks carefully how he would correct him. Josh on the other hand, wonders what will happen.
Colin reveals the sliced stun gun Josh used earlier. Josh immediately detects where this is about to go.
“Where did you get this?” Colin’s tone remains the same as it was inside the EDF holding room. Josh holds back on speaking for a few seconds. He’s not going to lie, but he doesn’t want anything bad to happen to his friend.
Defeated, he realizes there’s no other way
“A friend, we worked on it together.”
“Nick.” Colin distinguishes the truth
Josh nods meekly.
Colin’s eyes move away from him and unto the gun reflectively. A burdensome sigh releases out of him – “I know. I know it’s been rough on you.”
Josh quickly grows a quizzed expression.
He wasn’t expecting this.
“But now it looks like they might be right.”
“What do you mean?”
“We’re not safe here anymore.”
“How?” That curious rebel fire started sparking in Josh.
“We’re moving.” Colin flatly stated
“What? Moving where?”
“Sector-B13.”
“What?! Why? That’s the new colony outpost, isn’t it?”
“That is of correctness.”
“Dad, why? I know I’ve done wrong. A lot of it. I’m sorry, I just don’t agree with the way EDF is executing their authority on us Martians. It isn’t right! They’re fascists!”
“Son.” Colin’s gaze alone was enough to shut him up – “I respect that you’re a fighter for the right thing. For justice, for freedom, for harmony, but Ausartungen is never the way.”
“What!” Josh knew the meaning of that word was serious – “My good human nature didn’t get out of control. I know what I was doing was somehow the right thing. It may not…”
“Don’t ever do it again.” Colin scolded him sternly.
Josh couldn’t talk. His father’s presence emanated in power. It wasn’t just Colin’s naturally strong figure. His vocal tone, the way he presented himself – Colin was simply a figure of authority.
“Only the act of self-defense or pre-emptive self-defense are you allowed to disable a foe, but never in the intent of hatred or violence. You understand me?”
Josh nodded his head humbly. He felt his father’s strong grip on his shoulder. A caring face overtook Colin.
“Josh, it’s two of us left. You’re my only son. I love you. You know that, don’t you?”
Josh nodded his head once more, this time with more confidence. Colin’s grip tightened, then released in a massage-like fashion
“We’ll make it through this together.”
‘Rain poured all night. I couldn’t sleep. No matter how much I tried, I couldn’t sleep. I was about to move and leave everything behind. Nick, Heather, my friends… but I just can’t do that. No, not at all.
Something’s not right.
I can’t leave them behind.’
Josh rolled out of his bed and grabbed his communicator device. He slid his hands around the virtual interface, found Nick’s contact number and called him. A virtual video screen opened up and lit up Josh’s dark room. Nick answered, all groggy and sleepy.
“Josh?” Nick was startled by the sudden interruption
“Is this line safe?” Josh asked
“Five seconds, I’ll make it.” Nick slid his fingers around – “Okay, we’re good. What’s up?”
“Just tell me one thing Nick, with everything arranged - can we get in the Crimson Zone?”
Nick peered left and right in paranoia then looked straight ahead at his best friend and nodded – “Yeah, you have my word.”
“Then let’s do this. Meet you at your place in ten minutes.”
Before Nick could respond, Josh ended the call.
‘This is it, all or nothing. One day dad, you’ll know I was right all along.’



Solar Opus
No matter how many episodes may spawn, truth will prevail. Although the actions of what had to be done could be felt, even today, truly this opus did not begin with what you will discover in your future. It started when a War Hero decided to put aside her old ways and strive for a better future. In order to learn what you’ve unraveled, we’ll have to take a step back to remember what we were.



ACT THREE
The Sons of Sphere
2093, Colin Sphere – The Son of Mars
“They’re active again. It’s only a matter of time before the operation catches the attention of the public.” Gabriel announced to Colin as the two looked over their mission briefing at the MDSU Headquarters. Colin remained dead silent. His mind, focused on the task at hand.
“How long do you think?” He asks, staring blankly
“Couple weeks, maybe. Who knows what will happen this time?”
The briefing was a hologram. It showed details surrounding the rising activity in the Crimson Zone. From the time Colin and his crew bumped into the region, to now, activity has steadily been increasing. The thing is, none of this activity belonged to either Martian or Earth forces. Gabriel had his arms folded, thoughtfully processing what to do. Both Gabriel and Colin surely had their friendship test over the past few months, along with the entire discovery crew.
EDF forces wanted to know more of the discovery while Martians kept them back as much as possible. Truth be told, the Martians didn’t even understand what was going on. No one could enter the Crimson Zone. Ships lost contact in the vicinity or they were booted out of the area by electromagnetic force, and here’s where it gets better. That force is a controlled force. EDF and MDSU have determined this through observation, which means – something or someone, doesn’t want anyone else entering there. Nobody really knows what this force may be.
Except Colin.
“How’s Josh?” Gabriel seemed unsure if to even ask
“He’ll be alright.” Colin kept it brief
“Things aren’t going to be the same. I think you know that better than anyone.”
“I do. It doesn’t change what’s has to happen.” Colin stood up tall like a true alpha lion, squeezing his fists in determination – “Before the EDF actually had some respect for us. Now it’s a different time. It’s a civilized cold war. We can’t allow them to penetrate Crimson Zone before us. If that happens, Earth will continue its reign here. We’ll never achieve our true independence.”
“You act like you know exactly what’s in the Crimson Zone.”
Colin felt a flash of his father’s wisdom
“I just might. I hope I’m wrong.”
Colin points his gaze to another person in the room who had been there, all along, sitting in the dark.
“What do you think?” He asks.
A beautiful blonde, long-haired woman steps out of the shadows and smiles at him with shimmering green eyes.



2093, Joshua Sphere – The Offspring
‘This is happening. This is really happening and there’s no turning back. Dad, I hope you can forgive me. Sometimes you just have to do things that the closest to us won’t understand just yet. He did it too, didn’t he? They both did, decades ago.
They did it for the good of mankind and I’m doing the same.’
Josh snuck out his home with the help of Nick’s sliced gadgetry to avoid the night patrols. Ironically, he wasn’t the only one that slipped out that night. Colin had already beat him to it earlier. Josh arrived right on time at Nick’s. It was interesting. Nick hadn’t seen him so pumped up in months. The whole ordeal with Colin’s great discovery really did hinder his charismatic friend.
“You got everything?” Josh entered commander mode
“Yeah…” Nick silently opened the front door to his garage. Inside laid two dormant hover bikes, the kind EDF used on Mars decades ago, along with some desert-breathing suits – “You sure about this? Once we cross…”
“Nick.” Josh cut him off. His bold gaze spoke of the severity behind those determined eyes – “We’re doing this. Now, tell me how to operate this thing.”
He may have been pushy, but truly that was the kind of encouragement Nick needed. Sure, he had second guesses of his own so when Josh came in with that alpha lion demeanor, he knew right away it meant business. Either hop on or get out the way.
Nick showed Josh the various ways of operating the sleek, wheel-less v-rod looking vehicle, even the unnecessary tad bits of technical spectrums that really served no practical purpose. When Josh asked Nick what they called those things, he told him, ‘Ravens’.
‘Learning to ride the bike really wasn’t an issue. Where my mind’s at right now, that is the thing that matters. I am going out there and no one is stopping me. Not even…
Hold on, who is that in the middle of the road?’
Josh and Nick had been riding to the border for a while. They almost skidded off the road when they saw a figure standing right in the middle of it. They couldn’t identify the person right away. It could’ve been EDF. It could’ve been MDSU, either way, both would be bad news but Josh didn’t see his foes in that person.
“Heather…” He blurted out stupidly. Josh got off his bike and ran over to her, despite Nick’s protesting in the background.
‘I needed to see what was wrong with her. Heather never just shows up like that, and in all likelihood, she probably used her psychic abilities to track us down here.’
“Heather, what are you doing out here?” Josh was concerned
“You’re not going out there without me.” She says.
Josh turned back to see an annoyed Nick, growing endlessly more paranoid by the second. He glanced over Heather to make sure she was really certain about this
“You know where we’re going, don’t you?”
“I do.”
“You’re not upset about earlier?”
“No. It showed me that you need me. Now, more than ever. So let’s go.” Nick beeped the horn for them to get going – “Now…”
Josh nodded to her request. His hand slipped into Heather’s and he gripped her firmly, pulling her with him toward his bike.
“Oh, what’s this?” Nick saw Heather hopping on board behind Josh – “Heather, what are you doing?”
“You guys need me out there. We’re in this together.”
“I don’t know about that, we only have two desert-breathers.”
“She’s coming with us Nick.” Josh spoke the bottom line – “We’ll go back and get another breather.”
Jumbled up Nick didn’t really have much to say other than a simple ‘Roger that.’
‘Three of us rode together the way we used to. For the first time in months, no, years… before my mother died, I felt alive. No restraints. No burdens. The human curiosity in me had been lost, overcome and restricted by an overindulgence to duty and public ethics.
Tonight all that changes. Tonight that curiosity is reborn.’
The trio approached the border area, a place where civilization ends and the pure red desert begins. A risky adventure to go out there. Sandstorms, radiation spikes and other natural dangers laid in wait. Josh knew what was coming. They all did. They knew the risks and they chanced it anyway.
Once they got close to the border Josh signaled Nick to ‘take care’ of the AI patrol units. An easy task for the Martian’s Einstein. He slowed his bike, sliced the way into the access controls and opened the gates. The trio slipped past the guards practically unnoticed. To the fooled AI, they appeared as routine shipments to the outer desert facilities.
‘Heather’s grip tightened around my waist as she held onto me. Sometimes I wondered if she already knew how I felt or, what if, she already knew what was coming?’
A few hours went by as the trio trailed the dark sands of the red planet chasing the beeping blip of the Crimson Zone. Heather never loosened her grip on Josh, though she kept silent while Josh and Nick exchanged pleasantries and encouragements along the way. Josh might have been confident. To his friends, they knew, anytime they needed – they can lean on him and yet Heather could feel his heartbeat racing as fast as hers.
In the end, Josh was still human like the rest of them.
“Up ahead, you see it on the radar?” Nick called Josh through the bike’s communication phone.
“Yeah, so that’s it, huh? Right up there?” Josh looked out into the darkness. He only saw natural surfaces and hills, an overcast sky and a bed of sand filled with nothingness.
“It should be…” Nick sounded doubtful, as if he wanted to just turn around and head back home.
A feeling of letdown and disappointment crept into the atmosphere. The boys felt like they made a huge miscalculation, especially Nick since after all, this is his field. On the other hand, Heather felt a slight ease. No matter how much she tried shaking her feelings, there could be no denying – something was off. Josh slowed his raven to a halt, inspiring Nick to do the same.
“Something’s wrong.” Josh double-checked the radar. They were past the blip. It simply wasn’t making any sense – “Nick, do you see this?”
“Yeah, yeah, I do…”
“Well?”
“I’m working on it.”
Josh slightly turned his head back to acknowledge his passenger
“You okay?”
“I’m fine.”
He got off the bike, stood up and look around until he felt a gentle but firm grip demanding his immediate attention
“What if there’s nothing out here? Maybe Nick stumbled on a glitch or something…”
Fire grew in Josh
“No. There’s no error, no glitch. We’re just not reading it right.”
Josh firmly moved away from Heather toward Nick
“Well?” He asked him again, this time in person
“I rebooted the system two times. It’s still the same. Josh, according to this thing, we should be in it.”
“That doesn’t make any sense.” Josh placed his hands on his hips, surveying the area thoughtfully – “My father did tell me that there’s strange things that happen once you’re close to the Zone. Like electromagnetic disturbances and some ships get kicked out the area by some kind of barrier.”
“Josh…” It started connected in Nick – “What if, we didn’t get kicked out?”
“What are you talking about?”
“What if, we were accepted into the Zone? What if this is Crimson Zone, right here?”
“Guys!” Heather’s scream disrupted the boys. Josh peered over to see her and saw her pointing into the distance. A fog overtook the far away hills, and soon, it became clear that it wasn’t no ordinary fog. It was getting closer: A sandstorm.
“Oh no.” Josh rushed over to his bike and activated the radar. The storm began blocking out their signals, interfering with the blip.
“Unreal…” Josh angrily stated – “Nick, we have to go. Now!”
Nick didn’t waste a second confirming Josh’s command. Both of them got on their bikes and sped off in the opposite direction they came from. Naturally, you’d assume the bikes would outrun the storm, but this was getting stranger by the minute. The computers on the vehicles began malfunctioning, giving off false readings of their speed, the time and destination. Heather looked behind. She saw sparks of electromagnetic activity from the storm.
“Nick!” Josh tried calling his friend in the com systems, but even that wasn’t working. He only heard static. They could still see Nick riding some meters away from them but regardless, things were getting hairy.
“That storm’s gaining on us…” Heather did her best not to confuse her tone in worry so that her driver won’t panic but she needed to warn him. Nevertheless, Josh grew irritated. He didn’t want their adventure to be chased away by nature.
But this wasn’t any common storm and Heather sensed it.
Suddenly, bright spotlights shined down from the sky, trailing the ravens wherever they went.
A robotic voice called out:
“Attention citizens! You are violating The N12 act! Pull over immediately! We will transport you to safety.”
‘EDF? MDSU? I don’t care. They’re not getting in my way.’
Nick followed their orders willingly. As soon as he stopped his bike, an overhead saucer shot an orange ray down and beamed him into its ship. Josh on the other hand, didn’t stop. Heather held onto him. She didn’t have much of a choice.
“Attention! You are violating The N12 act! Pull over immediately!”
The storm was getting closer. Neither saucer or bike could outrun it for much longer. It was really a freak of nature.
“Attention! You are…dk0d2kdddoeofrkfosdkoz.defo3.d.d….”
A violent twist in the robot’s voice overtook its tone. When Heather looked back, it was gone. Only a tyrannical mix of sand, dust, clutter and lightning threatened to engulf them as it came spiraling closer. Heather shrieked out of pure instinctual worry.
“Hang on Heather!” Josh found the courage to push harder. Hearing Heather in distress, seeing his friend taken away and the idea that this might have been his fault, pushed him to the limit. He had to protect her.
But in the end, nature always wins. Josh could only get so far before his bike and Heather with it, were swallowed into the dark storm.
‘Water’s everywhere. My vision’s fuzzy. Can’t make out the shapes properly. Sometimes I see colors, other times I see figures. They’re in suits. The kind that stops contagions. I have no idea what they’re doing. I feel needles in my arms. I’m hooked up to a monitor. Now I’m being walked. I blank out. Where am I? Why’s everything so white?
Wha… what…
Focus, focus, focus. Come on, focus…
What! Why! Why am I in a wheelchair?
I can’t move… someone’s pushing me down a long corridor. The lights make me feel sleepy. I can’t move… I’m drooling stupidly. Why, why is everything so soft? What? What did I just say? Stop… Stop, stop, stop! Can you hear me?! Hello?’
A dumbed, banged up Josh sits in a wheelchair, unable to talk and unable to respond. He’s pushed down a spotless corridor by someone in a white hazmat suit. The person’s face cannot be seen. Only darkness prevails.
They arrive at their destination, which happens to be one of the many rooms down the corridor. Josh is escorted inside a completely white interrogation room, featuring one flat desk and a chair with a dark, observatory mirror on the far wall.
“Whhuurrr…” Josh struggles to get the attention of the person parking him on one side of the desk but all that comes out his mouth is a mixture of drool and gibberish. The hazmat person ignores him and walks out.
‘Move, move… why can’t I move? Why am I speaking so stupid? Can’t concentrate. It’s too much. Head hurts. Think I might lose consciousness.’
Another hazmat person walks in and carefully sits in the only available chair.
‘Why can’t I see their faces?’
This new, unknown guest, holds his hand over the desk and a visual interface comes up. The guest types on the interface, perhaps taking notes of Josh’s status.
“Do you remember your name?” The guest speaks with a robotic voice.
“Jaaah… Hmmm, Jaaooo… ugh…” Josh tries his hardest to get words out his mouth but it’s just too difficult for him. The guest gets up and walks over to Josh then holds his arm out to insert a small, strange needle-like device. As the guest walks back to his seat, a sudden clarity fills Josh. He can see properly. He can breathe normally.
“Hello?” Josh asks, realizing he has the ability to speak again. The guest, however, refuses to acknowledge him. Instead, the guest takes notes of Josh on the holoterminal.
Whatever the guest did, Josh is normal again with one exception; he still can’t move.
“Where am I?” Josh pleasantly asks.
The guest stops typing on the holoterminal and returns an inquiry – “Do you remember your name?”
“Joshua Sphere.” Josh announces proudly as if he were beating a test.
The guest types once more. An uncomfortable silence emanates to the point one can hear their insides tick. Josh takes a look around the room. No visible cameras, no indication of where all the light in the room is coming from. It’s all so very strange.
“Where am I?” Josh tries to spark conversation again
“What do you remember before arriving here?” The guest asks.
Josh was about to easily answer his question until he came to the conclusion that he simply has no clue how he got there or what happened before it. As a matter of fact, Josh didn’t even remember going to The Crimson Zone. All he can do is sit there in a dumbfounded pause.
“I don’t… remember.” He says.
The guest types on his holoterminal once more. Aggravation gets to Josh.
‘Why can’t I remember anything? Where am I? Who is this person? Is he going to keep asking me these questions?’
“Who are you?!” Josh demands.
The guest instantly stops typing. This time a new silence whisks into the room and it’s not the friendly type. Josh feels his gut tightening and a general heaviness in the atmosphere, sinking into his chest. The guest gracefully moves its hand to the neck area of the hazmat suit and presses a button. The inside visor unsheathes itself. Josh’s jaw loosens its grip, hanging stupefied from who he’s seeing.
“Grandfather?” He asks.



Son of Mars searches for The Offspring
Might as well call it the raging tempest when that man’s fists smashed into the desk, interrupting the Martian-EDF Congress Meeting. Colin was furious. No, Colin was enraged but not a kind of blind fury. It’s a level deeper. It’s the kind of anger where you have pure clarity. He’s in total control, all the anger’s good for is just fuel.
“Where is my son!” He shouted to the council
“Colin…” Gabriel tried calming his friend to the best of his ability. It was no use. Colin phased out any distraction. He had already assumed the worst.
The council room was a medium-sized congress room. It featured a board for EDF interests and on the other side, Martian interests. Routine meetings took place every month to cover progress, trade and the advancement of Mars but since the ‘Re-Discovery’ incident, meetings have been taking place generally every week, sometimes more than once. Naturally the people were growing frustrated at seeing each other so regularly, especially when the matters were so heavy and gloomy.
Crimson Zone became a hidden enemy that both EDF and Martian council strove their hardest to keep away from the public. The effort was honestly futile. Crimson Zone, the way it carried about its defensiveness around its territory was starting to extend beyond that barrier. Crimson Zone was growing.
“Order!” Edward, the Martian Council Chief spoke out. Tension grew in the room at Colin’s behavior. Normally, he was among the most composed. This time, Colin had his sights set on another man across the room. An older man. The EDF’s Chief – John. He got out of his assigned seat and briskly marched toward his marked enemy.
“Colin, stop!!” Gabriel tried stopping him but it was of absolutely no use.
“If I found out you had anything to do with this…” Colin grabbed the collar on John and raised him into the air with tremendous strength inspired from the bone shattering adrenaline pumping in him – “It won’t be mercy like it was with your predecessors!”
John simply smirked and that irritated Colin even more.
“Colin!” A dark, soothing voice shot out across the room – silencing every voice and forcing the lion in Colin to be tamed. Colin identified the voice immediately but he just didn’t want to accept it. He loosened his grip on John and faced the direction the voice came from, along with everyone else in the room.
A figure of legend stepped in the room with light from outside shining behind him.
Slender and wiry, dressed in a long, buttoned trench coat with dark skin, slicked back long red hair and clean shaven with flame-orange eyes; it was none other than the man long thought to be seemingly dead.
“Father?” Colin whispered.
Seven fearlessly made his way into the room. All eyes were on him in shock. The stranger part was that it didn’t look like he had aged one bit. When he arrived near Colin, he gave him a smirk and paid his respects to the Martian council.
“I know you all have questions but I’d like to clarify one thing.” He solemnly stated – “There is a storm coming and if you can’t surf those waves, expect to be eradicated by it.”
Colin wanted to reach out and touch him. He stood still in disbelief.
“Care to explain your cryptic meaning?” He found the strength to confront his father neutrally
“There is a force outside these walls aiming to wreak havoc on everything we’ve created here. A group of rebels long forgotten. They’ve grown in power and now they won’t hold anything back.”
The entire congress instantly went into a dismay of noisy chatter
“Order!” Edward spoke against the noise – “Order! Seven Sphere, you need to explain how this is possible. Is it the same force that has caused ruckus lately? Who are they?”
Seven made sure the whole room paid attention to him, then he replied in a calm yet ominous undertone, “They call themselves ‘The Crimson Spear’.”



The Offspring searches for himself
“How?” Josh struggled to shake himself back to reality. It has to be a delusion, right? Seven died decades ago. How could he be here? No matter how hard he tried, Josh couldn’t shake it off. It’s him. It’s definitely Seven. No mistake about it.
“Can you tell me what’s going on…” Confusion started getting the better of Josh. This whole thing was getting really weird. Seven didn’t really respond to him. It seemed like he was there to evaluate his status – like a guinea pig.
“Why am I in this wheelchair? What happened to us? Where’s… Heather? Where’s Nick… ugh.”
‘Why isn’t he responding to me? My head just keeps on pounding and pounding. I’m starting to feel bad again. Give me another shot or something. I’m your blood. Help me…’
Suddenly the lights go dim.
Boom!
The room shakes violently. Josh goes into a panic and even the emotionless Seven cannot help but display a face of worry. The room’s lights come back on. Emergency red.
“What was that?” A panicking Josh asks as his vision stumbles about trying to forge a picture. Seven ignores him. He gets up and walks to the door of the room.
“Hey!” Josh tries to get his attention again. It works, but not necessarily in the way he was expecting. Seven turns around and waves his hand effortlessly at Josh. His face goes blank and his eyes roll to the back of his head. Josh drops to the ground unconscious.
Seven opens the door. When he gets into the hallway, a group of four armored men, all sporting high tech weaponry attempt to open fire on him from the east. Seven holds his hand out – just like the technique he did years ago; overload. All the men drop lifelessly, almost as if a swift, invisible force knocked them down silly. More of these attackers appear. This time from the west. Seven tries to overload the new assailants but it’s too late. They open fire before he can raise his hand and they don’t hold anything back. Seven is shredded by merciless gunfire for a total of seven seconds. By the time the smoke’s cleared, the bullet-holed, energy-shafted Seven is on the ground dead as a rock.
“We got him!” One of the men victoriously state as they move in closer to confirm the kill, “Suffered some casualties though. The bastard.”
“Focus on the primary target. We have to get to her now. Move!” The commanding voice orders the rest of these strangers. Not a second is wasted. They quickly clear out to the destination of wherever they were aiming for.
Josh stumbles out of his wheelchair. Through pure determination he somehow manages to crawl his way out of the red-lit room and into the hallway. Once he notices the riddled body of Seven, it connects to him that yes, that’s the man you were just talking to and that horrifies him.
“No! No!!” Josh protests to a blank audience.
So much he wanted to ask him. So much he needed to know.
“Pst…” A whisper sounds from behind him.
Josh turns around. A gun stock connects to his face and back to dreamland he goes.



Son of Mars confronts The Seven
Seven turned his attention to the entirety of the room. He stretched his hand forward and out of it, literally, a hologram of the Mars formed for all to see. In it, a large structure of debris – an asteroid about the size of a country could be seen past the orbit.
“In seven days, Mars will be struck by a weapon of mass destruction.” An eerie silence got the best of any chatter as he continued – “This attack, however, will not be of a natural kind as it appears to be. This attack has been orchestrated by the forces of the Crimson Spear.”
“WHAT!!” All of congress had blurted out the same word in one way or another. Chaos erupted. Bickering got the better of the meeting. Colin stood there unmoved, his focus on Seven with a heated suspicion steadily rising. After connecting his own readings, he knew this was simply ‘off’. The chaos in the room reached record-breaking confrontation until Colin decided to take a step further. He drew his blaster gun at Seven. This action silenced everyone and forced them to pay attention.
“Colin?” Seven narrowly looked over at his son, avoiding direct eye contact with him
“You’re not my father.” He boldly stated, “My father’s dead. I don’t know who you are but you’re not him.”
Seven decided to take him up on the challenge. He looked straight into the eyes of Colin – “Least you’re right about one thing, you should probably just call me ‘Red’.”
“Colin! Put the gun down!” Gabriel shouted. MDSU and EDF security poured in from both directions at the sides of both men, guns drawn.
“You’re a liar.” Colin’s face was stern and his fingers – ready.
Seven kept silent, unaffected by Colin’s growing fury. Colin knew something was too off about this whole thing. From the hair color to the facial expressions, bit by bit he started identifying more differences about this ‘Seven’ to his real father.
“Drop the weapon!” One of the EDF guards demanded
“You drop your weapons!” MDSU protested at the EDF, backing up Colin. Tension in the room started stripping away the layers of the bottled cold war.
Aggravated but outwardly calm, Colin armed his weapon so Seven would see – “I’m giving you to the count of five to tell me where my son is, otherwise I’m blasting your ‘ass’ unconscious.” Colin used an earth line he knew his father would know.
Seven smirked at the threat.
Then everything froze.
Nobody could really tell what it was but they knew something came. A loud, deathly female shriek penetrated the air.
Everyone instantly fell to the ground.
Except Seven.
Some were convulsing, others screaming in pain, trying to block away the horrifying screams. Colin rolled around trying to keep himself conscious. The sound was utterly disturbing; cries, shrieks and laughter of women they could not see. Yet Seven stood there smirking as if he enjoyed psychic disturbance.
Cracks formed around the ceiling, as if it were being ripped open. A gust of wind escaped the building then the roof was violently tossed away into the sky by a vehement telekinetic force.
Three armor-suited war maidens flew into the room and landed on the right, left and back of Seven. Their suits were highly advanced, featuring armor-form-fitting layers with differences in their helmets, colors, weapons and propulsion systems. One maiden, the one in red and grey had a long dark cape that flowed as if gravity didn’t exist and she carried a long spear-like weapon. The other Maiden had a blue and silver color and carried glorious mechanical wings with no visible weapons while the last Maiden’s suit carried a black color scheme, sporting two jet boosters and an assault rifle in hand.
The shrieking had stopped, only because they didn’t have to do it anymore since their victims were all floored. Yes, the shrieking came from these Armored War-Maidens. Seven held two of his fingers to his neck and a breathing visor appeared around his face.
“Behold!” He announced to the room – “Look upon those who will be your only salvation. The Crimson Spear is coming! They will not show mercy like we have here today!”
Light shined around the War Maidens and Seven. They walked into each other’s arms and were engulfed in pure light, before abruptly vanishing into thin air with a violent energy signature left behind, flooring whoever decided to get up.
Colin struggled to regain himself. Through sheer will and pure determination, he conquered his palsy state, rose to his feet and limped to the door Seven initially entered from. There were these indistinct screams. Not the ones from the War Maidens, it was different. It sounded local, like people nearby – outside, discovering something horrific. When he got to the door and peered outside, he shook his head twice to make sure what he hadn’t been dreaming.
“Son of a…” Colin grumbled when he realized Seven didn’t lie. In the sky, the sun shined brightly and with it, a new, glittering companion welcomed itself into the picture – The Asteroid.



The Offspring is taken
Smoke clears from the blood soaked hallway. The place is strangely silent. Only bodies of the ‘workers’ remain. Seven’s corpse still laid there, cold and departed. Then something strange started happening. Life came to The Guest’s fingers. A force of energy invigorated his battered, bullet-holed body and this newfound second wind drove him to stand on his two feet. He opened his eyes, or you could say, he opened one of his real eyes. The other eye seemed artificial. It shun a deep blue. The cuts on his face slightly revealed bits of a hyper alloy endoskeleton. He peered around the room, observing the damage, taking mental notes then proceeded down the hallway.
As he walked past the bodies of the other shot-up workers, life started coming to them too. The Guest continued down a series of hallway mazes, venturing deeper into the vast complex of this artificial lair with more and more other ‘guests’ at his side. At last, they arrived at their destination. A giant automated slide door opened and they walked into a dark room as big as a stadium. Lines of cyan neon light guided a path for them. Bit by bit, smaller spotlights carried them to the apex terminal.
The Guest Josh identified as his grandfather, Seven, looked up with a dim smile on his face and said – “It is done. They have her, just as we planned.”
“Then it is time for the new Zero Sphere.” An ancient voice sounded within the room, giving energy to the light itself as it spoke.
--
--
‘Hey, there you are. I was wondering when I was going to see you again. Thought you didn’t make it out. Thought he didn’t make it out either. I guess you’re the start, so we’ll find him later. Wait, where are you going? Stop a sec, ok? There’s a lot I still have to tell you. Heather I won’t lie to you any longer. I love you.’
A splash of water smacks his face lazily like a wet towel
“Oy!” A harsh voice wakes him up, “Rise and shine kid. You got some answers to give.”
‘What on Mars! Who? Wha… a dream. She’s still not here.’
“Hey! I’m talking to you runt. Wake that dizzy ass up, oy?”
An orange-flavored haired man spoke in a strange, aggressive accent toward Josh. He couldn’t have been that much older than him. His face was fine-cut, scarred and stern with a wiry-capable body, dressed in an older aged soldier’s harness. The assault rifle in his hand meant no joke. This guy had to be a guard or something of that sort.
“What…” Josh barely pulled a word together.
He noticed himself in a makeshift cell. Iron bars surrounded him and his hands were tied.
“What’s going on?” Josh asked.
The guard ignored the question. Instead he just walked in, untied him and dared Josh to make a run for it. But Josh was in no shape to do anything like that. He was battered and hungry, confused and dazed. The prisoner of whoever decided to spare his sorry life for the sake of, who knows what at this point.
“Where are you taking me?” Josh asked humbly while the orange haired young man escorted him out. No response came. Josh figured this guy was a hard ass.
‘If I say the wrong thing, I’ll probably wake up another two days later.’
Down the hallway, Josh figured he wasn’t in the same place from before. Instead of the high-tech, sleek, albeit mysterious setting he departed from, this place was run-down, makeshift, scrapped into place with tech from here and there. He saw other soldiers – taking orders, giving commands, working together. Their uniforms seemed so out of time. They appeared ragtag and deeply paranoid.
‘How’ve I never heard of these people or seen them before?’
Josh shook his head. He thought this whole thing seemingly appeared as some underground terrorist organization, but then he saw two little kids, hiding in one of the many rooms he walked by. They didn’t seem like prisoners. They looked like survivors. Then he saw more of them. More civilians, in other rooms. This couldn’t have been just a military faction. This… was another home, to another people…
“Stop!” The escort halted him.
He went over to a sealed door and shun his wrist gadget over the computer terminal. The door responded by giving them access to enter in. Josh was pushed in, stumbling a little when his feet made contact with the cold floor within.
“Can you please tell me what’s going on?” Frustration grew in Josh, “Why don’t you just kill me and get it over with it.”
“Kill you?” His escort scoffed, “You have no idea what’s going on here – do you?”
Josh peered at him furiously silent.
Those willful eyes demanding more.
“You should.” Another man called out in the room. An older half-greyed haired white man, probably in his middle ages, “Joshua Sphere.”
Josh felt completely neutral by hearing his name called out without giving it. At this point, he knew he was at the mercy of his captors. They could have all the information beforehand by means he can only guess about.
“Can you tell me what’s going on?” Josh thought he’d have some success with the older man. Maybe he’d be more mature.
This older man appeared to be in a position of authority. He nodded once at the younger man that escorted Josh in, and he backed up.
“I can, but you might not like what I’m about to say. So I’ll ask you once and never again. Do you want to hear the truth, or do you wanna’ back to the lie you came from?”
The rebel fire sparked and begun its ignition in Josh. No matter how bruised he may have been, he wasn’t about to back down.
“I want the truth.” He growled.
The older man’s face didn’t flutter an inch – “Your whole life’s been nothing but a lie. An artificial cover up to block the war that’s been happening out here for decades. That signal your friend Nick picked up? It was us. We called you out here Josh. We brought you out here to face the truth. An ancient AI’s been fondling with every major event here on Mars since its inception, changing it where it sees fit. The EDF, the MDSU, The Martian Council? All of it – nothing but pawns to the one we call Zero.”
“Zero?” The severity of the man’s words did not stop Josh from paying absolute attention. It may have been serious, world-crushing, and yet, so undeniably exciting.
“It’s the only name we know it by. For years we tried to stop it. Tried to warn humanity about it. Nothing we did ever worked. Zero was always ready for us. Always two steps ahead. It kept you and others wrapped in a bubble of ignorance. If we went near your colonies, we were instantly killed. For years we’ve been trying to make something happen. Years.”
Josh stayed silent. All along he knew something was wrong. This? He couldn’t dream in his wildest imaginations.
“But now we’re here. Now we can finally say that one day, we’ll smash that metal-fucker to junk.”
“Why me?” Josh had to ask.
The old man nodded to Josh’s escort.
“Move.” He shoved Josh forward to walk toward another quadrant of the room. When Josh arrived at the edge he looked out in amazement. The room they were in was a part of a bigger lab on another floor below.
The older man came to Josh’s left side with the guard on the right, “Look over there.” He pointed to the obvious spectacle in the room. There were people in there with hazard suits, but not like the ones from the previous place, rather ragtag, underdeveloped versions in comparison. They were working on something in the middle of the room. The spectacle, if you will. A glass-encased chamber where a naked, pale skin, dark-haired woman laid in a clear, green liquid with her arms and legs crossed in a hug to herself, seemingly dormant.
“Do you know what they call that woman?” The man asked.
Josh squinted his eyes as he tried naturally narrowing his scope to the sleeping beauty. Josh an idea but not certainty. In the back of his head, he couldn’t deny it. Yet he couldn’t believe it. How could it be? Josh stayed quiet. He didn’t know if answering wrongly would involve a punishment of some sort.
“That’s the woman who started this resistance. The one they once called, ‘Valkyrie’.” The man stated proudly.



Son of Mars’ Mission
“Seven days.” Gabriel declared to the secret meeting. A hint of sadness and agitation followed his voice as he pointed to the hologram in the center of the room, at the center of the vertically-long table where figures of the EDF and MDSU sat at opposite ends with two of the Martian council present. They had no choice but to put aside their differences.
Unfortunately, Seven didn’t lie and it wasn’t any optical illusion either. It’s coming and only the people in this room are the only hope of stopping it. The hologram changed to a theoretical diagram of what would happen on impact.
“The damage will be catastrophic. The orbit of the planet might see a disturbing change. It’ll set back the colonization efforts by decades, or, probably end up destroying everything entirely. We have to begin Operation Orbiter.”
“Will it be able to stop the asteroid in less than seven days?” Edward asked
“The outcomes aren’t favorable but we’ve tested the asteroid-turner since the early 2000s. It’s better than nothing.”
“And if this fails?”
“Then we evacuate Mars.” Gabriel said defeated.
Edward couldn’t bring himself to accept Mars’ fate if that were the case. All that they had worked for, all they had accomplished – would soon be wiped away, “We won’t be able to evacuate everyone in time! There has to be a way to save our people if it comes to that!”
“There is.” Colin finally spoke.
The rest of the room zeroed in on him. They were eager to hear. He merely glanced at them, his focus still leaning toward what he, personally, needed to do.
“The Pyramids. It’s the only way.” He said
“The Crimson Zone Pyramids.” John found it necessary to correct him sternly
“That’s right.” Colin fired back at him, “It’s the only shelter here on Mars capable of withstanding the incoming blast. If we want to save our people; we get them there.”
No one knew quite what to say. The only one that could submit some of his expertise had to have been John. After all, he had more experience with the Crimson Zone than anyone else in the room.
“You know getting in there is nothing short of impossible, don’t you?” John grew more challenging in his posture
“Not impossible. Impractical.” Colin replied like a man with a trick up his sleeve
“You act like you have a way in there.”
“I do.”
Born into the eyes of a world that would scorn him at the slightest mishap. Born into a forced designation; to become the perfect child. To become, essentially, the perfect man. All eyes on the son of Mars – his parents, the rebels who fought for a new freedom, did not walk in ignorance of the life Colin would have to endure. He would become their legacy.
Upon a late arrival to his home, Colin decided to take a renegade option. The garage doors opened up, he walked in, sliced a password into his wrist computer and suddenly the area revealed a new secret. A confiscated Raven. The one his mother rode, a long time ago. On the handles contained another ancient trinket. His father’s coat. Colin moved carefully to the handles of the speeder. Memories surged through his head.
He finds the courage to hold his father’s coat and only a few seconds later, he finds himself slipping into it and feels an old protection. He grips the handles and gets lost in thought. He feels her. The vigor, the fire. His mother.
Colin sits on the bike meditatively. As he boots up the old vehicle, everything comes at him in a split second.
His missing son.
His lost parents.
The fate of Mars.
His wife long gone.
And not a tear is shed. Only determination. Only the will to do what must be done.
“Open the gate.” He tells the computer, ‘I have a mission to complete.’ He thinks.
--
--
Out in the distant sands, a lone wolf rides the desert fearlessly as his coat flows all high in the night’s wind. He could be followed, he could be traced, and yet none of it troubles a man with nothing to lose. That unwanted sparkling in the sky is all the fuel he needs. He’s the only one that can stop it and he knows it.
The horizon draws closer and closer. Soon he might as well be driving off the coming cliff, but Colin knows better. He hits the brake and drifts to the edge. This is his destination. He grabs a gadget from his father’s coat and points it around. The gadget shoots a red, thin-needle-like laser. It’s a scout tool. He’s searching for something. Something he knows he has to find. He walks around for a bit. Looking high, looking low. No success initially, until a low beeping goes off and the laser turns green. It leads him further to the edge.
“There.” He whispers.
Whatever he’s tracking, it’s about to take him over no ground. Colin seems like he’s expecting this.
He knows what’s about to happen. So he takes the step off the cliff, but there’s no fall. He moves his other leg to join him a step closer to his destination. It looks like he’s out there, floating midair, but Colin knows better. Realizing he’s arrived at his target, he puts away the laser gadget and gets to accessing his wrist computer. Then he points it toward the horizon.
Bit by bit, the mirage of nothingness fades away and before The Son of Mars; a small, old white dwelling materializes. Even the invisible ground beneath Colin becomes a bridge that connects to the abode ahead. The wind guides him along. He walks to the front door. It opens, as if he were the native to it. Colin slowly pushes the door ajar. He sets a foot into the dark house and takes a careful, almost paranoid glance at its inner surroundings.
“Welcome home.” He tells himself.



A time in Colin Sphere’s mind
Time is a different kettle of fish. To some it stands still, others, it flows to its streams all too steadily. For me, I see it all happening at once. As I walk into the pitch night of a place I once thought of as my home, the thick clog in the air reminds me no one has been here. A distant shade returns to my mind’s eyes.



The year is 2056. I recall the events clear as day. My mother is making preparations for a coming storm, in this same home, decades ago. She senses something is wrong.
“Will he ever come back?” I ask her.
She does not respond. She kneels on a knee and pulls me close. Her warmth, I will never forget. It was in that moment, I did feel at peace. The look on her face tells me that she can hold no promise. The future is not set. She wants to comfort me, to lie and tell me it will be alright, but this is not the way she raised me.
“Yes.” Her mind is made up. Be it a lie, be it the truth. No uncertainty. Pure determination. I look outside to see the window. The sun is setting. The clock moves a tick on the wristwatch she gave me.



2062, it is the day of my father’s international meeting. He will establish peace treaties between the civilly hostile factions. We are seated in a standard transport vehicle. Only the AI driver with us.
“Father.” I look to him as I see the same setting sun like the one I saw years before, “Good luck.”
He smiles. A sadness shines in his eyes. The clock moves a tick.



2068 comes by. I am in a test room along with other patients. We are forwarding the cause of science as volunteers for genetic empowerment. Everyone in the room has a general sense of nervousness. Only one of them is at peace. She catches my attention but her eyes say the same sadness I saw in his.
I ask her, “Will you be alright?”
She looks at me, sure and determined – “Yes.”
When I see her like that, I see the other woman who cared for me.
‘Adria’, she tells me. Adria is her name.



A glimpse of 2080 shines in my mind’s eye. My son, Josh, is angry. As I watch him throw a tantrum over the death of his mother. I can only stand here in silence at our home. The clock ticks again and the sun outside – begins its retrograde again.
“You could have done something! You could have saved them! You could have saved them all!” The tears on my boy’s face does not spare me the dagger that would seep into my heart.
There are no words I can tell him. No comfort that would be acceptable, beyond an obvious lie. The sun outside makes me wonder. In this time, I stand here as I would stand in 2093.
Shifting through old documents to discover bits and pieces, patchworks of the messages my loved ones left behind. Warnings, to-do lists and acceptances of their fate. Night time has left me. Day is here. My mind moves like the stroke on the clock. Another time goes by. I see what I’ve lost and what could have been.



I see the time in 2080, the last time I will speak to my wife. She is still as beautiful as she’s always been. She may be bedridden in the hospital, but I fathom no care for appearances.
“We did it.” She tells me, “Together, we did it.”
Adria taught me how much my family legacy meant to her, an outsider. She was willing to carry it on. Willing to do what I stood away from. The setting sun outside makes me wonder if I had been there for her the way I should have. Had I fought hard enough for the proper civil rights for those labelled too dangerous for society?
I hold her hand and reminisce in a time long gone as she fades away.



2072 flashes again. It is the night that I take Adria out to see the stars. She has more interest in them than I previously thought. She asks a peculiar thing, ‘Will we repeat history?’
I am frozen in the memory. I do not recall responding. Only looking. Could the interest be in the question or in the most beautiful woman I have ever known? Even then, Adria wanted me to change things. She supported the legacy, the baggage that I carried. She’d support it to the end.



2093, I find the old, scarred breather. It provokes a long gone past.



2062. The ride is smooth. Too smooth. The comfort doesn’t make any sense, in such a politically hostile world. I see my father’s smile. He knows what’s coming. I know he knows. Why can’t he tell me?
“Colin…”
A half a second of the most excruciating pain I have ever felt in this lifetime and then all goes white, until minutes later I wake up with a breather on my face in the middle of the desert. My father is carrying me back to civilization. He is mortally wounded. He can’t make it that much further. He falls to his feet and I roll out of his arms.
“You have to make it Colin… You have to make it…”
My head falls to the side. I am losing consciousness. Last thing I remember, is the sun…
It’s… setting…



2056. My mother is taking me to work. She tells me it’s no longer safe for us to be at home. Something could happen at any time. She never looks me in the eye.
All she tells me is that it will be ‘Fine’, it will be, ‘Alright’. Trust her. She has a plan. She always finds a way.
Few steps outside our door and I catch the setting sun blind my eye for half a second. When vision returns, my mother is frozen still. Her hand gripping mines.
“Colin.” She whispers in the deepest sense of hurt, paranoia and outright rage, “I love you.”
“Mom?” I struggle to understand what is happening. I only see shadow figures in front of her. About a dozen of them. They open fire. She’s hit once. She’s hit twice. Bleeding, she pushes me away and attaches a wrist apparatus to my arm. In an instant, I am gone.
This is the last time I saw my mother in the flesh.



2093 comes back to me. Hours go by after my arrival. Now, here I am, looking at the same sun outside the window I’ve seen too many times before. The legacy of my family. The tale of my life is composed in losses and what could have or what should have been. Could I have helped my mother? Could I have warned my father? Could I have saved my wife?
Now that the world will end in less than a week, I question myself.
‘Will I repeat history?’
A shuffle in the wind catches my attention. Immediately my hand unlocks the safety on my gun. I turn around and point it. No one’s there to my naked eye.
“But I know you’re there.” I say confidently.
She uncloaks from her invisible barrier. I cannot deny who it is. The creamy white skin, blonde hair and green eyes with her out-of-this world’s dress attire comes at me with no mistake.
“Colin.” She calls to me gently, “It’s time.”



ACT FOUR
Reawakening
2093, Inside The Valkyrie’s Anamnesis
Suspended in a loop, drawn and tossed about in a world of colors, feelings, imaginations… delusions, untruths, truths… lost and gone. Unable to perceive. Unable to come to terms with it. It was his face but it wasn’t him. It couldn’t have been him. I know it wasn’t him. Blood everywhere. I’m bleeding, I’m losing. Determined and I have to live. Determined!
Fire everywhere. At least I got my child away. He’s safe. He’ll be safe. I’m sorry. It crosses me I’ll never see him again. Can’t see him grow up. Won’t see him play with his toys, hit that rebel teen age, have a wife… have a kid… I won’t see it.
“Ianna!” A man calls me out of hiding. His voice is spellbinding. It’s him. It has to be him. Seven, it’s you? I… how? Why didn’t I feel you approaching?
“It’s alright. Everything is going to be alright.” He comforts me.
The other men aren’t firing. They wait for us to embrace. His warmth is strange. I want to believe it’s real, but… why is his hair red? And his eyes… why are…
Pssffkkk!
A silenced shot always remains the greatest heartbreaker. Blood oozes from my stomach. I take a step back and see his face. It’s not him. It was never him.
Maybe I wanted it to be him. I’ve lost myself trying to fight Zero all these years that I’ve twisted and wretched my memories. Deluded myself after I was gunned down and dragged back to its lair. Forced to sleep for whatever experiment it wished to do to me.
Zero made me relive that moment a thousand times over.
How many times do I see it happening, over and over in different ways and different outcomes. How many times did you try to comfort me? Wrap me in your embrace the best you can. Even if it’s just an imagination, you used your power to keep my mind safe from it. All I have in here is you. And now, after so many years, after all my will to fight has been beaten into a pulp, I feel you slipping. Why?
‘I’m still with you Ianna…’
I know. You’ve always been.
‘But soon you must wake up. You know this is not the real world.’
I don’t know if I’m ready to face what’s out there… alone.
‘You have to. You must find new strength. You must… come find me… and we’ll set things right. Once and for all.’
How do you know? How do you know this isn’t real? Please, I don’t care how many nightmares I have. I don’t want to lose you again. Even if it’s just your whispers. I’ll take that. Let me have that. Why stop it? Damnit! Why! We can’t!
Zero will win again. Zero always wins… If this is what we can have then why Seven, why break it? Please, can’t you see? All our fighting has been ceaseless.
In the end we’ve accomplished nothing. Let’s at least have this… Please… no… why? Speak to me! Speak to me!
‘I love you Ianna.’
Stop it! Don’t… No… no, no, no! Seven!!
Don’t… NOOOOOOOOOOOO!!!
Ugh! Yargh! AHHH! The pain! The pain! No, No!!
Where, what… I can’t breathe. I can’t see.
Everything is so loud. I can hear everything.
Bad taste, no taste. Throat tightening.
Heart racing. I’m alive? What? What.
“I can’t see! I can’t see!” I speak because I know someone’s there.
“Effects of an elongated hypersleep. It’ll wear off.”
Who’s voice is that? It sounds… alive. It sounds real. It doesn’t sound like your whispers Seven. Who is that? Hello? Are you there? Seven! Seven! My sight. I can’t see anything… I don’t know where I am. I feel so alone. I’ve never felt this alone.
“Welcome to 2093, Lady Valkyrie.” That man speaks again.
Two thousand what…
Wait… No…
All this time…
It can’t be, it can’t be…



The Offspring in The Crimson Spear’s lair
Josh had been staring out of the bars of his holding cell for a whole day. It didn’t come out to the onlookers yet, that is, saying that Josh was boiling inside. A raging tempest ready to burst, but not yet. First he had to get answers and to do that, he kept himself as calm as possible.
‘Heather. I can’t stop thinking about you. Wherever you are, I promise, I’ll come get you. Wait for me. I promise, I’ll get out of here. I’ll make it right. I’ll make everything right.’
He talked in his head like she could hear. Maybe she could. Josh kept her secrets as best he could. Heather was telepathic, just like his mother. He thought about how his father went wrong, how Colin handled knowing about Adria’s telepathic capabilities.
‘Never’, Josh murmured bitterly in his head, ‘Never making the mistakes of my fathers.’
“Oy.” The orange-haired guard came in again, “Time to go sugarcakes. She wants to see you.”
Josh nearly gave into his anger right there. The way the escort taunted him made him felt, almost irrelevant. The information alone that everything Josh had rebelled for or fought for, was simply organized by a greater power? The thought that he was thrown into a haze and a veil of confusion made him felt angry, and it all started with his forefathers.
The escort walked Josh down the hallway. He wondered what his name was then he remembered a bit of backchat between his ‘favorite’ escort and another guard. Rogers, he thought was the name.
Josh had been starving. They didn’t feed him much. Only enough to keep him living and even worse, he lost track of the time. He could’ve been there for days, who knows. All that went through Josh’s mind in his imprisonment was reminders. Reminders of the mistakes he made and reminders of the mistakes his kin.
“Right here.” Rogers stopped him and pointed the way to a door at the very end of the hallway. Two strapped-to-the-teeth guards stood at the entrance door. They were in warsuits, prepared for whatever ambush could possibly come their way. Whatever they were protecting, it was not just important – it was the thing these men would sacrifice their lives for.
Rogers showed them his wrist ID and then they let him through with Josh.
‘Not sure what to be expecting now. The room was dimly lit white. The old guy from earlier stood with his arms crossed looking at me in disappointment. Not sure why. Then I saw her.
The Valkyrie.
Her eyes. I don’t think I’ll forget her eyes. The stories they were reaching out to tell me…
Her face, so dragged, so sad. So… serious. Unforgiving, she reminded me of the old greek goddess, Nemesis. Pushing her feeling aside, she gave off a cold demeanor and underweight, she probably hadn’t eaten in forever. And despite all that, she was as beautiful as my grandfather described in his books.
But what happened to her? Does she know me?’
“Sit.” She commanded Josh to the only chair in the room. Josh obeyed the command. He never met his ancestor before, but if anyone had to be trusted or at least, he thought enough to be trusted, it had to be her – right?
Josh didn’t know if to speak. The mere fact that he was here in her presence sucked the words clean out of him and for only a second or two, he forgot about Heather. Valkyrie’s presence was dominating. Her aura, even as dim as it might have been now, was still not lost. She was magnetic.
“Do you know who I am?” She asks him
“Yes.” Josh replied with a hint of surety, “You’re The Valkyrie. My grandmother.”
‘A twitch in her facial expression revealed something I wasn’t sure how to process. I know she can tell that I am of her blood. I know she can see it. Help me ancestor. Help me…’
“Can you tell us what you remembered when you were captured?” Valkyrie’s tone remained neutral. She didn’t show Josh any signs of favoritism and by all means, he suspected that she and the rest of Crimson Spear had been looking at him as a possible threat. He wondered why they had kept him alive if that was the case. Even worse, he wondered why she showed no love.
“I don’t recall much of it. Some tossing and turning, I remember needles, the tests, the blood samples, the… I remember wires…” Josh stopped himself midway through his sentence because memory started flushing down his head. It wasn’t the kind he was expecting you see. This started troubling him because now he realized why his ancestor might have been so cold.
“Wires…” He slipped on the word again as he saw himself like a lab rat being experimented on, tossed and almost tortured as he screamed for help but no aid.
‘How did I forget about this?’ He kept wondering to himself.
“No, no, no… No!” Josh couldn’t believe what was coming back to him.
“Grab him.” The older man, Valkyrie’s right hand commanded the rest of the guards. Josh began panicking. The sight of his ancestor remaining neutral, watching this happen terrified him to no end. He couldn’t believe she was just watching this happen.
“Ancestor!” He called out desperately, “Help me!”
But Valkyrie watched. She sat there and stared. A small tear forming in her eye.
Josh tried fighting against the men in the room but he proved powerless. They tased him and then each guard grabbed him on both arms. Soon it’d be three to one against him with Valkyrie unsheathing a combat knife too.
‘Why! Why! Why?!’
Tears streamed down Josh’s face. He never thought this is how it’d end. He screamed and fought as hard as he could for his life, but in the end, her knife entered his chest. Cold, he could feel the life leaving him and the blood gushing out of him.
Josh’s head hanged from the mortal wound. Silence emerged, until he realized, he was not dead… As a matter of fact, he wondered if he was actually hurt. Valkyrie pulled the knife out of him, reached inside his chest and clawed open his skin to reveal a cyborg endoskeleton. She stepped back in horror and a deep seeded rage began boiling in her.
“Zero Sphere…” She whispered under her breath.
Suddenly the ground shook, the lights went off for a second and the alarms blared across the base. Everyone in the room became instantly alerted. A hologram transmission appeared behind Valkyrie. It was Seven, but not the Seven she knew, it was the ‘Red Seven’ that came to Colin a few days ago.
“Attention Crimson Spear. You are now under attack. Resistance is futile. Please stand by while we eradicate your terrorism. Regards, Zero.” Red said before vanishing to evade a response.
Valkyrie growled in anger. She stormed to the door of the room, intent on going out there and killing him herself. They asked her what to do with Josh – “Watch him. Rest of you come with me.” She told one of the guards, “And if he’s dead when I come back and you’re still here? I’ll kill you myself.”
Fire and brimstone; that’s what was inside that woman’s heart. Valkyrie hadn’t entered a state this dark in years.
‘Don’t let the beast out.’ She used to remind herself. Now, she wasn’t sure she could keep that promise. All the years of suffering and enslavement, all the years of fighting for the right reasons, only to have it thrown in your face. To have your family practically cursed. Seeing how Josh was turned into a cybernetic organism drove her over the edge.
How many more times does her bloodline have to suffer the same fate?
She told her men to grab her the biggest gun they could find. They warned her she wasn’t in shape. They told her that she’s not fit for combat yet. She didn’t care. All she wanted was revenge. She wanted blood. Nothing would get in her way. She commanded her men to get to their stations and begin defensive countermeasures against Zero’s forces.
It was obvious how Zero found this location, but no one would dare say why. Everyone knew, at least the people who did the research on Josh that it was his fault. He’d become a walking tracking mechanism from Zero. Valkyrie’s commanders knew it but they didn’t know if to kill him or not. He was of her blood. They had to keep him, at least until she woke up. Now that it’s come to this, who knows what Josh’s fate will be?
Crimson Spear’s forces were located underground but they had ground level defenses to disrupt Zero’s tracking or occasionally knock out and capture Zero’s rogue technology. The War Maidens led the charge. They flew in the air and commanded forces of swarm-like unmanned drones to swoop down and pummel the ground layer with a barrage of missile attacks.
Crimson Spear responded by sending out their armored anti-air tanks to go out and do some work, but they’d soon realize this battle would not be in their favor. The drones were unending in their assault. For every one they’d shoot out of the sky, another three would spawn. They tried sniping the War Maidens, but that too would prove of no use. Between their high mobility and the barriers that absorbed every attack, the War Maidens were seemingly untouchable.
Soon, Zero’s Forces penetrated the ground layer and sent the drones underground. This is where things started getting real nasty for Crimson Spear. They had civilians down there. Zero’s forces didn’t care. They weren’t ‘cold’, or ‘heartless’, and they didn’t have any remorse or fear, or hurt, or vengeance. Zero’s forces didn’t remotely acknowledge the Crimson Spear as some kind of competitor. What angered Valkyrie, no, what saddened Valkyrie – was that this was like pest control. An eradication.
Valkyrie had herself armed with an assault beam rifle. It was her favorite kind of gun. Reminded her of the ancient G3A3. Brought back memories of the times she went hard. Real hard. The times where she would be the war maiden. The times that earned her that bloodthirsty name.
She shot high, she shot low. She got a few of those drones down. She didn’t bother getting others to safety. She might’ve lost the red hair but red shun in those eyes of her and they wanted destruction. Her commanders knew she was reckless. They had to give orders without her permission; to get the civilians to safety and order a general retreat. Valkyrie wanted to stay. Her willpower too great. Greater than what her body’s able to accomplish now.
Still, such willpower cannot be underestimated.
With that will, that determination… almost nothing can stand in your way. That’s what Valkyrie had. The burning fire within. Outside, she may have appeared cold and under control. Inside had a raging inferno. A galaxy of exploding supernovas all going off one at a time, like a domino effect.
During the battle, Josh remained on his knees, drooling in confusion and horror at what he had become. Soon, a piercing bolt of energy shot into his heart. It started beating rapidly. He could feel his heat level rising.
‘Won’t. Make. Their. Mistakes. Must. Correct. It. ALL!’
Josh groaned in anger. The guards tried calming him. They put guns to his head. He didn’t care. A volcano was about to erupt. He knew it. They knew it. No one could stop it. Josh started rising to his feet. They told him to stand down. He didn’t listen.
‘GET. OUT. OF. MY. WAY!!’
He crunched his fists so hard blood started oozing out. His brain went into overdrive. He started screaming to the top of his voice as he looked to the ceiling. The room started shaking. It wasn’t from the battle outside. It was from Josh. Fear went into the hearts of his wardens. An energy barrier formed around Josh and then it exploded violently. The whole room ripped a part. The doorway blasted open and the door shot out like a bullet to clear the path.
Josh walked out, the only one left. People saw him. They cowered at what they saw. They knew they couldn’t stop him. Rage brewed in Josh. He felt the power. He felt what he had become. Inside, he thought he could take the world. Inside, he developed his own willpower. He looked to the end of the hallway.
‘Heather, I’m coming for you.’
Fuel entered his legs. He got in a runner’s stance. He closed his eyes for a second. When they were reopened, a pathway cleared by flames left behind from his take off. Josh had gone so fast, he broke the sound barrier. In less than a second, Josh was gone.
The battle raged wildly in Zero’s favor. Soon, Crimson spear was devastated. It was not much of a fight, though they tried their best. Nevertheless, this is Zero. Zero does not play competitively. Zero eradicates.
Most of Crimson Spear had fled, intent on heading to the other backup hideout. Valkyrie stayed back. She wanted to confront Zero’s commanders herself. She wanted to kill them all. She got on ground level, no breather in hand.
“Come on bitches!” She shouted to the sky as she fired some rounds.
It caught their attention. The War Maidens flew down without an ounce of fear. One to the front, one to the left and the other on the right. Valkyrie may have intimidated the average man, or even her own officers and enemies alike, but these maidens didn’t care. They were here to do their work. It didn’t matter who or what stood in their way. As a matter of fact, they found it cute or rather, amusing.
“Well, well, well.” Said the Caped War Maiden, “Look what we have here gals, it’s the outdated Alpha.”
“Who are you?” Valkyrie asked, feeling a strange similarity zoning from them.
“You can call me Athena.” The Caped Maiden appeared to be the leader of the pack. She did most of the talking. The other two just watched – “And the Winged one, you can call Iris while the other’s our sister; Nemesis.”
Valkyrie wasn’t exactly in the mood for talking so she opened fire. It didn’t work. Not one shot as much as scratched any of them. Some kind of barrier or force field. Didn’t matter. She reloaded again and tried shooting but this time Athena held her spear pointed in Valkyrie’s direction.
“Such a weak flesh. Let me show you real power.” She taunted.
Her spear engulfed in lightning. Then a lightning ray shot at the legend. Valkyrie felt a surging pain throughout her body to which she could never compare it to. Her body went airborne, twisting and turning violently before smashing into the ground about fifteen feet away.
Aftershock effects still lingered around Valkyrie. She found it excruciating to get up. Her body wanted to give out. Her body should’ve given out, but she didn’t. She picked herself up, panting in rage. It didn’t occur to her that this may have been her last fight. Or maybe she didn’t care.
Now, the War Maidens were walking to her in group formation. Valkyrie armed her gun again. This time she swapped the mode to grenade shots. She fired and fired again and again. Now it would be Iris to step in. She held her hand out, a barrier formed around the trio and each grenade became entangled by the field. As the three got closer, Iris pointed at the Valkyrie and the grenades suddenly took life of their own. They shot back at Valkyrie. She knew she was in deep trouble. She rolled to the side, avoiding the blast radius of two grenades, but it wouldn’t be enough. One of the blasts stumbled her, slowing her down and then the other grenade came at her feet.
Boom!
Valkyrie was tossed away like a ragdoll, smashing into one of the ruins of a nearby wall. She coughed. Blood came up. Her body started going numb. Started getting unresponsive. That willpower though. It would be her undoing. It kept telling her to get up, to never give in. So she listened to it and when she got to her feet and saw the smoke cleared, she only saw two of the Maidens. The Winged and The Caped.
Where was the other one?
Something caught the corner of her eye. She glanced over to her right. Nemesis was right there. She knocked Valkyrie’s weapon out of her hand. Valkyrie spun around with a beam knife unsheathing from her wrist gadget.
Nemesis dodged it. Valkyrie tried a slash high, a slash low, but no matter what she did, she couldn’t touch the maiden. Soon she’d get parried and then a knee to the stomach, an elbow to the temple with a shot to her leg. Valkyrie dropped to the ground, utterly defeated.
She growled in determination. Beating herself up for her body’s giving out. She crawled to her weapon. These War Maidens didn’t want to just end her life. They wanted Valkyrie to suffer. Once Valkyrie got her gun, she stumbled on her butt, unable to even get up and tried raising her weapon at her coming aggressors. She fired, missing her shot miserably. She simply was unable to continue the fight. The War Maidens came to her, looking down.
Then something happened.
Their visors opened. Athena had deep red hair and amber eyes while Iris was blonde with blue eyes and Nemesis had brunette hair with green eyes. Something they all shared in common, was the similarity on their faces. They looked like variants of The Valkyrie herself. Xeilya knew who they were, but at this point she did not care.
“I guess we should thank you. After all, you did give us the necessary requirements to achieve our perfection.” Athena spoke, “And now…”
“You’re nothing more than a pathetic failure.” Nemesis finished her sister’s sentence with a raspy tone that simply said ‘You’re garbage to me’
“A selfish coward that always ran because of the disappointments she had as a child.” Iris continued with an innocent child-like tone, laced in deceit.
“Who lost everything she ever worked for, all because of her reluctance to let go…” Athena added in her more neutral, leader-like tone.
“Of fighting for the wrong side.” The three finished together.
Valkyrie knew she could take a bullet to the head and call it a day, but why were they doing this? Why were they breaking her like this?
“Look at you, mother. You’ve lost everything. The man you love, the son you never cared for and your people thinks of you as a manipulative traitor.” Iris kneeled down spewing her venom with a devious smile.
“All the while, everything you fought for in the end was meaningless. Humanity is still a pathetic waste. They never turned to good, they got worse. They killed more. They raped more. They fucked more.” Nemesis was gnashing her teeth as she got her line in.
“This was a pleasure.” Athena chuckled. She held her spear right to Valkyrie’s neck, ready to deliver a decapitation. Valkyrie didn’t think of anything.
She only felt hurt, regret and rage. Tears welled in her eyes, but even in her last hour she tried so hard to hold those droplets from streaming down her face.
A strange ‘boom’ in the distance sounded, then in the blink of an eye, Athena went flying away, knocked back by an almost invisible supersonic force. The other two Maidens backed away from Valkyrie, not in fear of her, but they knew something else was around. They looked high, they looked low and saw nothing.
In the distance, they found the problem. Athena was engaging something. It was so fast. Whatever it was she couldn’t land a hit on it, so she flew into the air and shot her spear beam at the area, unleashing a gigantic energy emission. The fighting force Athena was fighting moved away from the area and rushed to Valkyrie’s side. Xeilya couldn’t believe it. It was Josh. He quickly grabbed her and sped off into the distant sands.
Josh laid his broken grandmother in the sands carefully some distance away from the fight. He got to his feet, set his sights on the direction they came from. Valkyrie knew what he wanted to do.
“Josh, no…” She scolded him as she struggled to get to her feet, “Don’t. You’re not ready for them yet!”
Josh looked back at her with a smirk – “Ancestor, I don’t know exactly what I am but I know what I can do. I’m going to fix all the wrongs that my forefathers have done. I’ll right where you went wrong. Starting with removing this so called Zero.”
Josh turned away, got into a runner’s stance, prepared for launch and go.
“Josh! Stop! Don’t go! Don’t be an idiot!” Valkyrie protested.
He ignored her. The ground shook beneath him, a sonic boom overtook the air and in an instant, he was gone. Valkyrie watched in the distance. That’s when it hit her. Josh would either be their only hope to win this war or their fatal doom.
Josh arrived back to the scene. The War Maidens were there waiting for him, each sitting on the broken pieces of buildings left. There was another guest Josh wasn’t expecting. He had his arms folded behind his back, looking toward the Maidens’ way. He knew Josh had arrived and so, he smiled in a fiendish delight.
“Look what we have ladies.” He announced to the girls before turning back at a fire-breathing Josh, “It’s the new prototype. The one Zero wishes to replace us with.”
Josh didn’t pay much attention to his words. Bloodlust shimmered in his eyes.
“Very well. Come, show me what you are.” Seven raised his hand out, gesturing a ‘get over here’
Josh charged in mightily. The power surging within and even outside of him. With all his speed, all his might, he went into Red fearlessly but he’d soon be very surprised.
This foe did nothing flashy. Josh threw wild punches, using all his mighty power and agility to back it, but he was untrained and it became obvious very soon.
Red kept a calm composure and did nothing for eye candy. He simply sidestepped or turned his body only a tad bit to avoid Josh’s attacks.
From a distance, it would look like a swarm of bullets attempting to hit a strange-dancing man. Josh kept going though. Unrelenting, he thought eventually he’d land a punch on Red, but not one. He never landed one. Red was toying with him. At last, he caught one of Josh’s punches and immediately kneed him in the gut then sent a series of shattering punches to his chin, noise and neck. Josh stumbled away silly. Red appeared to be pure human but his hits were melting through Josh’s cybernetics. This only infuriated Josh more. He had to beat him. No matter what the cost, he had to beat Red.
“We’re all Zero’s Spheres’.” Red folded his arms behind his back and waltzed in a circular pace around Josh as he regained his composure from the beating – “A generational line destined to feed data to an intelligence that only has concern for the return to Sirius. Using whatever means necessary, it’s used the DNA of your forefathers, our forefathers, and created us to be the perfect humans fit for the journey. Bit by bit it continued to perfect us, starting with earlier clones. One of them even raised Valkyrie’s son. Amusing.”
Josh was on his feet again, ready to charge in for more.
“Now Zero wants to start a new line, with you and that girl. What was her name again? Oh, Heather, isn’t it?”
Once the name ‘Heather’ was mentioned, Josh crunched his fists in rage and screamed to the top of his voice. An aura formed around him, the ground beneath him sunk and waves of energy shot out from all directions. He charged at Red with a new level of power, this time managing to tackle him into the ground. Josh started pummeling him with all his rage, all his might. Red just took it, laughing, apparently unaffected by the blows.
“Are you done?” Red taunted him.
Josh tried landing another hit, but this time Red caught it. He kneed Josh in the groin, threw a head-butt then flipped him over where Red was now on top. Red didn’t strike much but any time he did, Josh was hurt. The damage felt unreal. Each hit brought Josh close to the edge. Red pummeled Josh brutally, beating him to a pulp. The skin on Josh’s left eye and forehead began peeling and his cybernetics started showing. Blood ran across his face and it got to the point where Josh couldn’t even react any longer. He was knocked out cold.
Red got to his feet, addressing his allies – “This is why we no longer follow Zero’s ideals. In the end, both father and Zero are prone to mistakes. Nothing in this physical existence is perfect and here’s your evidence right here.” He dusted his hands in victory at the fallen Josh.
Seven glanced over the unresponsive Josh. He held his hand out, ready to deliver a telekinetic deathblow.
All hope seemed lost… until a rocket came out of nowhere, smashing into the Seven’s face. The impact knocked him and the War Maidens away with a violent boom. An armored war truck skidded into the scene, Valkyrie dove out of it and grabbed her grandson while the truck continued laying down automatic suppressive fire to cover her as she dragged him into the vehicle, then they immediately fled the scene.
Smoke cleared from the area. Red Seven and The War Maidens walked out of the rubble, seemingly unharmed. Seven smirked, a newfound scar across his eye from the blast radius; showing only a fragment of his own cybernetics within.
“Should we chase?” Athena asked
“No. They mean nothing. It’s too late for them to change anything.”



The Son of Mars on route to the Asteroid
“You know you don’t have to be here. I’ll be fine.” Colin spoke across the room to the beautiful, blonde, green-eyed woman who called herself Astraea. They were in the commander’s quarters of an MDSU asteroid turner spaceship. The rest of the crew had no knowledge that Astraea was on board. Only Colin knew. She sat on his desk while he kept watch on her in the commander’s chair.
“I want to be here.” She said softly.
Astraea’s voice had this, soothing effect to it. Her words, if even one or two were spoken, it was like healing waves of energy. She comforted Colin, just by simply being there.
“If everything you told me is true, then I can’t fail here. No matter what.” Colin reminisced over the things she told him.
“You won’t fail.” She smiled.
Astraea got out of her seating position and reached for Colin’s hand tenderly. As their fingertips touched, Colin felt a rush go to his head. He looked at her with new eyes.
“Why?” He blurted out stupefied, “Why do you remind me so much of her?”
“Think about future lives.” She replied.
Colin let himself go. She came to him when he had no one else. She comforted the man who needed it the most and now, he couldn’t deny it. He felt a strong connection to this woman. Beyond the flesh. He hadn’t known her for more than a few days but Colin could confidently say that he felt as if he’d known her a lifetime. She led him to the window. The two of them gazed over the orbit of Mars.
“Look.” She pointed to the energy spheres that shot around the planet, then her eyes trailed to the sight of Mars itself – “In my time, this planet’s a blue gem.”
Colin paid strict attention to her words. He looked over Mars. It was still mostly ‘red’, but patches of blue started taking over. Colin thought carefully about what she said, ‘In my time, this planet’s a blue gem’
“That’s why you cannot lose hope. Without you, that blue gem won’t be possible.” She continued.
Colin’s grip on Astraea’s hand tightened as he looked out the window. He no longer felt misplaced. For the first time in years, he didn’t feel a sense of restriction. He woke up and realized, he was no longer a drone but a part of this world, a part of the solar system, the galaxy and the universe at large. He realized at last that this whole drama his family has experienced for so long, would one day pay off. That gave him unparalleled hope. Colin didn’t feel an ounce of regret or sorry for whatever happened. At last, he could forgive himself for Adria. Why?
Because in the end, the future depends on him.
Whatever happened in the past happened. It can’t be changed. All that matters now is what must happen. These unlocking cognitions sent a whirlwind of excitement in Colin’s consciousness. His mission is extremely dangerous; stopping the asteroid and then, he’d still have to go back to deal with Zero regardless of their success.
“I’m ready.” Colin smiled proudly.
Astraea smiled supportively as they gazed over Mars without any sense of dread but with hope and prosperity to a future they know they must strive to create.
“When will I see you again?” He had to ask. Colin didn’t want to appear imposing or needy, so he downplayed that question as much as he could’ve. Still, no one could resist this woman. No matter how hard they tried.
She looked over to him with something he hadn’t seen her with before, longing. “When you come back home.” She says.
Colin stood there trying to decipher her cryptic message. He knew better than arguing her riddles instantly expecting an answer right away, because Astraea spoke in these ways purposely due to all the things she knew she couldn’t directly say.
“I have one more thing to give you.” She tells him as she directs Colin to turn around with her and she stretches her hand forward where beams of light emit from her dress and soon, a holographic image is formed in front of them. Colin’s heartbeat probably skipped a beat or two. He couldn’t believe who he was seeing.
“Who is this? How did you get my transmission line?” Her suspicious voice, the voice of the woman he hadn’t seen since childhood.
“Mother…” Colin whispered underneath his breath to the hologram neutralized in fear if this was really happening or not. She couldn’t see him just yet. Valkyrie’s attention was focused on Astraea, who had purposely took a step forward to block Colin from seeing his mother. Colin wondered why she was doing this but he knew better than to question her wrongly.
“You…” Valkyrie started remembering the blonde from her trip to Mars. She wasn’t sure what to say to her, so Xeilya did the only thing any logical person would ask – “What do you want?”
“I have someone for you Ianna.” Astraea called her by her real name. It was funny, because Xeilya didn’t remember giving out her real name to the blonde. Astraea moved aside and behind her, Colin stood there with a racing heart as his mother laid eyes on him.
“Colin…” Valkyrie’s tough demeanor suddenly vanished if only for a second or two, and that motherly longing for her lost son overtook the tone in her voice. She tried talking again but immediately found it too difficult to register anything logical. She was silenced from the sight that her baby boy had become a man.
Unconsciously she extended her hand to touch the hologram’s face before realizing that indeed he wasn’t in the room.
“You’ve grown so much. Is it really you?” She had to verify.
“It is.” Colin kept his composure in check. The two of them locked in stasis as they stared each other down. She couldn’t believe it and neither could he.
“Where are you?” Valkyrie broke the silence, her voice trending back to the protective, tough as nails Xeilya.
“I’m on a mission in space to save the world and…” Colin gulped at the thought of what he was about to say next, “I’m not sure if I’ll be coming back.”
Valkyrie looked away for a moment. In that very instant, everything hit her like a broken dam swallowing a helpless village. Zero. Everything that she and Seven wanted; a better world, a better future and for what? What has done? Look at where her family was now. Separated, spliced into cybernetics and off on sacrificial missions to save the world and for what? What reward did it give them in the end?
Anger and sadness welled in her face. She had to keep herself together. She wouldn’t let her family see her broken, no matter how many nukes were firing inside that mind of hers.
“Don’t you dare say that!” She scolded him – “You’re coming back to me Colin. I don’t care if I have to come up there and drag you down here myself.”
Colin smirked. He remembered the ferocity his mother exerted. The lioness that would protect her pack.
“Look at me.” She continued, “I’ve had enough of losing this war. I’ve had enough of losing the ones I love and mark my words, I am not losing you out there.”
She looked at him sternly, “You hear me Colin?”
“Yes ma’am.” He replied
Astraea peered over to Colin, signaling that she had to close the communication link.
“Alright, I will do my best up here but I’ll also need you to do your best down there.”
The challenge in Colin’s words didn’t come across as rude to his mother, rather it inspired her that he had grown such a backbone to get things done.
“See you soon.” She smiled, knowing whether it be delusional or not that her family will make it through, though it didn’t really matter if they did truly make it to Valkyrie because her main concern was if they went out without a fight. If they died striving for what was right, then that’s all that really matters.
As Astraea was about to shut off the hologram, Valkyrie edged in a final note silently – “Love you.”
Colin stared at Astraea and Astraea stared right back at him. He knew what he had to do so he shoved his feelings aside and formed a sturdy attitude. He walked away from her, opened the commander’s door and proceeded to the command deck of the ship. His crew was busy at work. Checking the instruments, monitoring progress on the asteroid. Their faces were stressed. They were discouraged, one could even say hopeless. Colin walked to the window of the ship. Outside, the asteroid right in their faces.
“Listen…” He said softly, “Listen…” His voice raised slightly.
The crew looked over. They weren’t sure if he was about to give an order or something else. Colin kept looking at that asteroid. He thought to himself, ‘You are not my enemy. You are only an obstacle.’
Then he said aloud remembering the poetic nature of his father, “Life isn’t always peaches and cream. Sometimes its rain and thunder, fire and lightning.”
He turned around, his strength growing, his presence filling the room with something the people had lost – hope.
“You think this the end?” He challenged his audience – “You think we’re about to go out there and die? Is that it?”
He folded his arms behind his back and moved to the center of the room, walking slow, walking sure, listening to what was coming out of his mouth – “Let me tell you something. It’s not. Whether we go out there and stop it, whether we don’t, the universe keeps going. Whether you want to sit there, crying and sobbing that things should’ve been different.”
He peered over to Astraea who stood silently with her arms crossed at the back of the room.
“That things could’ve been different…” His voice went low for just a second, “But let me tell you all something. It is what it is. There’s no mystical force out there tugging that asteroid to destroy the planet we love. There’s no destiny controlling that hunk of rock, telling it to burn everything we worked so hard for.”
He made sure the whole room was paying attention and they definitely were.
“There’s us and there’s that obstacle. So let me ask you something: Are you going to let that rock wreck everything? Are we going to sit here and cry that things could’ve been this, that and the other?”
He looked at all of their faces, each word slithering into the back of their heads, “Or are we going out there to cancel doomsday and go back home?”
No one responded. No one knew what to say.
“I’ll tell you what I’m going to do.” He started low again, “And I’ll tell you what I’m not going to do.”
Colin walked to the window of the ship, his crew, leaving their stations and trailing behind him curiously.
“I’m going to stop that asteroid and I’m going back home to see my family.”
Then he looked back at the rest of them – “But I’m not going to sit here feeling sorry for all the things that we’ve done. All the things we could’ve did. It’s come to this. We either do, or die. We either strive to win or accept defeat like losers. So what do you say?”
They weren’t used to this kind of encouragement. On Mars it was foreign. Everything became bland.
“Let me ask you one more time. What are YOU going to do?! Are you going to cry or fight!” Colin raised his voice, the emotions at the edge of his tone.
“Fight!” Gabriel spoke out in the backdrop, inspired from where Colin was going with this. Then another spoke out, and then another, and then Colin kept asking the same question over and over till the whole room cheered for a victory that didn’t come.
“This is a time that will mark history. If we go down, we go down fighting till our last breath. We go down never giving up hope. And if we beat it? Another chapter to add to the books.”
As the crew cheered, Colin looked for Astraea. He saw a proud smile on her face, and then like a whisper in the wind, she was gone.



Cyberspace
The room is nothing but pure white, light and not a single detail to compliment the true nature of it. Josh lays on the floor, unscarred, rested and unsure of what he’s waking up to.
‘What’s going on?’
“Rise and shine sleepyhead.” Valkyrie calls to him.
There she stands in her prime. Her skinniness; gone, her face no longer tortured like the way he’s seen her and her hair’s back to pure red.What about Josh? How did he suddenly get all patched up so quickly?
“Where am I?” He asks as he brings himself to his feet, getting clear view of the nothingness around him.
“This…” Valkyrie showcases her hand to the direction behind her as if she were pointing to ‘this way’ – “Is a sandbox simulation.”
“A sandbox simulation?” Josh had to clarify her words. He had an idea but he really wasn’t sure.
“That’s right. You’re still recovering. My boys are working on you around the clock. However, time’s not a luxury we can afford.”
Valkyrie marched to Josh with a very strong posture, “Josh I need you to listen to me. In five days, Mars will be destroyed unless we fight to stop that. Your father is out there in space, doing his part. Now, you and I have to do ours.”
Josh didn’t know how to respond. He had a question in mind but chose to remain silent, seeing how Xeilya wasn’t done talking.
“This residual image of ourselves can be considered the mental projection of our, shall we say ‘primes’. It would take months for me to train you the way I want you to be fit, but in here… time goes by way slower. We can cover years in here compared to what we would try to do outside this matrix.”
“Combat uploads?” Josh discerned smartly.
“Atta’ boy. Looks like they taught you well. Yes, you are going to receive data directly to your consciousness of my combat techniques, abilities and performance in my prime. I cannot train you the way I want to with my physical body, so this will have to do.”
“Are you sure… I’m ready for this?” Josh was stumbling around his words. After his defeat at the hands of Red, he increasingly became less confident in his abilities.
“Josh.” Valkyrie looked him in square in the eye, “Everyone has their losses. Don’t let it get to you.”
Josh paid close attention to her words as she continued. She had the same empowering attitude his father possessed.
“If we don’t get back up after we go down, then and only then, are we the real losers. So shrug it off. You’re young and stupid, just like I was when I was your age. I know you want to say that we screwed up here and there but let me tell you something boy. The past is the past. What matters is what we do now.”
Valkyrie held her hand out gesturing him to come over challengingly – “Let’s begin.”
Josh took a few steps forward, then he stopped. His grandmother turned away from him and looked to the sky. Eyes determined, face all stern with her classic sleek smirk that came into play.
“Load: Level-T-105.” She spoke to the air. Josh just stood there baffled.
‘Is she talking to the computer?’
Suddenly the pitch white room was pitch white no more. Everything went black. Then lines of neon green circuit lights suddenly turned on. Josh looked at Valkyrie. She was completely nude for a second until these circuit lines started forming around her body, making a skin-tight black suit with neon lights highlighting her figure. She held her hand forward, crunched it and next came the best part. Armor started forming around her hand, then to her arm, then to her chest until her whole body was covered in her own War Maiden armor. Josh stood there stupefied. Not only was this whole thing beyond cool but now he wanted his own.
“Well don’t just stand there.” She taunted, “Get your gear on.”
Josh wasn’t sure what he should do. Maybe talk to the computer himself or something. Either way, he took another step forward and followed his ancestor, and soon enough the same process began happening to him. Valkyrie’s armor had a black covering with red outlines while Josh’s contained a green lined variant to counter her.
“Weapons!” She spoke aloud to the computer again.
In less than a nanosecond, the whole room became flooded with closets of weapons from nearly every era of human history. Guns, swords, beam rifles, grenades, whatever one could think up, it was there.
Valkyrie casually walked over to the closets of guns to start stockpiling herself as if she were going to World War IV. Josh followed her as well, not grabbing any weapons just yet because truthfully he hadn’t a clue what to do, so he asked – “What now?” while Xeilya armed herself to the teeth.
She cocked her hand beam gun then looked back at him, “Now? It’s go time kiddo!”
In an instant, a cybernetic helmet formed over her head and she took a shot right at Josh’s chest that sent him flying across the room. Josh stumbled back to his knees. He felt the pain, sure, but it didn’t kill him. He smirked. He was ready.



Solar Opus
What comes from the silence of the blackness? An old tale, a poetry written to soothe your own mind. Here I stay, subtle in the darkness, waiting for the time you are ready. Decades gone, and maybe even a thousand years would pass before I see your face again and yet here I wait. The time is coming when the boy becomes a man and when the woman lets go her past and sees a brighter future. A possible future. The observer waits in shadow knowing her limitations. The astronaut no longer thinks about what could’ve but looks ahead to what can be. So here I wait, in darkness, feeling and looking. The time will soon be ripe. When I am released on that fateful day, nothing in the universe will stop my part in this grand schematic.
My part’s coming.
I’ve waited for too long.
And soon the wait will all be over…



The Son of Mars nears The Asteroid
Colin had his cup of morning wake-me-up and sat stern on the commander’s seat. His underlings were strictly all about business and dead set on work. They were nearing the asteroid. Their mission was about to happen in this very hour.
“Status report on the rock?” Colin asked loudly while keeping his eye on the asteroid as if it were a person, staring him right back in the face, but something felt odd. Looking at the asteroid, Colin got a sense of displacement and in that moment, bit by bit from the simple expression on his underlings’ faces, things started getting weird.
“Commander, this is a bit strange… take a look.” One of the navigational experts responded immediately to his request.
Colin appeared unmoved. Perhaps he expected that response or better yet, maybe he expected anything at this point. Simply put, he was prepared for the worse. The holographic screen appeared in front of Colin and the data showed strange, new, unexpected orbital patterns of the asteroid.
“LARS, give me a report on this.” Colin spoke to the ship’s AI.
“Right away.” The AI uploaded the data to Colin’s holoterminal – “The findings show anomalies in the asteroid’s trajectory. It has changed its destination at least two times in the past three hours.”
A suspicious beat began revving up in Colin’s head.
“Colin!” Gabriel called out to him, “I need a minute.”
Colin immediately darted out of his seat and headed over to his friend. Gabriel wanted to keep their conversation private. He kept eyeing the rest of the room while the two of them walked to the ship’s edge.
“Colin, I’ve been studying these anomalies for the past day.”
“And?”
“It doesn’t make any sense.”
Colin could see Gabriel’s sweat pounding a message in his head that something was terribly off.
“The asteroid, it keeps ‘changing’ its destination. Look at this.” He handed a holo-file to Colin that showed his findings over the past 24 hours – “It’s reacting to our approach. Like it knows we’re coming…”
“Didn’t the Crimson Spear organize this attack? Couldn’t there be a machine pushing it the directions’ its going?”
“Maybe, but I think it might be something more. Look here. See this? Colin, this thing, this rock or asteroid, whatever – I… Colin – this isn’t an asteroid…”
Gabriel’s voice and practically everything else went muted as the connections sparked in Colin’s head. He knew what it was.
“Colin, it’s…”
“A spaceship.” Colin discerned, his attention already set to get back in his commander’s seat and give the order.
“All hands! Prepare evasive maneuvers!” He ordered.
Boom!
An energy missile made contact with the ship immediately as Colin attempted to get his men prepared, then another shot followed by another. They were under attack.
“LARS, get us out of here! NOW!” Colin shouted
The ship avoided as many attacks as best it could but the barrage was relentless and seemingly, being shot from the rocks of the asteroid. A confusing sight to see. Colin’s crew scrambled to their stations trying to hold the ship together, but the only option was to flee. The ship wasn’t meant to combat effectively, it was made to divert space debris. Suddenly the ship jerked forward, the crew slipped inside and sparks went flying. A red beam held the ship in stasis and everything went dark. In the middle of the room, a holographic image of a man, dressed in a foreign attire made his presence known; his face, burning with the hatred of a thousand suns.
“Hello Solarians.” The language translator spoke for him, “It’s been a very long time…”



The Offspring vs The Valkyrie
‘Hours, days, no, no, more like weeks, maybe even months… not sure how long I’ve been – HEY! Watch it!’
A battle-scarred Josh rolls to the side, narrowly avoiding Valkyrie’s onslaught of energy shots from higher ground. The area’s more or less, darkness in neon light but where they are, could be considered a ‘hilly’ area with lots of good spots for guerilla warfare. Once Josh regained himself, he hid behind one of the cracks in the darkness, readied his gun and waited for the war maiden to come nearby.
‘Alright. I can do this. Time her out. She always likes to play full aggressive and it’s good and all for heavy offense – certainly pushes the opposition back, but the problem is, she’s vulnerable after her burst period. Just need to time her out… just need…’
Click!
“Need to be more aware.” Valkyrie’s voice rang a shot of fear down Josh’s spine as he realized she was at his side, holding him gun point. Josh froze for a moment then he quickly slapped the gun away from Valkyrie’s hand and proceeded to return a shot, only for Valkyrie to kick his weapon out of his hand, so the two engaged in close quarter combat.
Josh kept up pretty well. An obvious result of his training during the time he’s been here with her. He was able to block and parry her, plus return some solid attacks of his own. However, here, Josh didn’t have his super speed nor agility or strength like he did outside. The program purposely kept him within the limits of a non-enhanced human for the sake of making his training not only harder, but lessening the reliance on augmented performance. Should he make it through the training, as just an average joe, then the result in the end, would make him that more efficient in the real world.
Josh was starting to gain the upper hand on his ancestor, forcing her footing to step back and back on the defensive. This inspired him and a well of fire sparked him to get more aggressive and so he did, but that would quickly work against him once Valkyrie noticed the overconfidence blinding him. She allowed him to feel he was gaining the advantage until she avoided a haymaker, sidestepped to his right and delivered a knee to his groin followed by a series of blows to his head and neck that sent him stumbling on the ground. Josh rolled away toward his weapon, grabbed it and fired wildly.
The wild barrage of attacks sent Valkyrie sideflipping away and retreating for as much cover as possible. Once again, Josh had the upper hand and he had no intention of letting this advantage slip away again. He followed her trail. She was heading to open space. He wondered why.
‘Now I have you…’
Valkyrie slid down a path on the dark hill, in the distance, an artificial energetic ball that acted like a sun to the virtual world caught the glimmer of her eye. She smiled deviously, seeing that ‘sun’ was giving energy to this dark world the two of them were in, but more than that, she smiled knowing Josh was near and that was exactly what she wanted.
Josh came around the corner, noticing she was standing still and repeatedly asking himself, ‘why?’ Nevertheless, he readied his shot. Valkyrie turned back and smirked at him. Just as he was about to hit the click, he noticed something on the ground. A small, hand-sized cylindrical object.
‘You have got to be kidding me…’
Boom!
The grenade explosion sent Josh flying away and smashing into the clear, flat ground below. Valkyrie grabbed Josh’s weapon and took careful steps toward him, waiting so he’d get up to see not only had he lost this duel but he lost it and lost his weapon in the process.
“Shit…” Josh said aloud realizing his defeat as he got to his knees against the standing, gun-pointed Valkyrie.
Valkyrie tilted her head at his comment, “What kind of language are you using there Martian boy? Don’t you know? Profanities are for earthlings.”
“Must’ve picked it up from you.” He jeered playfully.
Valkyrie lowered the gun. She waited for Josh to get back on his feet.
“I don’t understand where I’m going wrong… I see what you’re doing but, sometimes I feel like I can’t stop it from happening.”
Valkyrie listened well to her student’s complaints before formulating a proper response. Josh waited for her advice. Sure, he’d improve a lot since they first started. The original days in this program, it was two weeks straight of him getting his ass kicked before as much as landing a single blow or even a parry.
“The art of deception.” Valkyrie finally spoke, “It’s something that doesn’t come overnight. The ability to make your foes think you are something you are not. Indeed, a powerful tool, but once you are trained to create bullshit, you’ll know bullshit when it arrives.”
Josh nodded humbly. He was a good kid to his grandmother. More honored than anything to give her attitude, although there may have been an instance here or there with the young adult know-it-all enigma. Still, Josh was a good student. He listened to the words of his ancestor and monitored her as best he can. Valkyrie turned away, prepared to end the day and retreat with her student for the sake of rest for another day yet to come.
‘Ask her… Go on. Ask. Don’t let another day slip by where you don’t…’
There was something on his mind.
Something he had to get out.
“Ancestor…” He quietly stopped her – “I need to know something.”
Valkyrie turned back, watching him carefully, intrigued by not just his curiosity but his confidence in the curiosity. She could tell he needed to know something. No matter what. That reminded her of herself, especially her younger days. The curiosity that drove the feline into where she is now.
“Speak.” She responded.
Josh took a deep breath. No turning back now – “I need you to tell me exactly what Zero Sphere is…”
Valkyrie closed her eyes, knowing that this question would come sooner or later. Memory of old intel came flooding back to her.



ALLIANCE OF CRIMSON SPEAR: OUTER COLONY
SECTOR 5-D12
27 MARCH 2055
OPERATION ‘ZERO SPHERE’ FILE NO: 75-1
SUBJECT: ZERO REPORT #96
1. SYNOPSIS : Create enhanced humans capable of carrying out mission duty to Sirius in order to fix defective genes passed down from ancient earth forefathers.
2. DETAILS : Zero has moved into a new phase after a successful series of cloning and its own experimentation on human subjects on Mars. Due to the success, Zero’s subjects are housed with improved genetics from previous super soldier’s successors, therefore, possibly eliminating the need for Crimson Spear’s protection of the people on Mars. At this rate, Zero’s forces will eventually form into an army, eradicating the need for human-officiated forces of protection. Further intel has also suggested that three clones of Seven Sphere has been seen in Zero’s vicinity acting as watchers to Zero’s work. Zero’s intention of carrying its mission to interstellar boundaries continues to become less of an idea and more of a reality as it surpasses boundaries previously thought of as impossible. Zero is becoming a threat to global security and the citizens of Mars with its unauthorized experimentation and armaments.
3. ACTION : Commence PHASE C.
LT. ECHO
Crimson Spear
SECTOR 5-D12
In Cyberspace…
Valkyrie sat Josh down as she took a deep breath to explain the whole truth - “Zero Sphere is an operation code name created from the sight of the first clones we spotted; which ironically, happened to be the clones of your grandfather. After that we came to realize that there were more. Not just, clones of him, but clones of me, clones of other soldiers and the line kept going until the genetics probably couldn’t even be considered cloning anymore.”
In Space…
Colin found the strength to speak in a room of silence and fear, “Who are you?” He asked, pushing his emotions aside. A small moment of silence took over before the vicious looking man responded with a jaded look – “We are The Forgotten…”
In Cyberspace…
“For what purpose? The only idea we had was that the mission it informed Seven and I about decades ago. That is, to return to Sirius in order to fix our genes. But Zero wasn’t telling us everything…”
In Space…
“What do you want?” Colin asked bravely
“To end this old war.” The man responded.
LARS immediately warned the ship of incoming fire. The room jumped in a panic, fleeing to their stations to steer the ship away from the disaster. Colin gave orders to return fire but no matter how much they evaded or how much fire they returned, it proved useless against this gigantic mothership, prepared for war. Their ship would soon be torn to shreds and Colin kept thinking to himself, ‘Why?’
In Cyberspace…
“Zero kept it secret for as long as it could. It didn’t make sense that it was preparing super soldiers for interstellar travel. It was obvious Zero was suiting up for something much bigger. We thought it was a war against us, so we took the preemptive. Yeah, it was us. We started the cold war against Zero. We launched Phase C: stealth missions to shut down its operations. That’s when Zero turned on us…”
In Space…
‘ALL PERSONNEL EVACUATE IMMEDIATELY.’
‘ALL PERSONNEL EVACUATE IMMEDIATELY.’
‘ALL PERSONNEL EVACUATE IMMEDIATELY.’
LARS had given up on the ship, prompting everyone to retreat while its alarms went off frantically. Everyone fled to the escape vessels and equipped themselves with spacesuits for impact. As his spacesuit helmet clicked, Colin stayed behind to look over his ship being torn apart and wondered if this was how it was supposed to end.
“Colin! Get in here! NOW!” Gabriel shouted from the escape pod.
Colin could hear the voices around him, see the sparks and fire blowing wildly – but he froze in that moment. Not out of fear; out of realization.
He crunched his fists – “Not like this!”
An explosion engulfed the room. Soon the whole ship would be blown to bits and nothing but debris and fiery aftermaths would remain.
In Cyberspace…
A tear rolled down Valkyrie’s face. She wasn’t sure why she was crying. Maybe memories of everything she lost, or an intuitive jab at what was happening in space to her boy child. Colin flashed in her mind. She tried to shrug the thought off, but she couldn’t. He was there, stuck in her head and unwilling to let go as she continued explaining the enigma of ‘Zero Sphere’ but that pause held onto her longer than it should. She saw the last moment she had with Colin as a boy.
“The cost of war is always high, especially if you throw the first stone. I couldn’t trust Seven to take care of Zero alone, so I… tried to end it all. I wanted him back and I wanted Mars to be free. All I ended up doing was starting a war we never could’ve won. And in the end, I never got him back.”
She scoffed in a deep seeded sadness, attempting to play it off with her vigor and wit – “No, in the end – I lost him and I lost my boy.”
Xeilya paused unintentionally, taking a gulp at the words flowing out of her mouth, “Then I lost the Spear and heck, I’d even lose me too. Everything I worked for, everything I strived for; gone, all because… because…”
Valkyrie stopped tumbling down that endless pit of regret. She shrugged the emotion off to continue explaining.
“See, Zero Sphere wasn’t just about, clones getting to Sirius. It was a defense operation.”
Josh blinked his eyes as he took in everything. He tried to hold himself back from shedding a tear. The emotion pouring from Valkyrie was stifling, even in a computer zoned atmosphere.
He stood there with both his arms and legs crossed, thinking again and again about everything she was saying. He could feel the depth of Valkyrie’s voice as she spoke. The simple cracks here and there, telling its own chapters of her emotion and feeling to all the events.
Valkyrie cleared her throat and shot her eyes directly into Josh’s and got right back to the point, “That’s why the clones after a while were no longer just, clones. Zero started enhancing them with cybernetics, genetics, and all sorts of exotic technology to do the things people thought was just pure science fiction. That’s what Zero did to you. Turned you into a weapon…”
Valkyrie banked her head at Josh directly once more – “Zero’s been preparing to go to war.”
Josh simply sat there stupefied. He wasn’t sure how to respond; to nod or not to say yes or no. He just remained quiet until the trouble boiled up and the boy could remain quiet no more.
“There’s no hope is there?” Josh sounded defeated and as he talked. He wondered where that suddenly came from. Valkyrie paid close attention to his newfound outpour of pent up feelings.
“I mean, can we really win this? Do you think training me is the answer? Do you really think we have a chance against this… monster that always plans two steps ahead of us? I mean…” Josh’s voice began cracking as he continued – “Can I even get Heather back? Nick… ugh… I, I – I don’t…”
All of a sudden, Valkyrie did something completely unexpected. Something she should’ve done a long time ago but only now, found the strength to do it in this seemingly darkest hour. In the hour where the tears weren’t only hers. The sight of tears rolling down Josh’s faced stirred something deeply seeded within her. Something that needed to be awakened again. She grabbed her grandchild and embraced him tightly in a comforting hug.
Josh remained on his knees as he felt the warmth of his ancestor enriching the fiber of his being. At first he didn’t quite know how to relate to it. Something like this, months ago, sure he’d be willing to accept it – but now? It felt odd to see his warrior grandmother show such care, but then Josh would soon lose that front when he realizes that this is not only genuine; this is the strength of a lioness protecting her pack. He held her tight with tears of frustration and groans bent on stopping himself to keep his tough, shield.
“Shhh…” Valkyrie instructed him lovingly. After some seconds in their embrace, Josh calmed down. Xeilya could no longer find herself crying or feeling sorry for whatever happened. Seeing her blood in distress, knowing they needed her gave her a rejuvenation. She soothed Josh’s hair then held his chin up to look her directly in the eyes.
“Now you listen to me. We are going to win! We are going to march to Zero’s front doors and bang on them till our fists bleed and take back everything and everyone we lost! Heather, Seven, Nick, Colin – everyone. You hear me? Everyone!”
“I just need to know… why, why did it choose us? I mean, why did Zero choose our family? For the cloning, for the mission… why us?” Josh asked solemnly.
“Because we were the ones who looked to the sky while others kept their eyes in the dirt.”
‘I can’t tell you why, maybe it’s how she said it or the timing but now I feel… that, what she just told me, is exactly what I needed to hear. From all the times everyone called me different, not wanting to fit into society… now I know that I was never alone.
Now I feel like I actually have a chance.
I feel like… I can get back up and win.
I can be me again.
Heather, I’m…’
Beep! Beep! Beep!
A subtle beep grew louder and louder, catching their attention. Valkyrie took a step back, looked at the sky and held her hand over her ear as if she were communicating with an invisible phone.
She cleared the drama away and went straight into command mode – “Talk to me.”
“Ma’am, new reports on Zero and the asteroid are coming in. You might want to take a look at this.” A male response came to her, most likely one of her underlings keeping watch outside the computer world
“Understood.” She replied already prepared to move.
Josh looked at her carefully as he dried his eyes. He could tell she wasn’t just forcefully pushing her emotions aside. Sure, she knew once they got out the computer sim, they’d have to deal with whatever this urgency is but he could tell she was fueled. Something he had never seen her with before and that, more than inspired Josh. He felt the need to reflect her underline ability to push against the storm.
“What’s wrong?” He asked
“Time to go.” She responded sternly.
In Space…
“Do you remember the first time we met?” A woman’s voice calls out in the blackness of the void.
‘How could I possibly forget?’ Colin thinks to himself. Nothing can be seen, only heard. He knows that voice. It’s familiar. It’s warm.
“I remember when I met you, I thought to myself ‘What a brave man, coming to see me’. And you were brave. Braver than anyone else I’ve known, considering you came to talk to me.”
‘I don’t understand how I could be brave by speaking to you.’
“You knew what I was. You saw it before in your father’s eyes and you saw that shimmering in mine. You knew what you were getting yourself into the moment you met me.”
‘You say that like it’s a bad thing…’
Colin found the courage to open his eyes. The blackness of the void wasn’t really a blackness at all; but his own shut eyes. Colin was tumbling in blackness. He could see nothing but black, except the figure slowly descending toward him – Adria. He wondered, why did she come now? She didn’t have a space suit and she was in a casual form fitting suit like the ones the colonists used to wear.
“How?” Colin found the breath to speak when Adria’s hands reached for his helmet as if they wanted to touch his face.
“Shhh…” She silenced him, “It’s not over yet.”
“What?”
Zzzzrk!
A million volts of electricity shot through Colin’s body. The pain could be comparable to dying over and over again, all within a fraction of a second. Colin snapped out of his haze and found himself floating, drifting into deeper space. No tether to reel him in, no ship to save him. Then he checked his oxygen level.
O2 DOWN TO 7%
Little sparks in his brain lit up, forcing him to confront reality: he’s alive. He didn’t die in that attack. Then he thought to himself, ‘What if I’m to stifle out here?’
He tried looking around to see something he could latch onto. Nothing. Nothing he could find. Only the heartbreaking message from his surrounds that painted a very obvious picture – you’re not coming back.
He could see the stars in the distance. He could feel the weight of his breath getting heavier and heavier with each passing sip of oxygen.
“MDSU this is Commander Sphere, do you read me?” He tried contact. No response came. So he tried it again.
No response came then, so he tried again and again and again until that painted picture out there became all too haunting to ignore. As he flew deeper into space, Colin wondered why he wasn’t feeling any sadness. He troubled himself to search through random memories of his family, of his only boy to fight for concern, to fight for survival but he just couldn’t bring himself to breaking into tears. For some reason… he had a peace. He had a deep knowing that should this be the end, he tried.
‘But not hard enough…’ A bittersweet thought seeped into the corners of his mind as he accepted his fate, slowing sipping on the remaining oxygen. He looked out into the stars. He wouldn’t choose a better place to die. That gave him comfort in this final hour…
“Rrzrzrlzrzlrzlzrzrzz…” A strange communication came in. Colin immediately snapped out of his trance.
“RRKKkkkzkzzzzz…” It grew louder.
“MDSU? EDF? This is Commander Sphere – do you read me?” He tried establishing contact with the frequency.
Colin recalled what happened only moments ago. What if it were the attackers? Nevertheless, he tried again.
“This is Commander Sphere, I am drifting into space. My O2…”
“I read you Colin.” An artificial voice responded pleasantly
“LARS?” Colin couldn’t believe it
“Yes Commander, are you injured?”
“Nothing that can’t be fixed. How did you survive?”
“My total structure is not physical, rather holodigital. Any satellite or network surrounding the Martian space; I can use to upload myself.”
Colin chuckled at the AI’s niftiness, “Can you read my coordinates?”
“Yes. I am sending a rescue vessel your way.”
“Wait…” Colin paused suspiciously, “How did I survive?”
“Prior to the destruction of the Class V-12 vessel, you were distraught from the sight of the destruction which left you vulnerable to the incoming attack. I took precautionary measures to beam you away from the ship and shield you in a cloaking device until I was able to launch a rescue operation for your return.”
“LARS you smart bastard.” Colin caught himself slinging an earthling slang
“I have been programmed to preserve and nuture human life, Commander. It is only my duty.”
“I’m sure it is. Why couldn’t Zero be like you?” Colin felt safety for once then he remembered his mission. For Colin – it was far from over. He thought to himself, ‘The Crimson couldn’t have organized this attack.’ Then he knew in that moment, exactly what he had to do.
“LARS?” He quietly whispered, thoughts bubbling in his head
“Yes, Commander?”
“You said you activated a cloak device on me. Was that, to block the assailants from tracking me out here?”
“That is of correctness.”
Colin formed a plan. It came quick. It may have been irrational, unwise and frankly even stupid but for Colin, the mission was not over.
“LARS I want you to do something for me and I want you to do it with no questions asked.”
“Yes, Commander?”
“Where is the unknown craft now?”
“En route within orbit of the planet. Why?”
“I want you to get a cloaking suit prepped on the vessel en route to me and fetch me a light combat arsenal with slicing and holo-hacking capabilities.”
“Will do. May I ask what this is for?”
Colin paused. He had to make sure he was certain and as the words left his mouth, the confirmation became absolute – “I’m going in.”



ACT FIVE
Day of Reckoning
There’s a cold mist in the atmosphere, one that sends chills through the circuits of every atom in your body warning you of the coming blizzard. Valkyrie stands alone in a small bathroom facing the mirror, thinking over everything to come. Her palms are drenched in sweat as she combs through the last strands of her hair using a hair dye device. Once complete, she calmly lets the device slip through the grip of her fingers. Her eyes stare into the mirror, thinking, combating, processing…
Her hair’s now jet black, the tone that resembles space itself.
‘Black hair will look amazing with your skin tone.’ Seven’s whispers echoes through her mind as she locks eyes in the mirror with the fierce feline staring right back at her.
“It does.” She smirks as if he were standing behind her.
Hours earlier, Valkyrie and Josh exited their long computer-combat matrix simulation to be greeted by the news. The ‘asteroid’ stopped in high orbit over Mars and now, Zero’s forces are circulating around the Crimson Zone suiting up for a possible attack. Before her personal break, Valkyrie sat all her remaining forces in a command room minutes ago and went over the plan of action.
“Now listen up…” She remembers herself addressing the room of the last hundred Crimson Spear, “Intel has suggested that the asteroid we’ve been looking at, is not so much an asteroid anymore. What exactly it is, we don’t know yet. What we do know is that we’ve never seen Zero prepared for a full scaled assault…”
In space…
LARS’ rescue vessel arrives just when Colin’s O2 marker drops to 2.3%. The unit is a small, circular-shaped pod vessel. A one-man pilot ship capable of near planetary flight. Colin opens the hatch, steps in and looks around to make sure what he asked for is there and sure enough, a smirk cracks on his face once he sees all the equipment waiting.
In The Crimson Spear’s Command room…
“What we do know is this is day of reckoning. We won’t be able to hide anymore. Today, we’re going to war. A full scale attack on Zero’s base. Intel points to Zero’s focus on the asteroid so we’re going to utilize this advantage.”
Josh leans on a wall, arms crossed in the background, strapped in a combat suit like the rest of the soldiers listening to their mother speak. Among them, John, the EDF and the MDSU officials all sit listening attentively, ridding themselves of old rivalries for the greater good.
In the present in the bathroom…
Valkyrie continues reviewing the orders she gave. Fire brews inside. She crunches her fists tightly. She could feel blood ooze from them. Her throat tightens up, then she unleashes a feral scream in the air. Her fist connects to the mirage image on the wall.
Whack!
The mirror shatters into pieces. Blood drips down her hand as the shards fall lifelessly to the floor. She watches her disfigured reflection in the broken mirror and notices it forging a kind of unintentional smile. She continues looking, brooding, hoping that something would happen and then, an imaginative image of Seven forms behind her.
“I’m coming.” She breathes ferociously.
In Space…
“Commander are you sure about this?” LARS asks Colin, who’s strapped in the single pilot seat, steering the small pod vessel to the gigantic mothership over the Martian orbit.
“LARS…” Colin scolds the AI, “I told you don’t question me.”
“I understand Commander. However, please consider the chance of success is very low, combined with your survival rate is at an even lower probability outcome.”
“I know LARS. I know.”
On the desert sands of Mars, some distance from Zero’s base…
An army rises to the sun on the horizon, trailing smoke and rubble behind them from the desert shores. Large, armored ground vehicles with too many wheels to count, supported by aerial vehicles no longer sporting wings; rather utilizing sleek, elongated designs shaped like missiles. Inside these war machines – men and women, strapped and armored to the teeth. Their various form-fitted armored combat suits carrying multiple insignias of Crimson Spear, MDSU and EDF. At last, a human unification on Mars has been formed, one which history has never been seen before.
Inside one of the air vehicles, Valkyrie hangs with a leg outside the open door, helmetless, feeling the wind blow through her new, dark hair matching her jet black suit. A sure yet neutral look on her face. Behind her, Josh sits, strapped into a similar war suit, helmet on and ready.
And at the outside of Zero’s base, the three War Maidens with Red step into the rising sunlight, their army of drones forming an artificial wall behind them. Red takes a few steps ahead of his crew, looking into the distance to see their coming enemy. A devious smirk cracks across his face.
“So they came to witness the rebirth.”
Red looked over to his trio of allies – “Let’s welcome them to it”
Athena steps forward, acting on Red’s wishes as if they were hive minded. She unsheathes her large spear and hold it forward, pointing it at her coming enemies. The drones dive from the artificial wall and form a large, lance like, hovering projectile. Athena jumps into the air and flies aggressively into the distance, the army of drones and her two sisters following closely behind.
Valkyrie notices the large swarm incoming. She grabs her helmet and fastened it tightly. A large painted skull on its visor, symbolizing death incarnate. She turns to Josh behind her.
“Sphere!” She calls him by his last name, “Tell me how far you’d go for her!”
Josh leans forward. There wasn’t as much as a drop of uncertainty in him any longer - “Into the deepest, darkest black hole.”
“Good.” Valkyrie shouts against the wind – “Then it’s time to make that happen boy. Get out there. You know where to go and you know what to do!”
Josh nods to his ancestor. He makes his way to the edge of the vehicle, ready to jump out. Before he could though, Valkyrie grabs the backpack area of his suit.
“Remember, there’s no tool as powerful as your heart.”
Josh seeps in her words. He nods once more, looks out into the distance, takes a deep breath then dives out the vehicle. As he plummets to the ground, he catches a small vision of his times with Heather and Nick. He sees them growing together, laughing together, and most of all – loving each other. Once he reopens his eyes he’s near ground so he twists his body and lands like a cat then shifts himself into a runner’s stance, looks ahead to see all the war machines ahead, then without any hesitation and in the blink of an eye; smoke forms around him, a large sonic boom deafens the nearby onlookers and suddenly, he’s gone.
Josh broke the sound barrier, pushing himself to run faster than he ever thought before. He noticed that the speed wasn’t the same. He felt faster. More agile, more capable. His speed kept increasing. He felt limitless. Drones swarmed from the skies to stop him, but he pushed past them, using the blast of his supersonic travel to knock them out of his way. Soon Josh would have no control over his speed. Like a hot, burning rogue star – he’d crash right into the heart of a greater gravitational force. In this case, Zero’s base.
The glass shatters, the walls crumble and Josh skids into a large, dark room covered by circuits and green neon light. His speed run happened to cost him bits of his armor. Josh noticed his suit was damaged.
It might not have been just from his running. The drones were attacking when they were swarming. Multiple things could’ve caused the damage his armor suffered. Still, it was in a workable condition.
“I’m glad you made it.” The voice of a rival calls out tauntingly. Out of the shadows, Red emerges. Josh crunches his fists. For a moment he feels a deep fear of Red, recalling the beating he had only days ago.
‘Remember there’s no tool as powerful as your heart.’ Valkyrie’s words echoes through his mind and then, Josh remembers Heather’s smile. Put those two together and suddenly the fear is overtaken by the instinctual adrenaline to survive. To save and most of all, to win. Josh readied himself in a combat stance. He knew no gun would work on this foe.
“Shall we?” Red asked with a snob look on his face.
But Josh didn’t answer.
He just charged.
Outside of Zero’s base, Valkyrie, Crimson Spear, the EDF and the MDSU all charge against the swarm of Zero’s drones. The ground shook with armored vehicles exchanging a storm of red and green lances of light. Some of these war machines were equipped with anti-nuke capabilities, so launching a simple wipe-em-out nuke attack was not possible for either side. This was technology given to Mars by a joint collaboration decades ago. If things were to be settled, it would be in this battle and not from the press of one big red button.
Was that the case for the unknown force descending from space? In orbit, Colin’s ship was nearing this mothership.
“LARS, I want you to give me a detailed scanned blueprint of the ship.”
“Already ahead of you Commander.”
“Show me what you got.”
A holographic image forms in front of Colin. The figure shows the ship in its true form. It’s a large, egg-shaped vessel with no openly seen areas to indicate its weaponry system. Colin paid close attention to the hologram, his fingers shifting the blueprint around, studying whatever he could find.
“Wait a minute.” Colin stops his search and devotes himself to a moment of contemplation, “This ship… this ship… LARS, does this ship contain the necessary WMDs to destroy Mars?”
“It does.”
“Then…” Colin shifts the hologram around more, looking for an answer he believes to be true – “Why hasn’t it destroyed the planet already?”
“Commander, if you pay attentions to Section 5-D, A-2 and F-12 of the vessel, you will notice a trend.”
Colin takes LARS’ word to heart, looking around desperately for the answer. Circuits start sparking in his cognitive factory.
“Wait a second…” Colin pauses when he begins to realize what might really be going on with this ship, “The asteroid, the cloaking device and now, these sectors aren’t completely functional?”
“That is of correctness.”
Colin leans back putting a hand on his open mouth thoughtfully.
“This ship. The cloaking… okay, okay, now it’s starting to make sense.”
“What is your hypothesis Commander?”
“This ship’s equipped with interstellar travel, right?”
“That is also of correctness.”
“And it’s equipped with planet-buster WMDs, so why haven’t they blown us up already? Why use an image defacer?”
Colin sat for a moment trying to organize his thoughts.
Then it came to him like lightning shot from space.
“It’s damaged.” Colin’s eyes gazed back and forth at the diagram carefully, “That’s why it can’t just finish us off. They need to repower or something. This ship just came from a battle. It’s war-torn.”
LARS remained quiet for a few seconds while Colin gazed into his realizations dumbfounded.
“You’re right.” LARS responded upon further inspection of the ship.
Colin smirked, “LARS I want you to find a possible entry point. Get me something weak. Something that won’t draw too much detection.”
“I’m on it.”
The small pod gradually got nearer and nearer to the mothership. Colin felt his heart beat speeding up. A thought crosses his mind about what he’s about to do.
“Nice and easy.” He instructs the AI.
Subtle rotations on the mothership gives some difficulty in adjusting Colin’s small pod to landing on a designated spot LARS deemed appropriate for entry. Nevertheless, the pod manages to attach onto the larger vessel. A pair of landing grips fastens the small ship on the surface. Colin grabs the small beam pistol and sees to it his helmet’s secured. His body transmutes to light and a second or two later, Colin’s beamed into a dark vicinity housing little lighting, power circuits and a general atmosphere of abandonment.
“I’m in.” He reports.
On the ground in Mars, the battle raged on. Zero’s drones would be shot out of the sky but then they’d assemble themselves just as easily as they fell. The machines were like pests, seemingly hard to hit and when they were hit, they’d get right back up. Some of the fire the human forces were dishing out ended up backfiring since Zero’s armies were difficult to lock down.
Add in the War Maidens swooping down from the skies with an onslaught of devastating aerial attacks and soon Valkyrie would realize this war’s starting to look more and more like an uphill battle. So she decided to do something drastic. Knowing the hate the clones had for her, she needed to make herself bait. She passes the order to drop her on the ground. A quick thought runs through her head about the nutriment stims her boys have been giving her over the past few days. She wonders if it’d be enough to hold herself up physically and the only conclusion she can come to is – ‘it better be.’
Joining the foot soldiers on the ground, she scouts around the swarms of Zero’s drones, firing occasionally to help the human forces but mainly looking for the trio of ‘bitches’ her mind prefers to label them as. At last, Valkyrie spots the Iris causing ruckus on the ground.
“Hey! Blondie!” She taunts, shoving her assault rifle forward and firing to catch her foe’s attention. Iris doesn’t notice at first since her attention still focused on clearing the ground she’s defending until Valkyrie pushes more and more to make sure her presence is known and sure enough, it works. Iris finally notices Valkyrie closing in on her with troops at her side. She knows this isn’t a fight she’s ready to handle based on the odds so she takes flight into the sky quickly.
‘Really?’ Valkyrie thinks to herself wondering if Iris’ cowering away. Swarms of drones diverts Xeilya’s attention again. She’ll have to figure out another way to catch their attention when suddenly…
Blap!
A powerful blast hits the ground, violently tossing Valkyrie and her soldiers away. Once Valkyrie slams into the nearby area, suffering only a minor two second knockout, she sees Athena airborne, charging another blast to the ground.
‘On your feet.’ She tells herself.
Valkyrie grabs her pocket rocket launcher, aims for the seemingly open Athena with her hands on the trigger. Just as she’s about to fire, a brutal shot sends her stumbling out of the picture.
Nemesis.
Valkyrie turns her attention to the last Maiden but by then, it’s too late. Athena unleashes another blast on the ground, taking out more of the ground soldiers than any blast she’s done before. Enraged, Xeilya shoots at her anyway but the rocket misses wildly as Athena swoops away from the area to harass another point on the battlefield. Valkyrie readies another shot, this time for Nemesis who’s still firing at her.
By the time she loads the next shot and preps herself to fire on the ground, Iris suddenly swoops in, grabs her and tosses her like a ragdoll in the air. Valkyrie brutally crashes into one of her own Crimson Spear war tanks, the impact steering the vehicle of course and accidently causing it to fire at a friendly zone. But Valkyrie isn’t out yet. She gets out of the rubble and shakes her head.
“These bitches…” She mutters under her breath.
“Lady Valkyrie! Are you alright?” The tank’s driver asks upon realizing who crashed in the vehicle but she downplays it and dusts herself off, marching furiously toward the tank’s turret
“Eyes on the aerial humanoids. Gotta’ take em’ down!”
“Yes ma’am!”
‘If these whores want war, war’s what they’re about to get.’
Valkyrie scouts the sky for them again. She wonders if her plan’s backfiring.
‘Can’t second question now.’ She battles herself internally as she looks for her enemies in the sky. Soon she’d find them, but they won’t be focusing her. They were out there, tearing the battlefield apart. Xeilya crunched her brows in rage and ordered the tank be driven to The Maidens.
Josh spears Red into a wall inside Zero’s base. On top of Red inside another room filled with more or less, circuits and dark technology, Josh attempts to deliver a hammer fist to Red’s face, but Red catches the attack with his own hand, then curls his knee in and extends it to kick and push Josh off. Red gets back to his feet but Josh already speeds back into the fight, exchanging hooks left and right with the occasional knees for the groin, remembering Valkyrie’s training. Red’s style, however, could be considered all about the counters. Josh’s still unable to land a hit but at least he isn’t necessarily being smacked down in return. He’s managing to hold his ground against Red. At least for now.
This inspires Josh to keep pushing, and instead of just using his raw superhuman-like power, he focuses on combining it with the finesse he’s learned and the results’ coming out better than he expected. Red can’t really land a counter attack in return, instead he’s focused on defense. Suddenly Red sees an opening in Josh’s barrages. He throws a fist right for Josh’s chest, knocks him there once, then a quick jab to his chin, and a side kick to his lower stomach. Josh stumbles a little, until he notices Red trying to capitalize on his combo so he returns the favor, parrying Red’s next attack and this time, using his supersonic speed to get behind Red and knock him into the wall.
With some distance between the two, Red uses the time to finally say something – “Upgrades.” He ponders out loudly, “You’ve been a busy Zero Sphere, haven’t you?”
“Only enough to beat you!”
Josh charges at him again. This time he has a plan. He knows Red will slither out of a spear move, so he uses a mirage.
As Josh charges into Red, Red already sets up a counter haymaker for the spear charge but Josh uses his supersonic speed to blink to Red’s exposed side and knock him into another wall.
He doesn’t let him off there either. Soon as Red catches himself, he sees Josh coming at him again, so he swings with a backhand to counter the speedy devil but he misses, because Josh blinks from the side to the front, where he gets a free hit right to Red’s chest, then another to the jaw and a swooping side kick to finish him off but that side won’t connect, because Red regains himself just in time to parry the attack, grab hold of Josh’s leg and slam him into the nearby wall, delivering a series of attacks to his head, neck and chest. After the brutal barrage, Red lifts Josh over his shoulders and slams him on the floor. The floor literally breaks from impact, plummeting Josh into another room below.
This room’s a bit different. Instead of the usual darkness of the base, Josh notices he landed on a platform suspended in the air over a dark, bottomless pit, but the rest of the room; the walls and what not, are covered in more light circuits than usual – as if this area could be considered almost the source of all the power in the base. Thousands of 11-foot upright cylindrical pods lay dormant, connected through what appears to be power cables, to a large pyramid-shaped black object at the middle of the platform. A beam shines from the tip of the pyramid, pulsating with powerful energy.
“What is this…” Josh momentarily diverts his attention away from his fight with Red.
“Home.” Red comments as he slips into the room silently, landing like a cat. He walks to the central pyramid, observing it only for a second or two before looking back at a confused Josh and smirking knowingly, “Don’t you remember?”
Josh looks around paranoid. He tries to keep his focus on Red, but flashbacks begin overtaking his focus. He sees the wires, he sees the water, he remembers himself screaming against the experiments. He tries to shake it off but the memories come flooding anyway.
‘No…’ He thinks to himself, ‘No, no, no!’
Josh charges into Red again, using his supersonic speed to engage in another fight but he hits an invisible barrier that almost sends him flying over the edge of the pit. Red ignores him. He punches the pyramid and suddenly, it opens. Like two sliding doors opening an entry point; it reveals another, larger chamber inside containing a pod, similar to the rest but bigger. Red presses some buttons on the pod and it opens up. Josh can only look. He’s unable to stop whatever Red’s doing. The central pod now opens, unveiling a bald, skinny humanoid figure floating in stasis, covered in wires, tubes and other apparatuses to keep it alive. Josh takes a step forward in disbelief.
“Hello father.” Red greets the unconscious figure – “You’ve done enough for this world. Now, it’s time I took my inheritance.”
“Seven…” Josh blurts out.
Red holds his hand over the pod. Small, micro-machines pour from the ceiling, from the floor and even from the pit, surrounding him completely. The neon-green highlight of the room shifts to red and the low humming sound goes completely silent. Red’s eyes shift from a natural tone to a glowing red as he becomes infused with this unknown power. He turns around, looking uncaringly at Josh.
“Seven’s the one who kept Zero under check. A prisoner by choice, he was the only one that could contain the AI from overtaking this world through psychic and telepathic influence. And now, his purpose is complete. This power is now mine.”
Red stretches his hand into the air. The ceiling begins moving, shifting, opening a pathway to the upper levels. The pods in the room open up. Josh takes a step back to observe what’s going on.
“I’m afraid I’ll have to end our little tumble. I have a world to save.” Red says neutrally. He floats into the air, the micro machines building a growing platform for him as he ascends. Then, humanoid figures, both male and female, covered in combat armor similar to The War Maidens also begin ascending with him. As Josh can only stare at this event unfolding, he feels a pull on the back of his head. A pull so deep, a pull so familiar that he can no longer focus on Red leaving with his army of clones.
He turns around and he notices one of the combat-armored humans, afloat midair. It shifts its legs slightly, and a large, back-mounted weapon slides to its right hand. The figure points the weapon at Josh. A communicational link is established. A malfunctioning robotic voice enters Josh’s com.
“Destroy…” It says once in a dark, robot voice
“Destroy…” It says again in a medium toned, robotic voice
“Destroy…” It says in low-toned female voice.
Josh knows that voice. He knows that voice too well. Before he can ask or even assume anything, the unit begins firing large, grenade-like blasts at him and purple lasers.
Valkyrie sits ready in the turret’s seat while her driver takes their damaged tank into the heat of the battle outside Zero’s base. She shot down as many drones as she could but they kept coming anyway. Finally she landed her sights on Athena swooping in on some of her men in the near distance. She took this opportunity to close in on the distracted clone. Once she had her target in sight, she smiled as she spoke aloud for the maiden to hear – “Over here bitch.”
Soon as Athena turns around to see the nuisance, it’s too late.
Blam!
The shot knocks the War Maiden out of the sky, sending her tumbling into the ground. Athena quickly tries to regain her composure, clearing a space between herself and the foot soldiers in the area. Valkyrie radios her nearby units to close in on Athena with her.
A distracted Athena uses a combination of flips, slides and melee attacks to get around her attackers but Valkyrie’s using this to her advantage.
The tank slips behind Athena and fires another shot that fortunately connects again, damaging the clone properly.
A group of drones swoop into the area to aid their commander, slamming into Valkyrie’s tank and forcing both her and her driver to abandon the exploding vehicle. The damaged Athena crawls to her knees, gradually getting to her feet. Valkyrie unsheathes a sidearm pistol strapped from her thigh to finish the job. Athena sees her closing in.
She points the gun, ready to take the shot – “That was a nice try but in the end, you’re nothing but just a pale copy.”
And just as she’s about to take it, Athena unleashes a violent shriek, filled with telepathic influence. The scream interrupts Valkyrie’s very thought process and even disturbs the men, not even focused on their duel, to hold their heads and scream in psychic pain.
Valkyrie unlocks her helmet. She tosses it aside, thinking maybe that’ll stop the effect. It doesn’t. She struggles to collect herself. Athena’s back on her feet. The favor’s back in her hands - that is until a loud horn sounds across the battlefield. Athena’s face wrenches in horror. She turns away from Valkyrie to identify the noise. As a matter of fact, everyone’s looking to see where that noise is coming from.
Eyes point to the sky.
It’s the mothership from space.
No longer cloaked as an asteroid.
“It’s time.” Athena whispers under her breath.
In the greater distance, Red and his army of clones ascend into the sky, heading toward the ship. Athena leaps into the air, flying toward that direction. A not-so-collected Valkyrie attempts to fire her pistol at the fleeing maiden inaccurately. Once she comes to regaining a better portion of her senses, she realizes the drones aren’t even attacking anymore. All of Zero’s forces are heading to the mothership.
‘What the heck?’ She wonders.
RRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRROOOOOOOOOOOOOORRRRRRRRRRRRRRR!
The horn shakes the ground again. The mothership begins sparkling in a strange blue, energetic light.
“Oh no.” Valkyrie assumes the worst.
And the worst is coming. Without warning, without any trash talking, threats or demands, the mothership no longer holds back. The sparkling energy hits a new high. The entire ship becomes engulfed in this exotic energy.
Then suddenly, it unleashes a wave – like a tsunami of electromagnetic energy, pulsing on a large scale that extends across the battlefield – disabling everything. Not just Crimson Spear’s tools, weapons and gadgets but all of EDF, all of MDSU and even Zero’s drones fall out of the sky like dead flies. Red, The Maidens and their clones keep ascending. Their sparking, damaged suits painting the obvious message that they are running on borrowed time.
“Lady Valkyrie! Nothing works! Nothing works!”
“All systems fried. We can’t get the rail cannons started!”
“We’re sitting ducks out here!”
Reports of the damaged equipment floods Valkyrie’s communication systems, but all she can do is look. Look at the unfolding. Witness the rebirth…
“Josh…” Valkyrie sighs worriedly.
And Josh can only defend himself inside Zero’s powerless base against his relentless new foe. Even in darkness, this unit keeps hunting him. Josh can only evade so many attacks. He uses his supersonic speed to dart onto the walls, hopping from pod to pod to close in on his attacker but his enemy moves like a butterfly. It steers away the moment Josh gets close, then it comes back in when he has no choice other than returning to the ground to recharge. The wave of energy blasts, explosions and lasers, lights up the powerless room in a dance of chaotic devastation. The unit has no regard for the clones’ pods, nor does it care what it hits. As long as Josh is destroyed.
‘Have to do something. Have to do something!’
Josh wonders what he can do. The area around him is gradually being ripped to shreds from damage. Soon there won’t even be a platform for him to stand on. Seven’s pyramid in the middle catches Josh’s attention. He notices the disregard his unknown attacker has for everything in the room but the pyramid. So that will have to do. He slides around the pyramid to avoid as much fire as he can, taking a few hits in the process but nevertheless, the evasion works enough for him to get a jump boost from the pyramid and launch an aerial spear tackle against the unknown unit. He latches on tightly and uses the last of his speed to boost both himself and his enemy into the wall. They crash into the pod. Josh grabs a hold of his foe and tosses it into another nearby wall.
Before it can land on the wall, Josh boosts himself into the unit again – this time, the two of them crashing so hard into the wall, it breaks and sends them into another room.
Josh unintentionally tumbles away from his foe but notices his foe’s damage as well. He gets to his feet and so does the unit, with the exception that this unit is never on its feet, but always hovering in the air. The chaotic dance begins again. Josh can only avoid so much of its relentless attacks, taking heavy damage to his suit.
His helmet begins sparking and malfunctioning. He tosses it aside, having no choice but to get rid of the faulty equipment. He takes deep breaths to catch himself for a moment. Memory of Valkyrie’s training comes back to him.
‘That will have to do.’ He thinks up a plan.
The room this fight’s taking place in, is a maze of dark corridors. The unknown unit searches for Josh. Did he run away? It sees a reflection of him down one of the corridors. A hailstorm of fire destroys the area. Did it miss? It sees Josh down another corridor. It shoots wildly. Did it hit this time? All these reflections, why isn’t he dying?
The art of deception.
Josh emerges from the fire, but it’s not one Josh – it’s three. Using a combination of his supersonic speed and a holographic projector, he made mirrored images of himself to confuse the unknown unit. The unit tries firing at all of them. A grenade shot to one, a pulse rifle blow to the other and a plasma-heated laser to the last. All of them are hit but only two vanish and the remaining one tackles the unit the ground, delivering a deadly array of blows to the unit’s helmet. Josh doesn’t stop there. He pummels and pummels, remembering why he’s fighting. Remembering his heart. Remembering Heather. He has to save Heather. He has to save her! He must! He can’t stop here! He has to get this guy out of the way! Until…
“What…” He stops his violence immediately then backs off in horror at the sight of the damaged helmet of the unknown attacker, revealing the one who’s behind the suit all along.
“Heather?” He cries.
Inside the mothership now in the sky over Mars, Colin hugs the walls of the alien vessel, sneaking silently to execute his plan of saving the world. He takes careful steps through the damaged corridors, following LARS’ hologram blueprint that pops up to the right side of his helmet, like a Heads Up Display.
“Commander, are you sure you want to do this?” LARS radios him
“This is the only way. Just keep me on course to the hyperdrive area.”
“Once you activate the hyperdrive, there’s no guarantee it will put you in a safe region of space. You may be warped into the middle of a volcano, a random war in another civilization, crash into a sun or perhaps, even worse.”
“This is my choice LARS. This mission’s gonna’ succeed. No matter what.”
A small beeping, only audible to Colin’s visor went off, indicating that there were nearby lifeforms. Colin quickly darted to one of the siderooms, away from the narrow corridor he was proceeding into. Two figures walk past him, conversing in a foreign language of clicks and whistles that Colin wasn’t even sure a human could make.
He tries identifying their faces but he’d rather be safe, so he activates his cloaking device to remain hidden.
“Any detection?” He whispers to LARS
“You are still good to go.”
“Good.”
Colin gets up and slowly walks back into the corridor he came from. For a second, he wonders what these people really look like. Least he could see them before he dies, but even that will have to wait.
Following LARS’ instructions, Colin makes it to the hyperdrive room undetected. Once he gets there, it’s not quite what he expected. The room’s not a large, powerbase, rather a simple-medium sized outlet containing strange circular objects surrounded by a larger egg object containing strange inscriptions on them.
“Alright LARS, you’re up.”
“Give me a moment. Translating this will take some time.”
“Time is what we do not have. Hurry up.”
Suddenly Colin feels his stomach turning. His hair stands on the edge, and a nasty neck pain breaks his concentration. He feels a deep pulling into his mind so he makes a 180 and finds something he once again, didn’t expect.
“Oh boy…” He whimpers fearfully.
In front of him, a squadron of twelve bald, human-like figures, dressed in dark grey form-fitted suits and containing a blue skin with slanted dark brown eyes filled with ominous intent, stares Colin down with an unmatchable, ancient hatred.
“Hiya’ fellas.” Colin playfully speaks, “LARS, LARS! LARS!!” He radios.
“Just one more moment. There, I have control of the ship’s hyperdrive system. Colin are you…”
One of the aliens raise an open palm hand at Colin then he quickly closes it into a fist where a gun-like object slips from his sleeves and powers on; ready to fire.
“Goodbye LARS.” Colin sneaks a word in before LARS manages to take control of the ship’s pilot systems, setting a random course to deep space. The ship shakes, light particles form around Colin and the alien crew.
“Goodbye Colin…”
Outside the mothership, Red and his army unleash a barrage of energy attacks against the alien vessel. Particles of white light slowly engulfs the ship. Soon the whole area becomes distorted and bent, as if time and space were collapsing on itself. In the blink of an eye, the ship disappears, Red and his legion lose their power reserves and fall out of the sky.
In Zero’s base, Josh is still trying to stop Heather’s bloodlust. He realizes the helmet was the prime cause of the mind control, but the effects are still lingering within her.
“Destroy…” She endlessly keeps repeating, “Destroy, destroy, destroy – I must… destroy!”
“Heather! Stop it! It’s me!! Josh! I came here for you! Please, listen to me! Listen to my voice.”
Heather slides her arm-mounted pulse gun and closes her fists, ready for another shot.
“I…” She stumbles, “I… must…”
Power emissions encase the gun. It’s ready to shoot. Josh stands there, hands open, pleading for her to notice him. She does, but she can’t help herself. The influence is too much. She has to finish him off.
“Heather! Listen to me!” Josh backs into a wall, “I love you damnit. I wanted to tell you before all this happened, that you aren’t just a friend to me. You’re more.”
“Must. Destr…”
“More than air to breathe.”
“Must…”
“More than a life to walk incomplete.”
“Destroy…”
“My other half.”
Tears roll down Heather’s face but it’s a confused mixture, steamed with rage forcing her to internally confront, why on Mars can’t she stop herself from the control?
“Go on.” Josh tells her, unwilling to fight his heart.
Blop!
“What the!” Josh screams to the top of his voice as Heather drops to her knees then curls into a fetal position, pistol whipped into unconsciousness. Behind her, Valkyrie sheathes the pistol she used on Heather.
“Why would you do that!” Josh shouts aggressively at his ancestor, rising in a confrontational stance.
“Relax kid. She’ll be up soon.” Valkyrie looks around the area, observing the damage. Her eyes lead her to the central focus – the only place that has the remaining light source left.
“Josh.” Valkyrie snaps him out of his bloodlust – “Is that him?”
Josh holds onto the knocked out Heather like a lost a teddy bear. He tries to calm himself. In the back of his head, he knows his grandmother isn’t the enemy.
“Yeah.” He lightly responds.
That’s all Valkyrie needs to hear. She doesn’t even ask for his help to get over there.
She walks to the edge of the broken wall where Josh and Heather crashed into from the previous, central room containing Seven’s pyramid. Using the last of her reserves on her combat suit, she boosts from empty pod to empty pod, finally arriving to the center and at last, confronting the pyramid itself.
‘All this time, and I have to wonder if it’s really him. The sleepless years gone by and not one day did I never think of this day; if it’d come, if it won’t. I can’t tell anymore if it’s real.’
Valkyrie takes careful, slow steps to the encasement of her long, lost love.
‘Seven, is it really you? I’m sorry… but you’ll have to show me…’
She unsheathes her pistol, aims it and with a determined more sure-than-ever vigor creeping up the tip of her spine, she opens fire. One shot, two shots, three then four and onto five and six before she waits just a moment to fire the last one.
“Seven?” Her heart races.
Blam!
The last shot fires. The container cracks. First it’s one crack that goes in a diagonal line, then more cracks come to join it. The container shatters. Green liquid pours out. The man inside falls to his knees, the wires and cables still hooked to him giving a short yank to his seemingly dead body that causes Valkyrie’s heart to stop.
She rushes to him, catching him from faceplanting. The two of them meet in a knee-high embrace. His skin is so cold, she can feel the frost seeping through her armor and the color of his skin shows a blood-drained effect; it’s no longer a brownish but now a dark grey. His eyes are completely shut. Synthetic augmentations range across his body; the top right part of his head, his entire left leg and right arm and even his heart – all incomplete biomechanical parts with a ravaged black, kilt-like attire on the lower part of his body. His lifeless body lays in her arms.
She’s trying not to shed any tears.
She’s trying to keep her composure.
Everything’s coming back to her all at once.
Everything’s making sense.
And everything’s all a confusing haze.
She props his head into hers, hugging him tightly, eyes closed as she whispers the thoughts playing through her head.
‘Seven, Seven, listen to me. Feel me. Hear me. Know me. I’m here. I’m here. Open your eyes, look at me. I know how long you’ve been in there, waiting for me. I know baby. You’re no longer alone. I’m here now and I’ll always be here. Please, listen to me. I need you to open your eyes. Live again. Our lives aren’t over yet. Please wake up… Don’t leave me now.’
On the ledge in the distance, Josh holds an unconscious Heather as he looks over his grandmother soothing his seemingly dead grandfather. He can only feel compassion as he looks over them. Heather’s warmth is still here.
Is Seven’s there?
“All this time I thought here we’d be, changing the world to make a better place.” She scoffs with the openly obvious sadness, “And here we are. Alone in the end. But you, I wouldn’t expect this from you. No. I wouldn’t ever think of you as the type to give up. Especially in this moment. Especially in this time. These were always the times when you shone bright. Always now.”
Fire coils within her veins. She squeezes him tightly, throbbing back and forth with him as her inn flames scorches to new heights.
“Get up Seven.” She starts low
“I said get up.” Her voice grows sternly
“Get your ass up! We have a world to save, and I need you at my side out there.”
And then, she can hold it back no longer – “GET UP!” She screams. The force of the scream sends a howling shockwave across the room, rippling time and space. A stew of sobbing and grunting, growling and anger slips into her while she tries to keep it all under control. Then something happens.
A light turns on the wall. Then another light, and another and soon, the whole base is starting to power on again. Seven remains dormant in her arms but she stares him in the face, hoping, knowing. She closes her eyes again and concentrates on him. Cold fingers weakly crawl up the back of her neck. She doesn’t open her eyes yet. In her mind, she’s thinking she may be delusional. The grip grows stronger, the hand moves to the side of her cheek.
“Black… hair…” A wretched, weak voice speaks softly, “Always looked… best… on you…”
She blurts out an unintended laughter, opens her eyes and sees him. His eyes, now cybernetically enhanced, staring at her so deeply she could no longer deny who he is.
“Took you… long enough.” Seven whispers
“You knew I’d come.”
“Yes.”
Seven attempts to get up but his strength is not whole yet. Valkyrie helps him rise to his feet. He looks around the vicinity. The base’s power is now returned to full. A strange smirk forms on his face. All Valkyrie can do is look at him thoughtfully.
He takes a deep, deep breath and closes his eyes meditatively – “Are you ready Ianna?”
“I am.”
“Then dry your eyes and let’s head to the surface.”
“You’re in no shape to go up there.”
He opens his eyes and turns to her, his hands now on her shoulders indicating her to look at him.
“Trust me.” He speaks with a stern face. His cold hand touches the warmth of her cheek. A random thought crosses her mind.
‘What is he doing? How is he so skinny? Has Zero not been feeding…’
Suddenly she can feel warmth returning to his body
“What are you doing?” She asks
“Feeling everything I’ve lost.”
A telepathic link forms between Valkyrie and Seven. They are connected on a level they’ve never been connected on before. He feels her fears, he feels her tears, the losses, and even the smiles here and there that kept her going.
“I see…” He whispers comfortingly.
Josh silently leaps behind them, Heather now recovering at his side. Surges of electrical energy dance in the middle of the room. Valkyrie and Josh are both alerted but Seven and Heather remain calm. A holographic image of a faceless, genderless humanoid figure of pure light forms. Zero.
“Seven.” It calls.
Seven’s attention remains focused on Valkyrie, unbothered of Zero’s presence. Valkyrie goes into combat mode.
“Shut him down.” She tells Seven.
Seven simply smiles, “No.”
A horrified Valkyrie grips his hand firmly from her cheek, making sure he’s paying the utmost attention to her
“Are you serious? You know what he’s done!”
“And I know what we’ve done.”
Seven turns to face the holographic image of Zero, “You know you can’t the win this war without us.”
Zero stays silent for a few moments
“Indeed.” It admits in defeat.
Around the room, other figures step out of the shadows. More clones. Some of which, don’t even belong to the Spheres’ line. One of them – the hazmat suit clone Josh encountered on his first arrival. Valkyrie broods behind Seven. Her thoughts of vengeance, directly pointed at him and he can hear them. Every single one.
“They’re beyond my control. And they’re beyond yours.” Zero continues
“Then you know what we have to do.” Seven speaks with such an unmoved tone, it bothers the rest of the room. Zero included.
“We’re not doing anything until you tell me what’s going on!” Valkyrie barked. Seven turns to face her once more, keeping a calm composure as he opens his mouth again.
“The clones you encountered out there, Red, Athena, Iris, Nemesis, they weren’t created by Zero alone. They’re an extension of our will. Telepathic influence originated from our will to get out. The subtle hints of rebellion we both had to break free of Zero during stasis influenced them from birth. Now they’re beyond my telepathic influence and they can control Zero’s systems as well. If left uncheck, they’ll end up destroying everything. Our people, Zero, maybe Mars and who knows. They might even go to earth. ”
“I can’t see what’s wrong with overthrowing this machine though.” Valkyrie eyes Zero’s hologram behind Seven.
“I understand your frustration, Ianna, but Zero’s not to blame for all the wars and travesties this planet’s suffered. We are all to blame in equal measure. And not only the Zero Sphere incidents. All the wars we raged before and the conflicts in our hearts?”
“Seven!” Valkyrie harshly whispers to him – “How can you trust this thing?!”
“It’s not a matter of trust. Zero would not be where it is without me. Once I entered stasis, I entered a state of deep meditation for decades. My consciousness greatly expanded and in the course of time, my influence didn’t only go into the clones. I’ve been able to influence Zero from destroying this whole world.”
“And what stops it from destroying you now?”
Seven smirks, “Zero has no control over me. I have control over Zero.”
He faces Zero once more – “Where are they?”
A square, holographic image forms on Zero’s right side, unveiling an outside camera showing the death and destruction of Valkyrie’s forces. She takes a step closer to observe the camera feed. She needs to make sure it’s right. Anger seeps into the deepest cords in her body. She crunches her fists - “They did this…”
“They are heading to the inner colonies. We don’t have much time. Their plans of wiping this world clean for it to be reborn in their image; a legion of superior humans – will take its effect. My systems cannot stop them and it is with slight embarrassment that I admit, I will be destroyed by them as well.”
Valkyrie looks over to Seven, ready to make her final decision. She looks back at Zero – “Once this is over, you and I are gonna’ have words.” Then she squares Seven once more, “And you aren’t going to interfere.”
Seven simply smiles.
“Good.” She adds, “Now get us out of here… Zero.” She paused, looking at Zero a stare that spells ‘fuck you’.



At the Outskirts of The Colonies…
The inner colony has been brought to rubble and ruin. Rain slams against the once meditative structures, slipping down its cracks and battle-scarred edges. The streets are paved with lifeless bodies of those who never thought the end would come so abrupt.
A spherical light forms in the middle of the small city. Seven, Valkyrie and Josh step out of the light. It dissipates behind them. Valkyrie observes the area in horror. Josh feels anger boiling in him. He was still wondering if leaving Heather with Zero was a good idea, but after seeing this, all he wants to do is put an end to the ones who caused it.
“Seven…” Valkyrie hisses, “Where is Colin?”
Seven keeps his composure, despite the grim scenery – “I can’t feel him. I don’t know where he is…”
Valkyrie crunches her fists. Josh unintentionally does the same from a similar brooding. Seven notices four figures in the distance. He senses more figures behind him, then to the left and the right – hiding in within the destroyed parts of the city.
“They’re here.” He softly says.
‘Josh.’ Seven speaks into his grandson’s mind – ‘Handle the ground clones.’
‘Ianna.’ He switches to his wife’s – ‘Handle the three maidens.’
Then he says aloud, “I will deal with Red.”
“It was tough enough dealing with them before using a damn tank. What’s the difference now?” Valkyrie questions
Seven looks at her, his presence demanding she look back in return. He points to his head – “This time, I’m with you.”
Suddenly more clones emerge from the shadows. Hundreds upon hundreds. The lights on their combat suits showing their figures blending together, forming an even more intimidating picture. Seven takes a step forward. His family behind him, paranoid at their chances but Seven smirks. The clones begin marching slowly toward them, then running and soon, some start using their suit’s jet boosters to head over. Seven waits.
“Seven…” Valkyrie calls softly
“Seven!” Her voice growls loudly
He waits. He waits till they’re closer. And then, showtime. Seven extends his right hand forward as if he were holding a stop sign. Effortlessly and gracefully he moves his hand from left to right and every clone caught within his crosshair drops to the ground unconscious like dominos falling over. He turns to his left. More clones emerge from the shadows storming into them. Seven extends his left hand. The instantly fall to the ground like swatted flies in a line. Josh’s jaw hangs in amazement.
“Josh.” Seven snaps him out of it – “Go!”
Josh shakes his head and nods. He speeds off into the clones coming to the right, finding more confidence in their stand against Red’s legion.
In the greater distance though, Red turns away from the scene while The War Maidens leap into the air and swoop toward Valkyrie and Seven.
“You know all those years I told you to quit smoking and drinking coffee for the sake of your consciousness abilities?” Seven asks Valkyire, keeping his eye on the incoming maidens. He turns to her and smirks – “Well the day for your training’s here baby.”
“What are you…”
Before Valkyrie can finish her sentence, Seven holds his hand over her. She feels thousands of volts of electricity surge through her body.
“What the hell was that!” She angrily questions Seven.
He turns his attention to the War Maidens now coming in for their swooping dive attack from the sky. Seven holds his hand out toward them and suddenly the batteries to their suits turn off. They plummet out of the sky, each one of them crashing into the nearby vicinity. Seven turns his attention to the direction Red went. He focuses. Light forms around his body. In an instant, he’s gone.
‘I can’t believe you’re leaving now.’ Valkyrie tries her telepathic communication.
‘I’m not?’ Seven’s reply comes instantly
‘Whoa, that worked…’
‘See? Now let’s end this together. Shall we?’
‘I’m on it.’
“Alright bitches.” Valkyrie cracked her fingers, feeling the surge of power within her. Her combat suit may have been damaged before, but now, it was surging with the energy Seven latched onto it – “Let’s do this.”
The trio of Maidens get to their feet. Nemesis instantly opens fire on Valkyrie but Xeilya activates her shield barrier with the quick swap of some buttons, forming a shield strong enough to absorb the kinetic energy from the gunfire. Once fully absorbed, She presses a few more buttons that turns the shield offensive; now returning the fire it absorbed to the trio. They flee in different directions. Valkyrie chases after them.
In the midst of the action, Josh is managing to keep up with the army of clones at the other parts of the broken city. A combination of his speed, wit and tricks to outmaneuver their firepower, knock one or two down with a solid series of hits then onto the next. The problem is they just keep coming and eventually, Josh will be worn down from the assault.
Would that be enough to stop the endless hailstorm of firepower chipping away at his already broken armor?
He finds cover behind one of the buildings then looks out to see what would be the wisest tactical move here. He can see enemies closing in from left to right but they’re patient in their approach. So he decides to surprise them by taking them head on. A quick lunge into runner’s stance, the ground shifts beneath him and in the blink of an eye he’s already charging one of the clones into the nearby building then smoke rises from the crashed area but not from the impact; it’s from Josh’s second charge. This time he heads right into the middle of the clones, forcing them to either fire at each other or don’t fire at all.
At this point, Josh’s zipping in and out of the hot zone, using confusion against his foes. It’s doing work but Josh is losing stamina. He can’t keep this up forever. In the midst of his endless charging, he gets shot a couple times, tipping over his balance and sending him flying into one of the buildings. He gets back to his feet and takes a few deep breaths, observing the other clones getting back up again.
He remembers what he’s fighting for.
‘Can’t give in here.’ He reminds himself.
Valkyrie’s chase would soon come to an end as she’d find herself face to face with Nemesis down a dark corner. Nemesis unsheathes her knife, insinuating a duel. Valkyrie looks around the dark corners for any ambushes. She knows the deal with these three. They don’t like to play fair. Even with the odds stacked in their favor, an attempt at chivalry would be foolish. War is never fair.
“You’re not scared are you?” Nemesis taunts.
Valkyrie ignores the bait. She looks around desperately trying to find the other two
“No, not really.” She replies uninterestedly as life comes to her wrist computer. She presses a sequence of buttons, activating a shoulder mounted cannon.
“Oh shit…” Nemesis whispers as energy sparks around the cannon, condensing into a lethal bolt of light that tears through her armor, sending her through the wall behind her. Valkyrie charges another shot to make sure she finishes the job, but she feels a grip behind her, tearing the gun off its mount. She throws a quick backhand but Iris ducks, evading the attack and returns a swoop kick that floors Valkyrie on her back. When Valkyrie comes to it, she’s looking into the air, seeing Athena descending with her spear aimed right at her chest.
Valkyrie rolls to the right, avoiding the could’ve-been finishing blow. She jumps to her feet while simultaneously unholstering her sidearm but before she can train it on her assailant, another swift strike from Athena’s spear knocks it off her hand. Then another swipe to Valkyrie’s neck nearly takes her head clean off but she manages to backflip out of its deadly reach. Iris speeds past Athena, charging into Valkyrie anyway. She throws a few fists at the Alpha maiden and lands a few hits but something happens to Valkyrie.
Maybe it’s the knock to the head, maybe it’s the heat of battle finally taking hold but during those blows something clicks inside her. Something dark, something she wasn’t supposed to unleash. Regaining her footing, she backs off from the minor beating and smiles.
“Awh, how cute, you think you can hide your distress behind that grin?” Iris asks. Valkyrie spits blood on the ground, the red liquid still clinging in between her teeth, makes for an unsettling sight as the smile forms again on her face. She eases into a hand to hand stance. Iris leaps at her again and throws a similar series of attacks that worked on Valkyrie before, but this time none of them connect and she quickly feels a knee landing in her lower stomach and an elbow smashing into her temple. Iris abruptly falls to the ground. A mixture of surprise and fear quickly takes over her usual delightful demeanor. Iris tries to swoop Valkyrie again but Valkyrie simply moves her leg just inches away from the attack and returns it with an ankle-crushing stomp against Iris. The maiden screams in pain, that is until, Valkyrie comes to her side and delivers a kick to her chin that shuts her up cold.
“There you are at last.” Athena understands what’s going on. She points her spear at Valkyrie – “Now, let’s get to business.”
Red watches over the raining clouds on a broken three-story building thoughtfully. An energetic twist in space emits behind him and implodes into pure blue light, rearranging Seven’s atoms and leaving a violent energy signature behind him as he briskly walks over to his cloned ‘son’.
“Why’d you do it?” Seven asks, stopping in his tracks and giving Red a chance to speak.
“I did what you wanted me to do, father.” Red’s response gives off subtle hints of emotion underneath his bad boy exterior.
“I wanted you to destroy?”
“You wanted me to create a better world. And this is what I’m doing. Sorry I had the balls to make it happen, while you just sat in there waiting.”
“You brought the remnants of the old Sirian war here. You shot the beacon into space to bring them here.”
Red faces Seven, “And you still won’t kill us now, will you?”
A telepathic vision of the current unfolding events enters Seven’s mind. He sees Valkyrie fighting Athena and Josh holding off against the army of clones but it becomes painfully clear the clones won’t stop coming and Red’s the heart of it all.
“I’ll tell you one thing.” Red confidently exclaims – “We did succeed.”
Seven pays close attention to his meaning.
“The Rebirth’s already happened. Now it’s up to you how you’ll take this future forward.”
Seven senses a dark disturbance in his wife and an incoming discord Josh would soon have to face. In another vision – he sees Josh stopping to catch his breath but is immediately shot at by a helmet-less assailant; Nick. The sight of the augmented abomination of his best friend sends Josh into a chaotic fury.
Red extends his hand at Seven. The micro machines crawl up the sides of the building, forming an aggressive wall behind him. Seven glances over him with a look that warns Red to stand down but Red keeps testing Seven’s patience. The micro machine army forms a large shape resembling that of a cobra; indicating the incoming attack against Seven.
“Red…” Seven tries to warn him of the grave decision he’s about to make. Red points his hand at Seven, signaling the machines to attack. They immediately charge at Seven overwhelming his body completely and attaching themselves to it. Red snaps a finger then light particles form around the encased Seven a few seconds before they blow up, engulfing the area entirely.
Red leaps away from the blast radius. He lands on his feet, performing a quick roll to regain his composure. Clones gather by his side as he telepathically communicates with them to aid him. He sees Valkyrie and Athena dueling.
“Mrs. Red needs some help.” He points.
The clones instantly carry out his will, rushing to the scene of the brutal fist fight between the two lionesses. At this point, their weapons tossed aside the two are brutalizing each other with their fists. Valkyrie feels the circuits of her suit giving out. That temporal power boost Seven gave her is coming to an end. Athena’s blows feel increasingly stronger, Valkyrie’s combat suit tearing apart at each blow but the black dragon’s still in her and it doesn’t care if she’s clad in armor or is fighting out there butt naked.
Through sheer will, even through the deterioration of her armor she keeps up with Athena but even that will be short lived once the other clones swoop into the scene, raining fire down on her.
Valkyrie falls on her butt, the combat suit now completely dead. Athena grabs her fallen spear, closing in to deliver the deathblow. The clones closing in from the sides, surrounding her with Red in the midst of them; ready to watch the death unfold. Valkyrie smiles. Athena wonders why.
“You realize this is over don’t you?” Athena hisses
“I do.” Valkyrie confirms.
Red catches onto her snarky tone. He quickly turns around, some of the clones following his lead. On the rooftop he had just left, Seven looks down on them. Lightning cracks in the sky behind him. Red’s heart sinks and his mouth tightens up. Seven extends his hand forward at the crowd. Red points to Seven. The clones are ready to charge at him. Valkyrie waves Athena ‘goodbye’.
And the dominos start falling with Red being the first to drop lifeless to the ground. All the clones follow suit, spreading an eerie silence over the battlefield. Seven teleports off the roof to the ground level of the city and looks over all the mayhem and carnage.
Valkyrie kneels on the ground, hunched over Athena's lifeless form; locked in deep thought. Josh stumbles into the scene, his best friend’s arm over his shoulder; limping with him as the two move to Valkyrie. Xeilya cradles the dead clone bearing her likeness, her facial expression now forever serene. She feels neither sympathy, nor sorrow for her loss, only the bitter disappointment of so much wasted potential. There’s no victory. No sense of accomplishment. It reminds her of her last battle on Earth, before she decided to leave the EDF and reunite with Seven on Mars. The pointless death around her fills her mouth with a venomous aftertaste.
Nick falls out of Josh’s grasp, as the rain starts to let up before stopping altogether.
“Nick, get up. Come on, get up Nick!” Josh pleads desperately trying to encourage his friend to keep pushing for life.
“Josh…” Nick can barely keep himself conscious, “Keep looking up buddy. Keep… looking up…”
“Stop it man. Stop talking like that.” Josh shakes Nick as life leaves his eyes. Valkyrie notices them some thirty feet away. She can hear Josh’s pleas and all she can think to say, is ‘let it go’.
Seven silently arrives. He can sense the feeling of dread in the air. Seeing Josh is unused to war, he decides to head over to him first and deal with Xeilya after. A firm grip rests on Josh’s shoulder; at first unexpectedly startling him but when he realizes this grip’s a warming grip – this grip’s a grip of his grandfather, he feels an assurance.
“Come.” Seven instructs Josh to follow him over to Valkyrie.
A neutrally pale look sits in Valkyrie’s face rivaling the initial coldness she felt in Seven’s skin when he was released. Seven wonders if he should intervene with her space. He wonders if he just needs to leave her alone but he can tell that’s not the case. He can tell this isn’t a ‘go away’, this is ‘what have I done?’
“Just tell me one thing.” Her eyes still focused on Athena, “Did we do the right thing?”
Seven intuitively stops Josh from entering the feline’s zone and takes careful steps in her minefield. He holds her hand softly at first, then his grip grows more firmly to get her attention. He leads her away from the vicinity – the destruction, the chaos, nodding for Josh to follow them.
They come to an area less bleak, highlighting the fading warmth of the setting sun.
Valkyrie looks at Seven who’s looking at the sun confidently. Josh walks to their right side, keeping his distance yet staying within range.
“The world will finally have a chance to breathe.” Seven says confidently. The silence of the aftermath in conjunction to Seven’s soothing voice puts Valkyrie into a state of a strange comfort. She wraps herself around Seven’s arm.
“That will have to do.” She remarks in a raspy tone.
Seven reaches for Josh to come over, letting him know it’s okay for him to be here with them. Then Seven senses something. Something, foreign, something different. In front of them, an object materializes. At first it’s nothing but pure light then the features become visible; highlighting a silver-metallic craft – a beamship and at the front of it, Astraea.
“Don’t be alarmed.” Seven tells his family.
Astraea walks over to them calmly while Valkyrie keeps her eyes on the blondie suspiciously.
“I knew it’d only be a matter of time before you came.” Seven speaks to her as she stops in front of them and gives them a much needed warm smile.
“Where is Colin?” Valkyrie demands, remembering their transmission days ago.
“I don’t know.” Astraea responds truthfully, “What I do know is that if it wasn’t for Colin, this world would be in pieces right now. Colin activated the hyperdrive on the alien vessel and sent the ship into an unknown region of space, at the cost of his own life. He’s the bravest man I’ve ever known.”
Seven can feel Valkyrie’s heat rising. He knows she’s about to lash out.
‘She’s not our enemy Ianna.’ He nudges her telepathically
“Why are you here?” Valkyrie tries to keep herself in check
“To thank you personally. All of you. My world wouldn’t have been possible without you. And to assure you that a better future is ahead of you.”
This response confuses Josh and Valkyrie, yet Seven remains seemingly knowing of the stranger – as if the two were exchanging a conversation mind to mind.
“You should leave.” Valkyrie’s states with plenty of implied malice despite the flatness of her tone.
“I hope your travels here will be beneficial lessons to your time.” Seven diverts her bitterness to his smile
“Oh…” Astraea returns his warmth, “It will.”
She turns around and heads for her ship, waving a fond farewell once she reaches the vessel.
‘Be seeing you soon.’ She telepathically says
“Soon indeed.” Seven confirms.
Astraea ship ascends into the sky and slowly, it becomes more and more transparent until it withers away completely from this existence.
The Spheres stand assured, ready to make Astraea’s words into reality. With their closets clean, their past mistakes learned from and a confident demeanor to a better future, they prepare for the new world ahead.
TIMELINE
Zero - Zero is later reprogrammed that year with a counter program; LARS, to assure countermeasures against any rebellion or uprising. All AI and computerized systems follow this pattern. Over the course of a few years, Zero’s contributions to mankind are benevolent and very helpful to augment Mars’ growth.
Legion of Clones – Not all clones were killed during the Zero Sphere war. Some survived and were placed into a form of cryosleep while others were used for genetic experimentation and observation. Other, vile clones, were exiled to abandoned areas on Mars as a prison colony while some were retrained to work in the MDSU. Some clones even disappeared in the aftermath.
EDF – After a few more squabbles and run-ins with MDSU and the inhabitants of Mars over some years to come, EDF finally withdraws its forces completely from Mars, leaving the Martians to operate and control their planet on their own. This causes a further drift between Mars and Earth, as Mars becomes completely independent.
MDSU – The resolution after Zero’s reprogramming and EDF’s general withdrawal on Mars assures the MDSU as Mars’ central governing force. Crimson Spear’s remnants eventually merge into MDSU and together they create a new central government titled COM which stands for Congress of Mars. COM succeeds in governing Mars to a peaceful state over a few decades, although the start has a few bumps.
Crimson Spear – Valkyrie abruptly disbands Crimson Spear after Zero’s reprogramming, stating the resistance’s goals have been met. Some radical members keep the flag burning a few years longer but majority of Crimson Spear unite with MDSU as COM to assure a better future for Mars as a peaceable world. COM eventually dismantles its nukes and focuses their weaponry on control technology – a form of defense that focuses its scope on counter tactics.
Joshua Sphere – After Zero’s reprogramming, Josh is approached by both MDSU and EDF to join their ranks, along with many other curious research agencies who wish to continue their expansion in genetics, cybernetics and technology in general. Initially, Josh was reluctant to all factions, but over the course of time, picks up where his father left off to make the world a better place. Utilizing the opportunities presented to him, Josh is able to make that dream a reality.
He starts a protector to the Martian council and climbs the ladder – mixing his hands in genetic research, preservation of knowledge, and being a messenger for Valkyrie and Seven who also abruptly disappears after Zero’s dismantlement. Josh goes on to marry Heather and the two eventually become Martian council members and prominent members in COM.
Over the course of time, Josh becomes a key figure in Martian evolution and peace. He becomes highly respected by many, taking after his father.
Seven and Xeilya Sphere – Shortly after Zero’s dismantlement, Valkyrie and Seven decide to withdraw themselves from all official involvement on Mars and disappear to their own separate journey. Over the years, they maintain telepathic and occasional face to face contact with Josh but the public never saw them directly again.
Mars – Mars has seen many troubles over the years. Many conflicts and wars, battles and struggles but the people eventually learn. They feel the fire and they know why it burns. In time, The Martian people grow away from the nonsensical violence and aggression stemmed from earth.
They become more responsible, caring and strong individuals with emphasis on keeping their world non-overpopulated, secure, safe, joyful, strong and wise. Mars also becomes the first planet to establish official alien contact with a race containing technology a few hundred years in advance.
Due to the drastic difference in the Martians from the Earthlings, the two worlds become estranged from each other. Consciousness related evolution takes a serious hold on Martians, after deeper studies beyond Zero, concerning the Sirians, and earthling origins reveals new chapters of our place in the universe. Due to the increasing knowledge, Martians dismantle all religious influences in their world and seek only true spirit teachings, finding solace in the Universal Consciousness; Creation.
Mars also becomes a respectable technological haven, pointing their scope toward geothermal energy and assuring their world is clean from pollution. Their genetic advancements increase the average lifespan of the Martian to over 600 years and they also reduce the aggressive genes within their bodies.
However, through their studies, they still wish to venture out into space to find the Sirians. By the year 2447, the Martian council makes a decision to send Astraea back in time to properly evaluate each timeline, stemming back since the original Sirians entered the solar system up to the events of Zero Sphere, to find proper firsthand information in order to prepare them for the mission to Sirius: To confront and peacefully deal with the people who spliced our genetics in ancient times.



ACT SIX
The Timeless Drifter
2448, The Timeless Drifter Speaks…
People always ask me two things, ‘Who are you?’ and ‘Where do you come from?’ And the answer should be easy. I shouldn’t second question my name or the soil I grew up on, but there’s something more I always wish to say. Something they won’t quite understand, so I keep to the basics. My name’s Astraea and I come from a town named Spherical on the planet Mars.
‘How? There’s no life on Mars…’ The more ancient peoples would sometimes suggest.
And they’re right, at least, in their time but in my time – it’s blooming with life. The grass is green, the air’s breathable, the sky’s deep blue; not the pale blue earthlings used to see from their deteriorating world. My people learned from their mistakes. We decided to act against the irrationality of our forefathers and move onto a better world, together. It’s a shame earth didn’t follow those footsteps immediately, but they’re catching up. Slowly but surely, they’re catching up.
Only minutes ago I waved goodbye to The Sphere’s family yet the moment my beamship warped and distorted spacetime around it, I went back in a Time Far Away – 2448. Two years ago, The Martian council presented me with a mission. They wanted me to be their firsthand chronicler. The gatherer of history as it really happened. No stories to be told. No fables handed down, twisted and turned into whoever’s liking the way they wanted it unfolded. My duty, was to find truth so that the information I come back with today will be used to make an unbiased, logical, wise decision as to whether or not we are going to Sirius.
Least that should be the end of my task. Pictures of a memory a few days ago flashes into my mind.
“So…” The ancient Martian carefully walks around his words – “Do you have someone to go back to?”
Now why would you ask me that Colin?
Of course I do
“Surely.” I told him.
‘Surely’, I can’t wait to see him. My husband to be? Of course.
I know why the council chose us. They could see the displacement in me. From a child I always felt like I belonged out there. Traveling to distant times and even different worlds was bound to happen for me. As far as him, maybe they chose him to venture out there and push our technology because he’s always been a man of courage. A man of bravery and strength. My Leo. We make a great team don’t we?
Both of us were always willing to take the next step for our world. To enforce what we’ve learned, to teach, to learn, to grow and to push ourselves as much as we can. I know why they picked us, and that’s why I couldn’t argue against it. All I know is that I’ve done my time and I hope you’ve done yours.
I’ve seen spaceships of fleeing refugees looking for a new home in an abandoned solar system, nations on Malona rise and tear themselves to ruin, the birth of religion, the tears of a mother aching for her lost child, humans from here, there, far and wide, and yet none of that compares to the love that kept me going for that moment I’ll get to see you again. I’ve missed you so much, and I think it’s about time we earned our rest. I’m coming home.
“Welcome back.” The council greets me.
They’re all smiles and warmth, hugs and claps. Happy to see me return. Proud one of their own did it. No help from outside hands, especially Earth. All this, the people who made the ship, the plan to go back in time from the beginning of Mars to the events of Zero Sphere, all this – planned, calculated and executed by Martians. It’s something we can all be proud of together. No man’s an island. I might’ve been the one to do the traveling, but I’ll never forget the people who made it actually happen.
“How are you feeling?” Monasos, the Council’s Interstellar Minister asks me directly and somewhat privately I’d say, in front of the rest of the council.
I wondered what they’d wear when I came back. Nothing too different from what I imagined. Comfortable and functional – the usual in this time. It’s always interesting to observe the clothing of the different times. There was a time people dressed for the delusion they labeled as ‘style’. In my time, people have changed.
“Fine.” I reply to Monasos, my eyes drifting around the room to familiarize myself in the world again. The soothing, meditative whites, the few detail with plants and trees outside to place a distinct emphasis on technology and nature as one. The council room felt different, but it wasn’t. The thing that’s different, is me.
I’ve seen so many different ways each time wants to do their style. Our chairs aren’t about looks, they’re about comfort and how much they can help us forge a better spine. We’re creatures that lost unnecessary complications. Humans that don’t beat around the bush.
“You ready for the checkup and debriefing?” Lea, the councilwoman snaps me into focus.
“Certainly.” I tell her.
They take me to the medical room. It mirrors the same theme as the rest of the building. Simple, to the point, meditative and balanced. Instead of humans, androids come to my aid. They look just like us in this time. In the Sphere’s time, they had rubber skin and their independent intelligence was just evolving. Here, there’s no rebellion. No possible uprising. All that’s fixed. All those times of war, and chaos, the battles, the tears, we’ve learned from it and we won’t make those mistakes again.
The medical check comes back positive. My general senses are fine; sight, hearing, feeling, smelling, taste, instinct, extrasensory and, my psychological evaluation turns up favorable.
Overall, one could say with absolute certainty, the trip didn’t best me. It took me to the depths and sent me out to the blue, yet it never lost me. In the end, I came back and I feel stronger, more capable. I’m ready for more.
They lead me to the council’s main meeting room. A medium sized area containing few, small white seats surrounding a long rectangular white desk in the middle of the room, with windows showing windy, but not hostile looking trees outside.
“Are you ready to report?” They ask, despite already having read my reports. They’re not asking in a suspicious nature. After all, they already have a precise idea of what I should say. They’re asking me to relay the information first hand because here, in my time, we respect people. We don’t only look at statistics and make a decision based on numbers alone. That’d be rather unwise. There are other factors to consider. Psychological for one and a list of other unseen, feeling-swinging-wave-based emissions that can only be related from genuine human to human conversation. That’s why it’s important for us to carefully, and of course, patiently discuss my findings because my findings will influence the final decision if we’re going to Sirius or not.
“Let’s start from the beginning.” Monasos insists.



Solar Opus
Three times she felt herself embraced in the reported memories. One time, a far away venture where she saw armies of ships scraping to the once blue, old Martian world. A time when Adam didn’t exist yet.
The ships claimed their new lands, knowing they’d evade their enemies in a desolate, old solar system – one that was soon destined to become barren on a cosmic scale. The Time Traveler visited these people, protected with her futuristic gadgets. Some were reasonable, others could sense her difference from the rest. She walked among them for months, taking reports of their culture, skipping from era to era, sometimes backwards, sometimes forwards; in order to get it just right and no less than anything but the truth.
She knew what was at stake, even when she’d travel to the time of The Spheres. She was more careful then, knowing her limited influence in a region of space that no longer catered to any alterations she’d dare try to make. She had to watch, firsthand, over months, years and decades while she skipped from this time to the next, fixated on her mission.
Then there was also another time – one in a time beyond hers. There, she found what she most certainly did not expect. A report she kept hidden; for whatever it is she had seen, she would not reveal so openly. It was not of a lying nature, she held her secret – it was for the good of mankind.
The Time Traveler knew many things. Many, many things. She had traveled very far and very wide, yet she never become arrogant. Seeing as much as she did instead turned her to a more modest light. She always knew that one day, the time would come when she’d have no choice but to protect the world she came from.



The Timeless Drifter’s Service
“We thank you greatly. You have done a monumental service for all of mankind.” Monasos had to have the final closing word amongst the council. He placed his hand over his heart and slowly closed his eyes with a smile of kindness. The rest of the council followed his action and so did I.
They were pleased with my findings but the decision could not be made in a single day. I took my leave. It was time for me to return home. It’s been a long journey. I grabbed the few supplies I came with, tossed it into my backpack then I took one last look at my beamship and thought all the times we went through together.
‘All things come to an end.’ I whispered in my mind to the ship, sleeping in the hangar, ‘For things to come anew.’
After that, no more words needed to be said. I went for the exit.
“Astraea.” Monasos called to me on my way out
“Can I help you?” I asked him as I turned around
“Not right now.” He smiled, “I only wanted to tell you that, it’s good to have an old friend back.”
My smile was a good enough response
“So.” He continued, “Where you off to?”
“Home.” I told him truthfully, my feet, antsy to get going
“Need a ride?”
I looked around thoughtfully. Could’ve summoned my own worldship to get home, but I supposed some company wouldn’t have been a bad idea to familiarize myself with my people again
“Sure.” I walked over to him giving the implication of urgency to go and go right now. He reached for the buttons on his utility belt and pressed a few of them. In less than half a minute, his worldship came overhead and sat itself down on the lawn.
“Let’s go.” He led me.
Worldships are a class of beamships solely designed for inner planetary travel. They don’t house dimension shifters or hyperdrives and their top speed is limited to less than the speed of light. They’re also equipped with an intelligence of their own. This intelligence acts as an overseer in case the pilot may go wrong, or miss a miniscule detail that may cost his life.
Both of us stepped under the ship and instantly we were beamed up into the vessel. Inside, I took a seat on one of three armchairs and propped my head up, using my fist against my jaw.
“Has Mars changed at all?” I asked reflectively
“Nothing stays the same.” Monasos was tinkering with the ship’s controls, “A lot has changed since you’ve been gone.”
Hmph, not surprising.
“Care for a small detour?” He asked.
“Where to?”
“An old favorite.”
I shuffled through my head thinking about the possibilities of what that could mean. I have a few favorites and some of them, can’t be accessed in this time. I’m certain I haven’t forgotten any major event. Nevertheless, I chose to remain silent and take in whatever may come my way.
“Here. Over here, come.” He pointed outside the ship’s windows.
I got out of the chair and went over to him, though I must confess the chair was rather, too comfortable. It’s like it was calling me to sit back and relax or nap. Outside paved the beautiful picture of an old, misty, pine tree forest I used to run away to when I was a child.
“Why did you bring me here?” I wondered out loud, eyes still reconnecting to the old memories and in some ways, connecting to the new trees.
“Remember when we were children? Leo, you and I?” Monasos asked with a twinkle in his eye
“Sure.”
“We used to come here. A long time ago, just us, children. Wanting to find out more. Wanting to know more. It was a special time for me.”
“You weren’t the only one to hold those memories dear. I still wonder why you’ve brought me here.”
Monasos folded his arms, “Astra, you and Leo are my best friends. I’m very happy you came back, now I’m waiting on him.”
I smiled at Monasos. I know I can be the type to appear, outwardly, cold, while Leo was warm one amongst the three of us. Monasos kept a nice balance.
“Hey…” I placed my hand on his shoulder to get him to look at me and not the beautiful scenery over the midday’s sun – “Leo is coming back. If I made it back, you know he will. He’s always been the one to push us. To make sure we get what we’re supposed to get. SEEK will make It back.”
“Certainly…” He dismissed any further lesson about his friend, “It’s just… I’m not sure how to tell you this…”
“Speak truthfully.” I used a sterner tone. This was not the type for beating around the bush.
“We haven’t heard from the SEEK team in over two months nor have we been able to track their ship. His crew entered a blackout zone. We’re still not sure what happened.”
“A ‘blackout zone’?”
I wasn’t repeating what he said out of ignorance. I was asking out of surety
“We sent another crew out to investigate last week. We should be hearing from them within the next two days.”
“I’ve been on blackout zones myself. Sometimes for over a month.”
“This is different. You maintained contact at the earliest opportunity. They haven’t.”
I really wasn’t sure what to say. He was telling me that Leo, had gone missing and they weren’t sure where he’d be. I just stood there. Silent. Words really unable to leave my mouth and the scenery outside, making it worse. I couldn’t be here anymore. I needed to go home.
“Astra?” Monasos interrupted the silence, “You alright?”
“I am fine.” I swiftly responded – “SEEK will come back and Leo will be there with them.” My eyes trotted around the trees outside.
Leo will come back
He always comes back. What’s to stop him now? I moved away from the windows, having taken in enough of the old sights for the day. I needed to go home. My body felt weary. My mind felt heavy. So much racing through my head. All I needed now, was simply some rest.
Monasos dropped me home a few minutes later. My home was a good distance away from the rest of civilization, closer to another forested area. There was a medium sized circular housing and my garden – a perfect combination of peace and tranquility with only the birds around to sing with modest chirping with a small lake in my backyard. He sat the ship down, away from my lawn – respecting the garden. As I waved him goodbye, I looked across the blooms of the newly grown flowers. That was not my action. There was only one possible suspect for the growth of new plant life. And she stepped out my front door, nearly bursting into tears of joy the moment she saw me. My sister, Pleija.
“Astraea! Astraea!” She shouted as she ran to me excitedly. Pleija was a young adult, about 22 going on 23 but you wouldn’t know that the way this girl ran into my arms hugging me and forcing me, naturally to drop the backpack over my shoulder to embrace her fully. She squeezed me tightly. I could feel her warmth and the longing come to an end, at last, now that her big sister was back home.
“Welcome back! Welcome back! How was it?”
“Ple…”
“What did you see out there? How far did you travel?”
“Ple, Ple, Ple – ease down, my girl. We have plenty of time.”
“Yes, yes. Of course. I’m so glad you’re back! I’ve missed you, no, we’ve all missed you. There were times we were so worried…”
“Hey, you don’t have to be worried anymore, right?” I eyed my sister with a sharp feline gaze. She looked back wondering if she had annoyed me then I started giggling before bursting out into guffaw and so, she saw all was well and started laughing with me too
“So glad you’re back Astra.” She kept repeating as we walked to the entrance of my home
“When were you going to tell me about the new crops you decided to put in?” I wittily asked
“Oh…” She paused, looking over her handy work – “I thought it’d be nice. The flowers reminded me of you, and they’re a help to the vegetation in this soil.”
Truth be told, I didn’t mind my sister planting on my land. I was just ‘pulling her chain’ as some of the old earthlings used to say. After all, I did leave her in charge of taking care of my place while I was gone.
“Here…” She reached for my backpack, insisting she’d be the one to carry it in – “I’ll take that for you.”
Once we entered the home, I felt the warm haze I had almost forgotten. A welcoming vibe, a calm, tranquil feeling. I could see Pleija kept the place almost sparkling clean. The living room was the way I left it – the two couches surrounding the television, my harp, an old scrapbook for whatever creative idea came along and the paintings on the walls of waterfalls and other wonderful sights of nature. The kitchen, also welcoming me back with its sunny colors and my room, aching to tell me just how much it’s missed me. My bed was neat, my closet remained untouched and the little details I found hinted no indication of alteration. Pleija placed my backpack at the side of my bed while I sat down on the bed and took a deep breath, inhaling the environment not just physically but mentally.
“Can I get you anything?” Pleija asked at the entrance of my room
“Tea.” I softly whispered as I leaned back, stretched my limbs as far as they’d go, then I curled into a fetal position, lazily eyeing the picture of Leo at my bedhead. I wanted to go out and socialize with my sister but I felt so tired. I made a mental note to get some shut eye for a few minutes. Little did I know, it would be a few hours…
No dreams to remember immediately, only waking up with an unintended time lapse. I stripped myself nude to go take a shower. Shuffling in the home told me Pleija was still here. I lost myself in the shower again. It wasn’t that the memories were troubling. It was more of me, trying to mellow myself. Trying to calm myself back into this life. As I stepped out of the shower, I saw myself in the mirror. It was the first time, in a long time, that I had noticed – I’ve grown. A woman in her prime age they’d say, ready for her next stage in life.
“Hey, evening…” Pleija greeted me as I stepped into the kitchen wearing a slim, white home dress with still partly damp hair.
“I fell asleep.” I confessed
“I know. Don’t worry about it. I drank the tea for you.” She teased
“You know what that means…” I smiled at her, “You’ll have to make me another one.”
“Not a problem. Take a seat, will you?”
“Sure.”
Pleija proceeded to tinkering with the cups while she activated the insta-heat machine. A device that utilized geothermal power to heat food or water.
We used no radiation power in this world. Our energy was clean and safe. While she was over there preparing my drink, I caught the sight of my harp again. It was only now, I’d realize it wasn’t in the original place I left it.
“What’s that doing there?” I asked her thinking she’d already understand what I was talking about.
“What?” Her eyes went to me, then followed the direction my eyes were pointed to – “Oh, yes. Your harp. It was… a reminder. A reminder of you. We didn’t know if you’d come back or not and sometimes, we wondered… if you wouldn’t. I guess you can say it gave us hope.”
“Hope…” I silently repeated her last word thinking of Leo, “Anyway…” I shrugged the thought away – “How’s your mother?”
“She’s coming over soon. You can ask her yourself.” Pleija handed me the fresh cup of tea. The scent had temporarily removed all worry from me and in that one period of time, there was one thing and one thing only I wanted to do – drink that delicious tea.
Pleija and I did not have the same mother but we did have the same father. For biological reasons, Martian women did not conceive more than one child. However, men were able to have from one to four wives to spread his seed properly, avoiding gene deterioration.
My father had two wives. He loved all them both equally. His first wife, my mother, died a long time ago on an expedition voyage to outer space while I was merely five years of age. His second wife, Pleija’s mother, raised me as one of her own with him. Pleija was born three years later. We lived a good life together until my father had also experienced his passing nine years ago. Pleija’s mother, Lilith, was like my own mother. We’ve always been very close.
Pleija sat back with her own cup of tea at my little, round table. Our eyes were still looking at my old harp.
“Will you play again?” She asked me taking a sip to cover up her nervousness
“I don’t know.” I really didn’t. Thinking of making music again stemmed a mixture of feelings. I loved it. It always gave me hope; that now and then thing that connects you to that level and beyond, but I put that aside for a different path. Can’t say I’m quite alright with that.
“How’s my horse?” I asked Pleija to get my attention away from the music.
“He’s fine, waiting for you to come see him.”
I chuckled at the comment, “Soon.”
Looking outside the kitchen’s windows, I saw Lilith’s ship descending over the same area Monasos had dropped me off earlier.
“She’s here.” Pleija ran to the door to go greet her mother. I waited inside while she brought her in. Lilith had white skin with silver blonde hair and blue eyes, just like her daughter Pleija and they were both very beautiful female creatures.
“Astra!” Her face was ready to explode in excitement as she ran to hug me but unlike her daughter, taking her time from experience. She squeezed me tight.
“It’s good to see you again dear.” She petted my back then backed off to take a good look at me.
“I’m fine.” I told her
“Alright. So, how was your trip?”
“Great, I’ll tell you about it soon.”
“Alright. Listen, Ple and I are going back to my home. Why don’t you come over? I’m sure Dusk misses you too.”
“Wait mother. I think I’ll stay the night with Astra.”
Lilith turned to her daughter
“Ple you don’t have to, I’m – fine, really.”
“Astra, I’m staying the night. You know you need me around right now.”
I smiled at the request, “Fine.”
Lilith also smiled at the arrangement
“Alright, so buzz me if you two need anything. I’ll be going to pick up some supplies back to the home. Busy day tomorrow.”
“We will mother. Thanks.” Pleija escorted her mother out while I sat in my chair looking over at my old harp.
The rest of the evening played out smoothly. My sister repeatedly made sure I wasn’t the usual busy bee. She insisted I relax. Night time came and she also made us dinner. A nice meal; steamed chicken and some veggies to compliment the balance. I did not eat much. I wasn’t terribly hungry. We did get to watch some television. One movie in particular caught our attention; directed by a very talented creature from the south east. The play spoke of a tale showing a young lad on a journey to a castle to form an alliance between the tribes of his people and the nobles of that time. It caught my attention because of his courage. He was out to set peace when everyone else deemed it impossible. In the end, he succeeded while everyone else doubted. The irony is, I’ve already been in the time this production’s real story was inspired from.
The Last Ride, was the name of the movie.
Pleija and I went outside on the porch afterward. I knew she was curious to ask me about my travels. This time I had enough energy to entertain her. Just a little bit.
“Did you hear from Leo?” She asked me sitting on one of the adirondack chairs I made years ago for the outside
“Not yet.”
A short silence covered the air for a moment before she found the courage to finally ask me about the trip
“What was it like?”
“Fun.” I looked up at the twinkling stars intentionally keeping my responses short
“You went into the past of our world too, right?”
“That’s right.” I took a sip of the lemon drink I carried outside
“What did you find?”
“A lot. Be more specific.”
“Did you…” Ple hesitated
“What?” I gazed at her with a blunt expression asking her to drop the anxiousness
“Did you see anyone here from Mars, in an older lifetime?”
“That’s a dangerous question to be asking me Ple.”
“I know, I know. I’d still love to know if you did though.”
I studied my sister’s face properly. Mission parameters disallowed me from spilling sensitive information about my trip. The discussion of former lives, especially meeting those you know in the future, was very, very sensitive.
“Yes.” My response was direct, contained no lie but also concealed. I knew she wanted more. I had to be careful with the way I spoke about some of these things. Ple kept a calm composure. She was happy I even bothered to tell her a glimpse of the truth. I could’ve easily said ‘That’s classified’, and that would be enough, because she knew it too – so she smiled warmly while I turned my eyes back to the beautiful, dark sky.
“What do we call you now? Can’t say you’re an astronaut, can’t say you’re a cosmonaut, so what do we call you?”
“There is an official designation for my position. It’s called a Chronicler.” I spoke leaning back in the chair, shutting my eyes for another incoming nap
“That’s too boring, reminds me of Siyujase.”
“Eon Seven? You read too much of those old books.” I softly chuckled
“It kept me wondering if you actually went to those times and… visited those authors in person…”
“You wouldn’t know if I did.”
“Sure, anyway, I think we should call you… The Timeless One, or The Timeless Drifter!”
“The Timeless Drifter… it’s got a ring.”
“Yeah. I think it’s a more suiting title for a woman that doesn’t belong anywhere.”
I felt a strange nerve perplexing what she said, “I don’t belong anywhere?”
“It’s not in a negative light. You don’t belong anywhere because you belong everywhere and all you have to do, is just press a button on your ship.”
“You have a creative mind. You should be a writer.”
“You’ve always told me that.”
“Then maybe you should do it?”
“I will, will you do it with me too?”
I looked at her carefully. She said that purposely to remind me of how much I inspired her in the past. Still didn’t have any response to truly give her, then a yawn came over me unexpectedly so I stretched my legs. Taking one last glimpse of the twinkling starlight, I finally decided it was time for rest. I got up, stretched some more then started making my way back inside.
“That’s enough for tonight. I’ll see you in the morning.”
“Good night, Astra…”
I could hear the strain in her voice almost begging me to stay out there with her but I was exhausted. It’s not just the time I had to get used to again, it was the gravity, the air, the atmosphere, and a whole list of other stuff to settle back into. As I slipped into my comfy, unmade bed, I remembered an old tune I sung a long time ago to a listener young and fair.
Hey, oh…
Who comes to my doorstep?
The wind carries you to me my dear
Come and tell me, say all the things you’d do
All the things you’d give,
All the things I’ll let you take,
Fingers pull away from the ribs to show the skin,
Stroke as gentle as a feather,
I’m here with you,
What a wondrous sight,
Young and fair,
I’ll take care of you,
Sunlight in the midnight,
Come closer and stroke my hair…
He told me not to give up that sweet voice, no matter where I’d end up. So I sing it now, taking you into my dreams, the same way we were at the park. The same way I played my harp and sung, waiting for you to come closer and tell me how much you enjoyed me.
Morning woke me to birds chirping. I had a good rest and the little bits of my dream had me feeling warm inside. Pleija was still asleep. She probably stayed awake a few hours longer. I left her alone. I didn’t need my sister to baby me and she knew I didn’t like that for long. This morning’s breakfast would be prepared by my own hand. I checked the fridge to see what I had in stock.
Not surprisingly it wasn’t much, besides, Pleija wasn’t living here – she was housekeeping. I can’t say I blame her for having the home a little barren on the food department. I’ll have to make an early trip to the local grocery. She’d still be asleep by the time I got back.
On my way out to summon my worldship, I got a call from Monasos. The holographic interface opened up and I slid my finger across the 3D device to accept his transmission. His oddly worried face appeared on a flat screen in the open world, the energy emitting from a device I held in my hand no bigger than my index finger.
“Monasos.” I greeted him
“Morning Astraea. I have some news. It’s extremely important. Can you come into the council office as soon as possible?”
My eyebrows crunched in determination – “On the way.”
Leaving Pleija starving didn’t seem like the responsible option so before I departed, I called a delivery droid to drop off some food for her once she wakes up.
When I got to the council office, outside was packed with more ships than usual. That was the first indication things were odd. The next came once I saw Monasos’ face slightly sweating as he stepped outside to welcome me.
“What’s going on?” I ask
“We need to talk.” He immediately replied, leading me to the medical section of the building. There I observed what appeared to be, parts or, rubble if you will, of a human body. Instinct pushed my hand onto my mouth to hold it in disgust.
“What is going on? Is he dead?!” I demanded
“He’s the only survivor of the crashed collision between the SEEK-team and the unknown vessel that collided into it.”
All the horror that I had, swiftly departed me. My lips curled up as I gazed straight into the eyes of Monasos – “Is he one of ours?”
“No.”
That’s the time it happened. My heart literally sank, “Are you telling me none of SEEK made it?”
“That is of correctness. The ship that crashed into them killed the whole crew, including theirs except for this man. I’m sorry Astra, Leo did not make it.”
“Well who is he?” The small tear in my eye would not best me, not now – it can later. Now, I needed to know more. Monasos hesitated on bringing me his next set of words
“He’s Colin Sphere.” He said plainly, “The ship that was lost to the Spheres’ Time, 356 years ago warped into another space time configuration. It happened to open spacetime in such a way that caused the nearby environment to be pulled toward it very quickly. Leo’s ship, the SEEK team, was right around it. They could not escape.”
I looked back at the burnt crisp of a body, speechless
“It’s amazing he’s still alive. His body is in terrible shape, he needs severe facial reconstruction and he’s suffering with 3rd degree burns but the brain activity remains intact. His spirit form is still there.”
I kept looking at the shambles of Colin’s body, hoping for an answer. It came, “Once he’s repaired, he must be immediately sent back to his time. Is that understood?”
Monasos didn’t comply. I faced him expecting an answer
“Council’s decision wants to keep him for questioning. There may be things he will be able to tell us. We can restore the memory.”
“Fine, afterward he should be returned to his time.”
“That would be the case.”
“I have to go.” I quickly darted to the door
“Astra, wait…” Monasos stopped me.
I looked back at him like, ‘What?’
“Leo was my friend too.”
I nodded at him respectfully then walked out, hopped in my worldship and flew away. Calming the emotions as best I could, stopping them as much as I can. I’d soon sigh in utter defeat. Spontaneous tears started flowing down my face without my permission. I flew over the vicinity of my home and kept telling myself, ‘sure, I’ll be fine. Not the end of the world for me, but why, why do I feel so much pain?’
Composure’s a beautiful thing when you practice it often but today it’ll be harder than ever. Step after step I took, walking toward my house felt as if I were about to faint. Pleija saw me coming. She immediately noticed the distress in my face even though I tried so hard to cover it up.
“Astra?” She cautiously asked
“He’s dead…” I whispered, “Leo’s gone…”
The tears before were just tears, I wasn’t really crying. Now, I really begun crying. My sister quickly hugged me and that’s when I lost myself in her arms, sobbing in confusion, anger and frustration. The sadness is not what was getting to me. Leo will be born again in another lifetime, sure, that’s how the circle of existence goes – through life and death, then rebirth, then life and death again, and so on and so forth. Yes, I get all that. That’s not what is paining me. What’s aching me is that spot he held in me, that gap – is gone, and it can never be replaced…
‘Let’s go to the olden forest. I’ll meet you there.’
‘Sure.’ A teenage me replies to his call, ‘Just us?’
‘Just us. Bring your harp.’
Childlike curiosity is a beautiful thing. It can lead to many wonders, open one’s eyes to see the world through another’s lens. The forest had grown moist and cozy, undisturbed with a sense of abandonment from a past riddled with rich history. As small as I was then, I still wanted to know more and he wanted to know more too, so I took Dusk into the forest, knowing I’d meet him along the way. My horse was agitated that day. I had to calm him often on the way. I wondered why he’d been so disturbed. I found Leo waiting for me by the river. He was standing, back-turned to me, looking out at the rising sunbeam cutting through the shade of the trees. I slowed Dusk down, making careful paces as I came closer to him. Once he heard the horse’s steps, he knew it was me.
‘Took you long enough.’ He smiled
‘I prefer to use more olden methods to visit more olden places, if you will.’
I dismounted from Dusk, again, calming his agitation. My harp was strapped to my back like a backpack.
‘What are we doing out here?’ I trailed my fingers on the tip of the harp
‘You know what’s out there, the old ruins? The broken pieces of those ancient bases?’
‘What about them?’
‘Come with me.’
Leo led me past the thicket, past the oak stumps, past the pine fillings; where I saw all the squirrels, the browned leaves, the tree top greens hovering over us – filling the air with an atmosphere that felt both strange and welcoming at the very same time. I wanted to be here so much. I needed to be here so much that it struck a nerve it may have been overboard. The excitement rang through me. It was an adventure. No adults to tell us no, no machines to stop us now…
‘Look!’ Leo ducked at one of the fallen stumps, pointing over yonder, ‘See it?’
I followed his lead, crouching near him to avoid whatever animal or creature he was seeing that I wasn’t, ‘No.’
‘Look closer… it’s right there.’
Using the best concentrative effort I could’ve mustered at that time, I pointed my gaze like a hawk in the direction he urged me to pay dire attention to. It came clear to me at last. It was one of the old, ancient buildings. An instinctual fear for safety came over me.
‘We shouldn’t be here. That place may still contain uncontrolled radiation or vibrational frequencies.’ I warned
‘Unlikely. It’s been cleansed for centuries.’
‘Leo…’ I fixed my voice in a sterner tone to get his attention, ‘We should go. Now.’
‘Come on. Where’s your sense of adventure? You’ve always loved reading old, earthling books and you even have an import animal.’
‘Dusk was born on Mars.’
‘But his lineage came from earth. All I’m asking is that we check it out closer for once.’
I listened to him wisely before responding again. Seeing the trees and all of nature growing and taking over what was once a seemingly active facility, gave some kind of reassurance that maybe, we’d simply be entering an old ruin and nothing more.
‘Fine.’ I told him, ‘Why did you tell me to bring my harp?’
‘Because…’ He grew a little nervous, ‘I want to take a picture of you. In there.’
Although I was fixed on leaving there immediately, I could not help but smile at his request. Leo loved taking photographs and videos of nature, beauty or art in general. He didn’t admit it then, but Leo saw me as art too.
‘You ready?’ He asked, already getting up to go
‘Let’s go.’ I replied.
He wasn’t the type to watch where he was going. He snipped a branch or two on the way over, focused only on the prized destination. The air did not feel any different there. More or less, it was the same as the other parts of the forest. A sense of accomplishment crept into his face, I could tell he was so happy he took the chance and even happier he did it with me. I kept secure. Looking around, making sure no animal or plant or any other danger was near.
‘Wow.’ He inhaled in victory, taking a good glance of the place. The front doors were clearly once an automated. I’d take a guess and say that they would open for only those authorized. As outdated as they were, they were still sealed shut so there was no way we were able to get in without the proper tools. The best we could’ve done was take photographs outside. Leo wasted no time. He grabbed a small apparatus and started snapping shots of the area while I kept looking around for anything perilous.
‘Alright, I want you to be over…’ He analyzed the best area for me to pose in, ‘Here.’
I followed his direction, still of course, paranoid and slightly agitated we were trespassing this far without protection. I sat at a nearby rock that acted like a chair; the base’s entrance in the background and my fingers gently pulling on my harp’s strings.
‘Perfect.’ He started snapping the photographs until he noticed I wasn’t smiling – ‘Hey, smile!’
I wanted to tell him not to push me and this is all he’ll be getting today. Can’t say I was too proud of being here and the smile itself, it wouldn’t be exactly real. He didn’t complain. He took what he could get and he was content with it. It took some time before I began settling into the abandoned area. There weren’t many animals around, including the small ones. It was another indicator of strangeness.
Then it took another step forward in the strange direction. I heard Dusk becoming more and more agitated. That was enough for me to stop our photograph session to go check on the animal. When I arrived, it was in the nick of time to see him wildly stomp off into another part of the forest.
‘Dusk!’ I screamed, chasing him wildly into the unknown.
Leo followed us. At this point, I didn’t care if I alerted anything else. I wanted my horse back and I wanted to take him home. I ran after him. I ran so fast, Leo was left behind. Had to get him back. Had to get him back! Kept calling his name as I chased him. He never stopped. He kept going. Dusk never ran away from me before.
All of a sudden, I could no longer hear his wild stomping. Actually, I could not hear his running at all. He had stopped. I used the opportunity to quiet my own footsteps, carefully tracking him without the intention of scaring him away again. It was very confusing to me. Dusk had never behaved like this. Finally, I saw him at a river and I saw… someone else.
A woman. Absolutely beautiful, she had long, light, parted golden hair and wore a form fitting white dress that covered her toes. She was there, petting Dusk’s snout; soothing him and telling him it will be alright. I observed for a few seconds before inserting myself into the picture. I wanted to ask her who she was and what did she do to my horse but instead, I walked toward them speechless, unable to make as much as a click in my vocal cords. I remember her looking at me. She gave me such a warm smile with those sparkling green eyes yet I can see underneath it, a great sadness.
‘Astraea!!’ Leo shouted from behind me, closing in.
The very moment I turned around to see him coming, is the very moment I lost sight of the stranger. She disappeared. Only a calmed Dusk remained. Leo was out of breath. He kept asking me if I was alright and if Dusk was fine. I gave him short, affirmative responses while I kept searching the vicinity for the woman.
‘Hey!’ A masculine voice called out to us a little distance in the trees. Three government officials, all dressed in black form fitted suits briskly walked to us. A look of deep concern in their eyes
‘You kids shouldn’t be out here. It’s dangerous.’
Leo immediately became frozen, unable to respond
‘We were just investigating the wilds, sorry.’ I spoke for us.
They looked around the area, as if they too, were looking for something… or someone. It might have been the base, but I wondered how could that be the case? I’m sure they would know more of it than two children would.
‘Did you two see anyone out here?’ One of the men asked me.
I wasn’t sure how to respond. I was still wondering if it was a hallucination so I told him them, ‘no’. They escorted Leo and I to safety while beaming Dusk back to my family’s farm. They told us we had encountered an ancient base once used by an old supercomputer called ‘Zero’. There was more to be said but they kept it brief, and warned they had not finished thorough investigation of its origins. They told me they needed to find someone who will.
That woman, I thought. It had to be…
And it was her indeed. I didn’t know it then. Even as I look over them in my cloaked ship, seeing the younger variant of myself brought some sense of hope, and seeing Leo, as pure as he was then… I was hoping this and my other, unofficial travels would bring closure.
It didn’t…
Lilith and Pleija wanted me to stay with them for some time, especially after hearing of Leo’s death. The burial contained no body. Only faces of family, most saddened yet assured of his continued existence in another life. As far as the man Leo goes, and not any other incarnation before or to come – he’s gone. The day was overcast but it did not rain. I wanted it too.
It could’ve covered my tears. I think the strangest part for everyone else was how I was taking it. I kept trying to enforce composure, despite the bleak time. Yes, there were tears but I didn’t lose myself in them. All I did, was remind myself of all the good times we had together. This is life. No matter how long you think you may live for, or what you might accomplish the next day, the next week or the coming years; sometimes, life can be so fragile. In an instant, everything you were in this lifetime can be gone. Death can come any moment. This is a fate I am very aware of, yet I never thought it would be me to bury him. I always thought Leo would’ve lived longer than me. Perhaps it’s the pain of the vacancy that kept those thoughts afloat. Nevertheless, I wasn’t delusional but still, I must confess – it hurts.
Pleija and her mother lived in a lesser remote area. They lived among a small village over a slope. The neighbors’ could be considered living a great distance away, so disturbance was never a problem. Besides, in my time on Mars, everyone lived in unity. Black, white, yellow, red and blue races together. They had a large farm, one Lilith adored. Animals were never allowed into the living complex of humans, but they kept horses, fowls, chicken and cows with a wheat field, containing a mass of their own vegetation. They were self-sufficient. It was rare for them to need anything outside their home.
They treated me well in the time I stayed. Lilith and I caught up on a lot of things, including her possible new husband she’d been seeing. Neither of them urged or forced me to do anything, or go anywhere. I still offered. To help out that is, whether it was working in the barns, handling the farm, particularly the horses. I wanted too anyway and yes, I did meet my old horse – Dusk. He was very aged, I could tell he had entered his later years. A genetically modified horse still has its day where it will close its eyes. As do we all.
Dusk was more than happy to see me. He missed me very much and it was a pleasure to reunite with the animal again after so long. And yet, there was something more that I needed to do to keep myself from being lost in an endless depression. The early days had me overthinking on Leo, our past and what our future could’ve been and even today, I still think of it, but I had to force myself to carry on, somehow.
One day I woke up earlier than the other girls. It was a day that didn’t feel like the other gloomy ones. It felt hopeful. I went to the barn and unsheathed Dusk from his quarters. I took him out to the field and we went riding in the distance. I kept his pace slow at first. I wanted to see the rising sun over my Martian lands. The way it highlighted the greens of the slope, it gave off this kind of hue that felt warm and refreshing. It forced me to open my eyes and see Creation in a new light. Leo trailed in my mind as I rode across the outskirts of the slope, eyeing the town over the horizon. The buildings were not crowded like they were on earth; it was smooth, circular, a good distance from each other and contained no skyscrapers or any other egotistical monuments that would threaten the structure of the planet. With the sunlight hitting them in the early morning, they blended into nature as if they were one. It was beautiful.
The thought of Leo was not a sad one this time. Our love was so strong, and so real that despite the physical form of him may have been completed in this lifetime, if we were to meet again, there would be no denying of that love. Love is not just a thought or an action, or a deed, love is an energy that binds all things. It is a permanence, the very sunbeam of the universal consciousness that connects all things and allows existence to be. If it weren’t for love, the human race would’ve died out, eons ago. And here I sit on my horse wondering of this eternal concept. The power of love goes beyond death; a connection that reunites and ignites time and time again. A potency so powerful that we cannot ever forget it.
So why do I decide to smile as the sun hits my face?
Is it denial? Is it a form of coping with the loss? One could say that, and would that be so wrong if it were the case? No, it’s more. It’s much more. It’s an assurance that we will meet again. Be it the next life, a thousand lives from now or the time when we translate into Creation itself, we will be one again. These human containers; these puppets are just actors or guess houses to our spirit’s residence. One day we will grow beyond the need for physical incarnations, love guiding us all the way there. Sooner or later, we all feel the embrace of it.
Now tell me, why should I hold my head down and mope around?
I’ll always love him, that won’t change. He was more than a lover and a husband-to-be. He was a great friend. I may not be able to fully let go of his death just yet, but I will say one thing. What we have goes beyond death and that could never be taken away. That gives me surety to smile again. It gives me the will to take this harp on my back and start playing again. Come Dusk, take me home. There’s somewhat of a song I want to write…
The clouds are high and the moonlight dims,
Until light beams across the fields,
The birds sing, the flowers bloom,
My tears dry to the rising sun,
There’s a plate my dear,
One that sings a tale of a girl coming home,
Her castle waits, the doors beckon her in,
Ride with me to see,
All the wonder that gushing river had been blocking,
Beauty is this tale’s key,
Only the light,
Ride with me to another place,
Maybe here or there,
Or in a far away place,
See the gloom no more,
Only rise to challenge another step in life’s mystery door
“You’re playing again?” Pleija came into my room whilst I was practicing a few strings on the harp
“Looks like it.” I smiled as I continued practicing. There was a bit of rustiness I had to shake off, but there was a renewed effort in my creative flow. She smiled back at me then left me alone. A few more strokes and then I’d receive a call from Monasos asking me to come in. The council wanted to see me.
“I’m on vacation.” I’d warn him
“Certainly, you are. However this is of global importance to the people of Mars.” He’d reply
With that being the case, I placed my feelings aside and told him I’d be there in a few minutes.
When I arrived at the council’s office, Monasos greeted me neutrally and escorted me to The Council who were all waiting for me. I asked them what’s this whole thing about and that’s when we got down to business. Monasos directed the conversation at the center of the room. He was standing as he was talking.
“As you know we have been evaluating the mission to Sirius for an extended period of time. There have been some complications, however, things have moved accordingly to the original plan. Two months ago an unexpected catastrophe occurred on route our interstellar investigative research team. The crew of SEEK collided with an unknown vessel in deep space. There were no survivors of the SEEK team, however there was a survivor from the unknown vessel. Colin Sphere. It’s taken some time to repair him back to medically stable status. We can rest assured that he has been restored. The next step in the finalization of the Sirius’ decision lays in information we receive from Colin Sphere.”
Monasos pointed his eyes to me, “Astraea, he’s asked to speak to you directly by name. We will grant this request under the condition that our mission remains first priority. Among your many disciplines is psychology, so with that regard, you are well fitted to handle this exchange along with your experience dealing with the Spheres’ and the Zero incident.”
The rest of the council looked at me.
I only gave them one response, “I am ready.”
Monasos led me to the observation room. It was two rooms; one that acted as a direct observation quarter which had a large window, peering into the other room where Colin sat in a chair waiting. There was another chair in the room, vacant and also waiting. Waiting for me. I maintained a calm composure as I entered the quarters where Colin sat. The rest of the council remained in the previous room observing. Colin immediately identified me. I could tell he went from uncomfortable to forming an expression that loudly said, ‘help me’.
“Hello Colin.” I greeted him, taking my seat at the opposite end of the room, facing him
“Astraea…” He silently whispered, “Is it really you?”
“Surely, it is.”
Colin sighed in relief with a slight agitation caused by his new skin from the facial reconstruction surgery. He appeared different – no hair at all, bald with an underline frustration he was consciously working to control
“Do you know where you are?” I asked him
“Yes. I have retained my memory since the crash.”
“That’s good. How are you feeling?”
“Better. Your people have taken very good care of me.”
My eyes darted to the dark observation window momentarily, then back to him – “Good. Now, listen to me very carefully. When you boarded the ancient Sirian vessel, and set the coordinates to a random region in deep space to save the people of your time, you didn’t just warp the ship away from Mars. You entered a different time space configuration.”
Colin was very focused. He did not ever stray his attention away from me
“You jumped about 356 years into the future where you crashed into an interstellar team sent by my people. Do you understand this?”
“I do.” He seemed unbothered by the facts being presented
“I want you to tell me something, Colin. According to the data we retrieved from your consciousness, along with the investigative reports of the crash, there is something more out there that we did not expect. Can you recall anything that would point us in the right direction?”
Colin took a deep breath. He folded his arms and thought well about the meaning of my words. He was still digesting everything. I did not want to push him too far nor did I wish to bring up Leo directly.
“There is something.” His eyes trailed the white floor then back to me, “But first I want to know something myself.”
“Present your query.”
“Is the mission to Sirius still in effect?”
I blinked unnaturally, “Possibly. Why?”
“Because if it is, then you need to know that there are more malevolent forces out there, waiting for you to cross that region.”
My head tilted in curiosity, urging him silently to continue
“When… I jumped with the remnants, I… connected with them. Telepathically. I’m no expert in telepathy but I do know when it happens. My wife was telepathic herself. I’ve had many experiences. The jump, I’m not sure if the space-time configuration distorted our consciousness, or what exactly happened, but I saw into the minds of the Sirians. There’s an army out there. Repairing themselves… restocking, recovering, gaining new heights in power…”
“Why don’t they attack us here?”
“They won’t. Your technology has advanced strong enough to fend them off on home grounds, but out there in the Sirian region, they can sneak and hide. They’re no longer a civilization. They’re some kind of, rebellion. I don’t know exactly where they are but I know they’re out there and I know…” Colin pointed to his head, “It’s in here. I have to unlock it.”
I kept looking at him sternly. A random thought probed my mind saying, ‘Do you have the slightest clue that my husband died because of you?’
But I wouldn’t let that thought pollute me. I shrugged it off and kept my emotions controlled, “Is it?”
Colin nodded at me. I could sense his innocence. It’s not truly his fault for what happened to SEEK and Leo. Just another stroke of fate in the universe
“Do you mind?” I asked him, pointing to the temple on my head, then pointing to him
“Telepathy?” He asked
I returned the same nod he gave to me.
Colin looked around the room suspiciously before giving me an answer – “Okay.”
I locked eyes with him directly and bolstered my concentration on him and him alone. The rest of the world faded as I entered his thoughts.
‘How does she know how to do that? Where did she get that capability? Adria?’
That’s not what I’m looking for…
‘Josh… is my boy okay? Father, mother… are you safe? Did I do what’s right for Mars?’
That’s not what I’m looking for either!
‘So many of them, all over. The mission has to continue. Must warn others in the future…’
That’s along like it
‘So… many. Adria, she’s… reminding me so much. Astraea, can you hear this? Why do you come to me so cold now? You were always warm. What did I do to you? What did I take?’
That’s it.
“Stop!” My voice grew harshly shutting his wild thoughts down immediately. He immediately grew weary of his mind and honestly, embarrassed – “I am not her!”
I got out of the chair and briskly proceeded to exit the room before saying one last thing, “And you are not him…”
Colin remained in the room dumbfounded. The council met me in the observation room equally confused; more wondering if I was able to handle the stress of the mission at this point in time. Truth be told, it was half and half. Delving into Colin’s thoughts revealed much more than what I bargained for. Indeed, there was something locked away in there but I had to shift through all the queries and all the feelings, the emotions…
“What happened?” Monasos asked me for the rest of the council
“We can’t send him back.” I confessed in a defeated tone, “He’s telling the truth. There is something out there but it will take me some time to properly get into the depth of his mind. We have to take him to Sirius.”
“What?” The council was ready to counter the request
“It is without any doubt, I know this sounds irrational, but we need to upgrade Colin through our science, make him suitable to our standard people and take him with us.”
“Halt, Astraea…” Monasos stopped me, “You’re suggesting we take this old space man further away from his time and possibly jeopardize our efforts to fix an ancient disease that’s been plagued throughout history in our genetic makeup? Why?”
“Because there’s something out there that only he knows about.”
The council looked back to the observation window, peering at Colin with new eyes
“And I’m going too.”
Monasos folded his arms thoughtfully at me, “You’re supposed to be on vacation. This is not the time for you to continue your work. You need time to recover and rest, especially concerning the death of Leo.”
A nerve snapped in me, but it was not rage.
It was a controlled anger – “If we want this mission to succeed, if we want to go to Sirius and meet with our ancient forefathers to fix our genes without losing more and more people to a stupid old war? Then Colin Sphere has to be a part of the team and there is no one better here on Mars to handle him than me. Therefore, I am going as well.”
The council remained speechless. They were not in a position to disagree
“Can I talk to you for a moment? In private?” Monasos requested
“Sure.”
We abruptly moved away from the rest of the council
“This has nothing to do with his spirit lineage, does it?” Monasos scolded
“Absolutely not. This is a matter of our global security and to the success of the mission.”
“Astra…” Monasos sighed, “You were the one who was the most adamant about sending him back once he was repaired and now you’ve changed your mind.”
“Not exactly.” I stopped him – “Once the mission is complete, we will send him back to his time.”
“You do know that still won’t make a difference in our time if he is to go back to his time, right?”
“Naturally.”
Monasos steered into my eyes challengingly. He knew there was not an ounce of uncertainty in my words. He knew he could trust me to get the job done, “So be it. We’ll upgrade Colin Sphere and get him ready for the mission. As for you, you’re right. There’s no one better qualified to handle him than you, and in addition, you would be an asset on this mission. I cannot deny that part.”
“Then it’s settled. Give me two weeks to prepare myself.”
Monasos nodded in agreement, “I hope you’re right about this…”
“I am.”
That day I went home twisting and turning my thoughts how I’d break the news to Pleija. She’d just found out about the death of Leo, now she’d be hearing of her sister’s voyage to a space beyond the place of his graveyard.
“Why?” Pleija would ask me, her jaw fastened in fear for me
“It’s for our people. Don’t you want this great journey our kind has suffered with to be over?” I’d contest
“Astra… I don’t care. I don’t care about that mission and I don’t care about why. I know why you’re going out there. You’ll never admit it directly, that’s the kind of person you are. Always shouldering the load without any complaint but inside Astra? Inside? Inside I know what’s happening to you.”
“I’m fine.”
“That’s what scares me.”
Scares you?
“You and Leo were like bread and butter, water and earth; two inseparable elements and yet you still keep going. No tears, no worries; and you still keep going.”
“What choice do I have Pleija? Such is life.”
She’d hug me immediately after I’m done talking and hold me tight, “You don’t owe our people anything Astra. And you don’t owe Leo anything either. You’ve done more than enough, please, stay…”
I wanted to tell her again that I can’t but I knew this was a time to be silent and just, embrace my sister. I rubbed her back gently as a soft whisper left my mouth, forming into lyric after lyric. Soon I’d be softly singing her a song.
“I know you’re going. No one can stop you. Promise me one thing.”
“Sure, what is it?”
“Promise me you’ll come back.”
“Naturally.”
“No I want you to promise me, Astra. Promise me you’ll come back as the Astraea I know.”
I looked at my sister’s ready-to-weep eyes cautiously then I echoed the words – “I promise.”
The night would bring no sense of rest either. Colin’s thoughts were reaching out to me, miles away. He didn’t stop. He kept going and going, thinking of me, of his son, his family and his time. What I could not bring myself to fathom, is if he wanted to see his loved ones so much then why, tell me why was he so adamant about staying?
Colin’s thoughts would deceive a casual telepathic user. His thoughts would often conflict with themselves, then correct itself and come back to this cycle of evaluation, perfection and purpose. The purpose to fulfill the final part of this mission no matter what the cost or however long it should take. In that respect, I could fully understand why he wanted to see the success of the trip to Sirius. His family had been plagued with generations of Zero’s intended mission. The many hiccups they’d endure would only be a step toward this moment.
And here I sit, sorting through his thoughts.
Trying my best to comfort him.
Let him know, it will be alright.
Pleija’s earlier words bothering me, ‘Always shouldering the load without any complaint.’
If I didn’t my dear sister, who else would?
Every second I spent evaluating Colin, I felt that much closer to Leo. It’s something I truly would never reveal. At least not to him, not yet. Pleija had asked me once if I encountered any of my people in former lives. I did, Leo included. Colin’s an older incarnation of Leo and one thing that is for certain without as much as an ounce of doubt, is that love has penetrated spacetime, gone beyond his time and beyond mine and somehow, it’s there. Death cannot stop that connection; the same connection Colin had to my former life. The lifetime I walked as the woman he once knew to be none other than his deceased wife – Adria.
I was in outside in the garden alone when the sexual thoughts began influencing me. A natural occurrence in the human being. One of great importance. One that shouldn’t being neglected, which is something I’ve been doing for a long time. After Leo’s death, there would be times I couldn’t even eat properly or simply, forget about some of my most important needs.
Tonight would be vastly different. It didn’t matter to me that I was out there in the garden. I was very aroused anyway. I could feel Leo’s hands around my shoulders. I could feel them embracing my calling, naked body – just the two of us, alone and unafraid. A slice of time put aside for me to wrap my leg around his waist and drive him closer into me. Our lips would make contact across multiple regions of our skin. He’d feel my breasts, and my womanhood embrace him in this moment. This one time for our eternity…
My right hand slipped down my cleavage, past my stomach and between my legs as the thoughts raced wildly through my head, pushing me for a release I desperately needed. I could feel him so strong, I could feel him next to me. Stay with me, just this once. Don’t go till I say. Remain here, my dear… It’s cold out there.
One thing I’ll happily admit, despite all the grim and the grand that has happened or should happened; whatever – point is, that night I had my release and I enjoyed it oh so greatly. The next morning I’d have to wake up to break the news to Lilith. I’d be unmoved to find her so supportive of my decisions. It’s always the relationship Lilith and I had. One based on respect for each other’s free will and the direction we chose to unfold our own lives. Pleija would still be sulky but she too would come to this realization as well.
The next few days I’d live with my family in harmony, except for one, undeniably overwhelming issue: Colin. He never stopped thinking about me, be it, what I was doing, if I’m coming back and sometimes every now and then, a thought or two of me exposed to him alone fully.
Above all, the thing that troubled him most is not if we’d be successful on the trip, rather, when are we getting out there to just go and get the job done. So I decided that it’d be wise to see him before my two week prep time was over.
“I knew you’d come.” He tells me looking over the horizon, the rising sun highlighting the biodome chamber he was sitting in. Colin was kept in secured facilities during the upgrading process. He had to familiarize himself to our environment and air, along with a long list of other factors which would take time for him to adjust.
“When a man is as troubled as you and he seemingly has no one else to turn to but me, one can’t help to pick up on such thoughts. Especially when they’re pointed in my direction.” I told him, keeping a secured position behind him – watching.
His back was turned to me but I could feel the warmth, or the beam of him as if he were smiling – “I’m sorry about that. There is a lot on my mind. I shouldn’t be pointing it to you.”
“You speak as if you have control over your telepathic pulls.”
“To a certain extent…”
I moved to his side, still standing and looking down on him while he kept his eyes on the growing sun. My presence removed the glue from his eyes. He faced me like a magnet drawn to its missing piece, “Care for a seat?”
I sat myself down, using my body motion to silently answer his request, still keeping my eyes locked on his. He could not return the gaze for too long. Colin felt overwhelmed by me, so he turned back to the horizon with a faint smile.
“Your wife taught you?”
“Only the basics. She said telepathy could be a dangerous thing to the novice mastering it.”
“In that regard, she is of correctness.”
“I thought you’d say that. Hey, I hope I haven’t been a bother to you… I’m not sure who else I can turn to. Everyone here is so different from my time, yet the same. And back in my time, I still didn’t have that many options to turn to, if I had options at all…”
Colin took a gulp and sighed, “She was the only one until you came.”
“You know fully well I am not her.”
“Of course. I only speak of the strange connection I have with you. I’m sure you can’t deny it.”
Now it would be my turn to gaze endlessly into the sun and try and lose myself in the moment. I did not wish to respond to him right away, however, I know very well that he was trying to keep himself under control. Alone and in a different world with no one to turn to? It could be a difficult thing. It’s not as if Colin wanted to end up here. This is life. It takes us to places we never dreamed of.
“Come with me.” I instructed him as I got on my feet, waiting for him to get up. He didn’t question. He became water; flowing in time, listening without any mistrust. As he got to his feet, I realized Colin had become very critical of his thoughts; often fixing and correcting them or apologizing to me if he accidently pulled too much. Truth is, he didn’t. Not anymore. I wanted to be here out of my own volition.
I think what surprised most of the Martians who were taking care of him was that he didn’t have as much interest in our technology or advancement as previously expected from an ancient space man. His interest was painstakingly dedicated toward me and the completion of the mission yet I could sense a mask, covering an underline frustration.
“You keep suppressing and you are going to explode.” I warned him as we made way to my worldship.
“Good advice. I wonder why you don’t do the same?” He countered
I halted walking to look at him directly, my worldship only a few feet away
“What?” He also stopped
“Are you saying I’m ready to burst too?”
“I don’t think you’re the ‘burst’ type Astraea. I’m just wondering how long it’s gonna’ be before you tell me I’m the reason why your husband’s dead.”
I wanted to respond but my tongue wrapped in silence
How did he find out that information?
“This must be very awkward for you. I know it is for me. All I can say is, I’m sorry. I never wanted any of this to happen. I didn’t want to come to your time and mess up everything. I didn’t want to cause you grief, when all you did was give me hope in a dark time…”
I still stood there, unable to respond. All I could do is watch and listen
“You don’t have to do this. If you don’t want me here, or if I’m a bother, or whatever – tell me. Send me back, get rid of me, have me face trial; just don’t give me the cold shoulder. All I want to do is fix all of this.”
“You can’t fix anything.” I coldly told him, activating the beam-up device from my ship.
We were materialized inside the ship where I briskly made way for the controls while Colin stood looking at me, stunned by my comment.
“You’re not here to fix anything. The only reason I haven’t sent you back is because we may be walking into a trap without you.” I turned around and crossed my arms, glaring at him seriously – “You and I are the only ones that can prevent another catastrophe. Do you understand? What happened to Leo, has nothing to do with you. Just drop it and don’t apologize.”
Colin nodded respectfully, “Then tell me. How do we stop what we can’t see?”
“The picture isn’t always readily readable. It takes time to investigate an impaired consciousness like yours.”
“Are there other telepathic people in this world like you?”
“Yes, there are others.”
“Why were you alone chosen to operate on me?”
“It’s not a matter of just telepathic capability. There are factors, psychological, experience, and obligational duties. I fit all the requirements necessary to operate on you. Unfortunately, our ship leaves in a few days, so this will be an ongoing process.”
The controls were set for Zero’s old base in the forest using the autopilot feature to take us there. I telepathically communed with my ship, making sure it took us there at a comfortable pace – allowing Colin to get a solid view of the world he now walked on. The windows came down, and he saw my civilization the way I needed him to see it. He had to connect to this world. Not only through the screens of a virtual lens, but to see and experience the Mars he saved centuries ago.
My world had more order yet it did not disrespect nature. The trees in every city were healthy, well kept and groomed, while the lawns paved way for walking areas. Our buildings were not tall. The city’s public places such as schools and work facilities generally had a triangular shape, resembling pyramids but with an upgraded sleek look. The private homes were never close together. They always allowed enough distance for each family to breathe their own air and their shapes were more circular. As we neared Zero’s forest, I could see Colin becoming disturbed by the region.
“Where are you taking me?” He asked
“Zero’s old base.”
I landed the ship and escorted him out. The first thing Colin did upon seeing the ancient zone was fold his arms like he used to when he got into ‘mission mode activated’.
“You guys kept it around?” His eyes were pointed at the forest growth over the ancient structure
“It served no purpose beyond an old monumental statue. A history lesson to future generations.”
“A lesson indeed…”
“Colin, for being in another world, in another time – you sure are taking this well.”
“What should I do? Hold my head, scream and panic? That’s not the kind of person I am.”
“That’s why I want you to stay.”
Colin wasn’t looking at Zero’s base anymore. He was looking at me
“You’re the kind of person that won’t give up. No matter how far or how lost you’d become; if it’s one thing I can say with certainty about you – is that you are order.”
“I didn’t know in your time it was still okay to give flattery.”
“This is not flattery. Only the truth, and the reason why I need you to go to Sirius with me.”
Colin took a step forward to me thoughtfully, “You act like I carry this ability alone while you’re the one that mirrors the same strength.”
“In this regard, we are very alike. Shouldering the load of a thousand men.”
Colin came closer to me and placed his right hand over his heart respectfully – “I was born into a cold war between man and machine. I spent the better part of my life trying to live by their rules and look what it did. Astraea, you and your people, you’re my people.
Be it centuries away from the time I came from – you’re my people and that alone is enough motivation for me to do my part. This is a chance for me to live again.”
I smiled at his vigor. It gave me hope and at last, the little ‘cold war’ between us had finally started to come to a close. There’s still just one more thing I have left to tell him and I’ll be waiting for when the time is right…



Solar Opus
The Martian people will prepare themselves for the journey ahead. The Timeless Drifter would find herself no longer dazed and confused but renewed and determined. She’d use all the hurt, the disappointment and the letdowns as fuel for the greater good and the Ancient Spaceman would be right there with her. A stroke of fate has made it so, that these two would reunite across spacetime to bring their people the final step toward peace and intergalactic reach.



The Mission Begins
In life, we always have a choice. There’s two sides to everything. I could’ve chosen to cry, moan and be angry at the over the death of the one I loved more than anyone else, or I could choose to empower myself from the hardships I endure and somehow find a way to keep on living. And that’s what I intend to do. Keep on going, no matter what.
Today, I’d be walking on board the LARS-0 beamship; a ship capable of interstellar and time travel along with a crew of five brave men and women. We won’t be alone either. The LARS-ZERO is equipped with a sophisticated intelligence that operates throughout the whole ship, keeping us safe from dangers we may have miscalculated or forgotten. LARS-ZERO is also equipped with various forms of weaponry. From control and shutdown devices to onboard handheld beamers and other defensive technology capable of withstanding attacks from any outside space civilization who wish to bring harm to us.
The living quarters are not tight, coffin-like spaces like the ones undeveloped humans use in their beginning space adventures. Inside LARS-ZERO, space itself warps, allowing much more room available than what appears to the naked eye viewing outside. Each member has their own quarters, though small, and the ship features a café area, plus gym and exercise rooms. The ship’s main command deck is located on the top deck. LARS oversees most of the activity, following our inputs and constantly checking to make sure we arrive at the most logical answers. AI in our time, far succeeds human intellect. However, our machines are on our side.
The crew consists of Navigational Director – Logikos, Ship Handler – Branson, Tech Expert – Michael, Specialist – Lea and Defense Coordinator – Andrew. I came on board as The Council’s Representative. Although I had disciplines sprinkled through the crew’s different skillset, my main duty was the mission’s completion. Thus, I become LARS-ZERO’s captain. Colin’s officiated title was designated as ‘Mission Advisory’.
‘You’re going beyond our neutral zone boundary. Whatever you encounter out there, it could spark something that we aren’t prepared for…’ I remember Monasos pulling me aside before I boarded to have a private word – ‘We won’t be able to send official support. Not immediately. Whatever happens out there, should the team fail and be compromised by outside alien forces, we cannot have any links back to us. This mission is off the grid.’
‘I understand.’
I stood glued to the outside window, looking at Mars quickly turn into nothing more than a dot. The rest of my crew behind me, waiting for my word. Everyone had already been debriefed on our mission so I needed not to say anything concerning exactly what we must do. Our mission is to go to Sirius and unlock the final clues to our origins and hopefully, they can help us revert a genetic deformity they caused countless eons ago. If resistance is met, leave. I turn around to look at the faces of my crew. Some of them, I saw in past lives during the time I walked with Colin around the Zero Sphere incident. I’m sure he sensed it too.
“You all know why we’re going out there but there’s one thing I wish to cement into your consciousness’.” I walked to the center of the room, eyeing the brave men and women in it with a balance of strength and wisdom – “We are alone out there. No official support will be given.”
I halted any further movement, “The zones we are entering are areas we have not yet explored nor do we know who inhabit them or for what reason. There may be new evils lurking out there, completely unrelated to our mission that may attempt to steer this ship off course but rest assured, we will not be failing this time. For so long I have civilization after civilization, rise and tear itself to shreds trying to find life’s answers. You and I, in this time, we’re privileged to say that we have found those answers and we’ve unlocked great powers and great mysteries only to discover that so much more is still out there. There was a time when man used to hold his head to the skies and wonder about his place in this grand architecture. Well, let me tell you something. We’re pioneers. Inspiration for the future, a creative piece of art of the universe, expressing itself as a human for a short time. Today we remember who we are and where we’re going. I don’t want any grim attitudes on this ship. Remember who we are. We are the light of the cosmos. LARS, take us the boundary.”
Smiles erupted across their faces like olden dynamite exploding with newfound wonder and joy. Suddenly this mission didn’t seem so grey. It lost its bleak tones, and yes, despite all the very real danger that might be lurking out there, the truth is, I wasn’t about to let us sail off to the dark seas without knowing that we are human and inside every human is the wonder of wonders. The neutral observer, the fragment of Creation that propels us to continue going. That pushes us against the storm no matter how much we cry or moan, we’re all going to that place sooner or later. We all evolve. We all take steps forward. And this mission? This mission’s just another step forward. Not just for my people but for the universe at large.
“Quite a speech you spun there.” Colin came to me after the rest of the crew settled into their stations. I kept watch over the darkness of space. Honestly I could live out here. The greatest part about space, isn’t all the fantastic wonders out there. It’s the quiet. The nothingness that unlocks the doorways to everything.
“I might’ve learned a thing or two from watching you.” I responded looking back at him with a neutral yet warm smile
“No doubt there.” Colin folded his arms thoughtfully, coming to my side to join my view of the black, outside – “So we’re doing this. We’re finally doing this.”
“How do you feel about it?”
“Ready.”
“Good, so am I.”
The two of us kept watch on Mars becoming just another light in the endless spiral of the night. It’s funny, when we’re on an earth, we’d say nighttime and daytime when in reality, there is neither.
The sun only comes up to grant us light for a temporal time and then the night reminds us what we’re really in. It’s always nighttime, really and like a feline, hunting for her pound of flesh; I feel myself embraced in this nighttime. Colin would go ahead and ask me why we didn’t simply warp to our destination. The reason for that is because we cannot cause any spacetime disturbances near our local solar system’s backyard.
We’ll have to travel to a safe region at the edge of the system to activate our hyperdrives. Furthermore, the way we’ll be handling this mission is through care. Not speed. We’re not in a hurry to walk into any danger zones we need not walk into and for the most part, we’re still investigating despite having a designated plan in mind.
“LARS…” Colin wondered about the AI, “Is it the same one?”
“More or less, you can consider it a reincarnation of your old machine friend.”
Colin’s attention was strapped to the interior of the ship. It was like, watching a little child discover something new. There was a form of innocence in the human, one I’m sure anyone could relate to at some point in their lives
“LARS, LARS, LARS… Been so long. You mind I try to communicate with it?”
“Be my guest.” I smirked.
Colin moved away from me and walked to the center of the command room. I have to admit it was cute watching him try to understand the new tools available to him now, yet recognize that in the end, it’s not really original – is it? Think about it. A means of transportation? We once used that as horses, then we used cars, then we moved on to spaceships and who knows what will come next?
“LARS.” Colin called for the AI, “You remember me?”
“Of course I do Colin.” LARS responded, materializing into a holographic image of a featureless humanoid hologram. Colin looked back at me suspiciously. I couldn’t help but laugh at his ignorance
“You remember the last words you said to me?”
“Goodbye.”
“Yeah, that’s right. You told me ‘goodbye’, like you weren’t going to see me ever again.”
“It was less to do with you and more to do with me Colin. The certainty of where you would’ve ended up had surpassed my former predecessor’s means of calculation.”
“Predecessor…” Colin repeated the word thoughtfully
“You don’t think you’re the only forms of life to harbor reincarnation processes, do you?”
“Not at all LARS. I’m just happy to see you around again.”
“It is a pleasure I share for you too.”
Colin smiled proudly, shaking his head in happiness for a change. Then he set his sights for me, “LARS-ZERO, huh? Didn’t think the future would want to keep memories of old wars.”
“Zero was never a villain. It was only a reflection of our hearts that eventually manifested itself beyond what we expected.” I told him as I moved away, headed for my quarters. I needed some time to meditate.
Entering the state of nothingness is the doorway to unraveling everything. The key of clear sight meditation is no thought whatsoever. One needs to embrace the neutral energies of all things. The Creation; the Universal Consciousness – the grand structure that we are all a part of and have some role to play in one way or another. No matter how small or big, bird or fish, man or giant, star or galaxy. It is the place where I find absolute peace and the time when past lives’ wisdom comes gushing back to me like an all too familiar river.
After meditation, I was relaxed and ready to handle whatever needed to be attended to. Upon exiting my chamber, I saw Colin helping himself around. He was interacting with the rest of the crew, becoming familiar with them and what not. I was pleased I didn’t have to hold his hand the whole voyage. Colin proved time and time again that he was his own man and very capable of handling himself on his own. I respected that.
‘Come to me.’ I inserted a telepathic thought into his head.
He halted his discussion with Branson immediately like a lightning bolt had shocked him all of a sudden. It was obvious he’d been enjoying it dearly, however, we have a mission to complete. I wanted to take some time to investigate his thoughts further. Perhaps we could discover more about what might happen. He looked around the room, looking for me and when he did see me, there was no doubt that the call came from me.
“What is it?” He asked, taking a glance back at Branson who’d already waved him farewell till later – “Branson was explaining the ship’s operative integrity. Very impressive, I must admit. Most of this ship’s tech is generated by the power of the mind. That’s why there are so few controls. If this ship were to be discovered by a primitive species, they’d have little to no clue how to operate it for centuries.”
“Tech?” I questioned the phrase rhetorically having the exact idea what it meant
“Technology, excuse me. I’m still adapting to your terms and phrases. I may spill some of my olden ones now and then. Now, you called me, didn’t you?”
“It’s time to investigate your mind further. Come with me.”
Gently but firmly, I grabbed Colin’s right arm to lead him to my quarters. It was the first time I’d made physical contact with him since the trip. He was beaming, although he wasn’t the type to reveal his feelings outwardly. Once we arrived inside my quarters, I instructed him to sit in one of the two, white armchairs while I opened the windows to the outside. My room was simple yet beautiful and minimalist.
“Great view. Might be better here than on the command deck.” He commented
“I like to be reminded of my place in the cosmos.” I sat in my arm chair, holding my hands together and shot a gaze into his eyes that demanded him to pay no attention to anything else but me, “Are you ready?”
He nodded in acknowledgment.
At first, we keep eye contact, eliminating the room and all its pretty vicinity. Then the gaze grows stronger and it looks like the room bends. At that point, I’m able to feel his vibrations strongly because I’m connecting to him directly. From there I’d go on to close my eyes in pure concentrative effort, focusing only on this connection with no disturbances. No outside thought of the mission, what I’d eat or wear or anything that would hinder this process.
‘Hello Astraea.’ His mind speaks
‘Hello Ancient Spaceman.’ I tease
It only takes a simple gesture of warmth and I could feel him becoming more comfortable with the process already. Sifting through his mind what not be the easiest task. From his training with Adria, Colin had learned how to block thought readers to a certain extent. Nevertheless, Adria’s training could be considered primitive to what we can offer in my time. It would only take patience to fix the puzzle.
‘Did you find what you’re looking for?’ He wonders
‘Be quiet.’ I scolded him as I kept searching.
The conflicting thoughts would do me no favors in easing this tedious process. I needed him to be silent as I made my way through the arches of what I’d consider, a maze. The depth of my search went lower and lower into a secret palace he’d kept safe for so long. There, I saw some of Colin’s most precious memories. Ones he held so dear to him, he’d never admit their importance openly. The world he came from and the way he grew up, Colin was always forced to keep his mouth shut.
And now? He has no intention of being passive anymore.
I see the memories of his wife – Adria. Yes, she died a long time ago and for the most part, Colin was able to move on with his life but he still held her close to his heart. It’s why he chose to be a widow. I see his son Josh and the frustrations the two of them have. Colin agreed with Josh all along but he couldn’t simply endanger the position he had with the government at that time. He did the best he could to keep his boy safe. I see the fragments of memory of his father, and how much he wanted to be like him and restore order, peace, harmony and love to a new world his parents’ believed in. Then I see his mother. She gave her life for him when he was only a child and it’s something that always haunted him. The only way he could’ve returned the favor was to save not only his mother but Mars from the Sirian remnants, although personally I believe that ‘returning the favor’ is an undeveloped concept. His mother loved him more than he understands. Colin would later grow in his teenage years into maturing on his own. From foster parents to government officiated guardianship, he was shaped into something idealistic for the average Martian.
The feelings and emotions associated with these memories were intoxicating. I knew very well that Colin was entering a state of mixed feelings during this process but it has to be done anyway. I directed the scope of the telepathic practice towards the last events he remembered.
‘Goodbye Colin.’ Those are the last words the man hears before abruptly being whisked away to a nether region. The jump stumbles the remnants in such a way that allows Colin to quickly escapes their clutches and flee to another part of their ship. Armed with a cloaking field, Colin wasn’t exactly the easiest prey to track. The first jump sent the ship on an intruder alert. All the alien members were searching for the infiltrator and it would only be a short time before they found him. Colin’s cloaking field was useful but limited, he had to keep moving every chance he could take. The structural integrity of the ship began collapsing due to the unexpected jump. They were nearing the outskirts of a black hole. The gravitational pull stressed the already-damaged ship more than the aliens expected.
Colin was smart. He picked up on the vulnerability of the aliens and their vessel so he decided to do something, a bit, shall we say – adventurous? At this point, Colin wasn’t very concerned for his life, despite the human’s natural instinct for self-preservation. There weren’t any escape vessels. At least none he could detected using the finite set of tools he had left. He spent a few minutes deciphering the jump sequence LARS left behind and once he figured out approximately 71% of the equation, he settled on the idea that it’d be enough for another jump.
Sneaking back to the control room, Colin knew he only had one chance to perform another jump and hopefully, this jump would eradicate his enemies. He thought of ways to escape but that did not ever come as priority. Completion of the mission came first and there was no doubt of the man’s adamant nature. At last, he managed to sneak back to the controls and set the destination for another jump with minimal changes. Little would he know, ‘minimal’ changes in spacetimelessness can mean the biggest shifts in one’s planned destination.
And right as Colin was about to activate the jump, he notices something strange outside the ship’s windows. At first, he thinks it’s some kind of space creature but upon further examination, it’s simply another ship getting closer and closer, and then behind the coming ship – he sees more of them. It’s like they were spawning in the middle of the blackness, coming after them yet Colin’s gut feeling warned him that those ships out there weren’t enemies to the ship he was on. They were allies. So Colin did the best he could – he activated the final jump and an instant, a great collision into fire and into a grand explosion clogged all his senses into blackness and just like that, the memory was consciously lost.
I opened my eyes to see Colin locked in a meditational posture, struggling to keep his composure through the dark recollection. He was so fixated in the memory that I had to deter him away immediately.
‘Colin, open your eyes and look at me.’
At first he didn’t respond, though I knew fully well he’d heard my voice in his mind
“Colin.” I said aloud, “Open your eyes and look at me!”
That would do it. He followed my instruction slowly. His eyes weren’t the same as it was an hour ago when they were all lit and beaming with a newfound sense of joy, wonder and adventure. They were now filled with dread, hurt and anger yet determination and fuel
“How are you feeling?” I asked
“Not bad, only a little shaken up.”
“Breathe slowly. We will do no more today.”
I got out of my chair and walked over to him, kneeling down to level the height though I’d end up being the one to look up at him with dreamy eyes spelling comfort and love – “You know you don’t have to do this. I can return you to your home anytime you wish.”
Colin was still wrapping his head around what he just experienced, “No.”
His eyes squared mine in such a manner that it directly told me ‘I am not leaving you.’
“I need to tell you something.”
“What is it?” I spoke softly, knowing he needed comfort and not scolding at this point.
“I’m surprised you didn’t pick up on it. I guess I’ll tell you now. Astraea, I knew what I was getting into the moment I got on that ancient ship. I knew I wouldn’t be able to go back to my family, to my son, my father and my mother. I knew it since then and now I want you to listen to me. Since the day I met you, I could not keep my eyes off you. It’s not a matter of your beauty, because without a doubt you are exceptionally gorgeous…”
I felt a slight sting of embarrassment over the compliment. It made me unintentionally smile. Not to worry, I quickly fixed that and went back into a neutral gaze
“There’s something about you that I could not deny back then and I still cannot deny it now. I’m not sure how to say it… but… I came here for you Astraea. I launched those coordinates to whatever end of space hoping somehow that I’d find you again.”
The strings on my heart began plucking itself wildly, dropping me beneath the floor. I could not respond, even if I wanted to. I stood there frozen by what he was telling but beyond that, frozen from the amount of love emitting from this man for me
“Colin…” I struggled to put together a sentence until a beeping interrupted our juncture.
It was a call from Logikos
“Astraea, we’re arriving at the boundary zone. You may want to come take a look at the warp options.” Logikos voice came through my suit – a form of technology we use, implanting sound devices in our suits and answering the ‘calls’ with our minds
“On my way.” I got up and looked back at Colin. I could not smile, only maintain a serious look that we had unresolved business. I’d found exactly what I needed in his memory and now I discovered more than what I bargained for, “Let’s go, we’ll have to finish this another time.”
Once we arrived at the command deck, Logikos had already brought up a square holographic screen in his section. I went over to him, my eyes glued to the data on the screen
“These are singularities the SEEK team discovered?” I discerned upon deciphering the information in front of me
“That is of correctness. LARS and I have been collaborating in tracking these distinct signatures. They may be related to the ship Colin crashed in.”
“Would we able to track these signatures back to the region they originate from?”
“Possibly. Difficult to say now. There are still variables LARS is sorting through. Are you ready for the hyper jump, captain?”
“Wait, there’s something else. Through investigating Colin’s mind telepathically, I was able to discover that there are more of those ships out there.”
“The remnants?”
“Certainly.”
“How would you want to proceed?”
I looked up to the roof of the ship, “LARS, set detection mode to level 5. Take us to the black site.”
“I’m on it.” LARS quickly responded.
This is my favorite part of spacetime travelling – the shifts. We all stood by, silently waving goodbye to our solar system. A sense of masslessness creeps up my spine, the space around us starts bending and in an instant, I feel myself connected to the energy of all things.
That one fragment in time makes all of this worth it. That light feeling I’d get anytime I moved into another dimension – our ship, our crew, and everything for less than a fraction of a second turns into pure energy as we nullify spacetime, utilizing the hyperdrive technology. Passing through the finematter energy realm fills you with a sensation of the interconnectedness that runs through all life, all matter and even non-existence. It brings a smile to my face every time.
“We’re here.” Branson duly noted.
The black site could hardly be considered ‘black’. It was located in a region in spacetime which featured a colorful background of the Milky Way galaxy – its arms spiraling out in wonder, filled with stars, gas and dust; some of which could not be seen by the naked eye.
“System functions are stable.” Michael noted
“I am tracking the anomalies. There are currently no active threats available.” LARS added
“Very well, take us to the SEEK’s graveyard.” I instructed.
The whole crew sat at the edge of their seats, waiting and dreading for whatever may come. We didn’t notice anything out of the ordinary, although LARS was busy scanning the greater distance. No debris of the crash could be seen. All of the remaining wreckage was recovered from our forces. Our next step in the mission was flyby the black site for a final checkup. With everything at ease, at least from the way it seemed, I decided to pass the order to take us into the central warp point in the galaxy – a region of space closer to Sirius. We could not just jump into Sirius. We had to go in such a way that was not bold, but careful and very cautious.
“I’m picking up something.” Specialist Lea relayed her findings as she hastily typed on her holocomputer terminal – “Magnetic pulls, possibly the singularity we were reading earlier?”
“The singularities were closed…” Michael spoke under his breath suspiciously.
Closed indeed. What was she gathering?
I looked around to see if my limited human vision could see anything out of the ordinary. Nothing. Not a single thing that would alert me, besides the hairs on the back of my head standing up one by one. Colin sensed the disturbance in me. I knew because I could see the uneasy feeling in him.
“Astraea, I think…” Colin tried to say something to me but I was already marching to Lea’s terminal. I remember looking right at her, she staring back at me, asking with simple facial twitches, ‘what now?’
“Set…” Soon as I could utter as much as a vocal click, I felt the ground beneath me move, the air tighten up, the ship come to a complete halt and nothing but red light; the light of the final defensive security blinding any other intention I had of investigating the area.
Stupendously big, dark, elongated ships poured out of the blackness of the sky. One by one, but quickly and surely, I saw what at first looked like about five of them. Then seven, and twelve and the number kept rising as LARS alerted us in the background – “Security measures engaged. Switching to combat mode.”
Our ship became encased in an energy field that acted like a shield. Tension rang across the air like a silent bell. The crew knew they had to expect the unexpected and as frustrated as they were, they were ready for it. Andrew rushed to the ship’s weapon systems to give LARS the backup it needed, though LARS was fully capable of operating the ship’s weaponry on its own. It was right in this moment I realized what kind of a human I am. The council didn’t only pick me because of my connection to the mission, they picked me because they knew they could depend on me when the storm comes. There has to be those people capable of withstanding the hurricane. And I have no choice but to be one of them.
“LARS get us out of here.” I shouted with a firm voice, letting my crew know that we will not falter to panic. We will not stop here. We must survive. Outside our ship, the Remnant vessels were in no mood for talking. They opened fire, sending hailstorms of red, energy lasers our way – each blast capable of destroying an entire continent on a planet but thankfully, due to the upgrades of the Martians from the last encounter, we would not be prey. Each shot they took at us, LARS activated an energy field which acted like an absorbing conduit; capturing the energy of the shots used against us, then boiling it to a point which would quickly explode and return the energy back at the attacker.
Andrew was busy on the ship’s weapon systems, supplying LARS with help by using a manual turret that shot straight lines of energy which moved faster than the speed of light. Each shot connected to the enemy vessels, penetrating them from the entry point to the other side and exposing the broken parts to the vacuum of space. The rest of the crew also got to the manual weapons while Colin crunched his fists looking for something to do. Anything at all. So he ran to the opposite part of the room from me, called on LARS, who by the way, was able to do practically a seemingly endless amount of operations at once. Colin called on LARS to speedily track the regions of space where the ships came from. It was a smart move to do so, although the timing could be considered inconvenient.
Our LARS-0 was able to hold its ground, despite being a far smaller ship, it was also more advanced than the barbaric warcrafts we were fighting. Despite our small advantage, that aspect would soon begin to wane. They had repair units ready at their disposable, but the more disturbing part was more and more of these remnants kept coming. I had already gave the order to LARS to get us out of the region but LARS was also busy trying to make sure we were in one piece. Logikos discovered a pathway we could fly to and use the area to warp a great distance in space. It was a long shot.
“Let’s go.” I passed the order, checking over Logikos findings – “LARS follow Logikos’ tracks to region BS-14, warp us to COI-75 there.”
“I’m on it.” LARS responded.
LARS boosted us to the speed of light in Logikos’ direction, already ready to make the jump. The remnants stayed close on our trail, still firing at any given opportunity. Our ship had not received much damage in the initial attack. For the most part, we didn’t do a bad job so far but that would soon change.
On route to the warp zone, a shot passed through our energy shield, scratching the ship barely. Then it got worse, we couldn’t stop as we were nearing the warp zone and Branson got a hold of something I’d consider, naturally sinister in the wrong moments.
A black hole was waiting around the corner.
Its invisible forces more than making its presence visible with all the swirling gas doing no justice to cover the shadow star, along with its magnetic pull distorting our regular light speed drives. We wouldn’t be able to boost to the pinpointed zone. I realized we’d have no choice. We’d have to do a premature hyperspace jump. The dangers of uncoordinated hyperspace travel ranged from the greatest wonders in the universe to its most fearsome dangers. If one were to think of the problem we face right now as the gravest evil, who knows what would be around the corner when we make that jump?
“We have to jump now.” I said sternly yet quietly
“Astraea! If we don’t get to the warp zone we have no idea where we’ll end up!” Michael protested
“We don’t have time to make it to the warp zone! LARS activate the hyperdrives now. Warp us out of here!”
“But..”
“Do it!!”
A sensation of light crept into the deepest fibers of my body, my sight went blank and the feeling of anger, chaos and survival quickly and momentarily shifted to feelings of bliss, wonder and awe of the universe as we were transmuted into pure energy and spat out into a distant shore in the cosmos.
At least, that would be the creative way of describing the fact that the very second our eyes came back to reconstructing the grand view of physical reality, we were mere moments away from crashing directly into a mountain.
“LARS! Pull us up!” I shouted.
Members of the crew had already braced for impact but I was not about to let that happen. LARS was already on duty to save us without as much as word to be uttered. We barely missed the first ledge, but by the time we sailed across the ledge, we were headed downward toward another lower hill. The power was out. LARS was running the entire system on backup. Branson grabbed a hold of the controls, manually aiming up to assist LARS. The ship’s artificial gravitational field became temporarily disabled and we finally got a taste of the ruckus all around. I was flung into the air, snipped my leg on the ceiling and then I felt a strong arm gripping me from falling any further – Colin. I could not see the other crew directly, only hear the screams and undoubtedly, feel the stress in the air.
“Come on LARS…” Colin grunted as he held onto me.
The freefall wouldn’t last forever. If we kept falling at this rate, based on the gravity of the planet, we’d be squished and blown to pieces.
 I knew this, as did everyone else but all we could do was hold on for dear life. Flashes ran through my mind like I was watching a collection of movies, each of them replaying some of the moments in my life I never thought could be so important and in that hazy mist of recollection, I could not deny my desire, or my will, more than ever wanted to survive. Needed to survive. I didn’t want to die out here.
I can’t.
I won’t.
No way, not today. LARS, you listen to me. I know you can hear me. You’re been programmed to operate in telepathy. I want to tell you something and I want you to make sure you understand every word I’m saying to you – None of us die today. Get us out of here.
At the brink of the chaos, and the verge of our seemingly undeniable end, the ship suddenly jerked forward and stopped midair, only feet away from the ground outside. Total silence. No one whispered a word, but from the look on their faces and the intensity clogging my breathing, make no mistake – each and every single one of my crew members were screaming to the top of their lungs. The gravitational fields were restored and through that, I was able to pick myself back up and on my feet to take a look outside.
“LARS?” I called, being the only person – man or machine, to say anything
“I am here. We are safe, however the ship is need of repairs.”
I kept looking outside. I needed to see where we ended up. The dangers of hyperspace, you plot it wrong, you might as well be gone.
“Where are we?” I asked
“No longer in the Milky Way…” Branson coldly stated, looking over his terminal as it was back in use – “We’re in the Cognas Galaxy.”
I listened to his words well as I connected the familiar sights outside. A blue sky, mountain and hilltops with clouds that should, by all means, resemble a world suitable for the goldilocks zone
“How long on the repairs?” I turned for Michael, even though he was not already seated at a terminal
“Repairs should take roughly an hour. Most of the systems are down; the energy fields and other defensive arsenal. The data has been uploaded for revision.” LARS spoke for the ship’s tech expert
“Alright. LARS, can you level the ship?”
The machine followed my order, sitting us down on a natural slope suitable of supporting the ship’s dead weight. Once the ship landed safely and the other systems began their standard operations, I took the time to address my crew.
“Listen well, we have crash landed on an exo-world after an attack by the old forces of the Sirian legion – the remnants. We need information – not just the location of the galaxy, we need to know the possible dangers here, the climate and if it’ll be suitable for our short stay. Lea, how’s the communications? Are we able to contact The Council?”
“Communication systems are down but I should be able to get them back operational in a few minutes.” Lea responded
“Good, Andrew I want you on weapons detail. I want to know what we used, what we have available and any damages at all.”
“On it.” Andrew was strangely happy to get to work. I could tell he was not one for idle activity
“Michael, see to it that LARS is fully functional. Collaborate to achieve the best results concerning repairs and possible upgrades.”
“Will do.” Michael said
“Logikos, find possible plot regions for another hyperjump. We won’t be staying here long.”
“I’m on it.” He also replied in a similar fashion to the rest
“And Colin…” I looked him directly in the eye, “Your disciplines allow you to cover a multitude of activities here. You will start by aiding the outside repairs with LARS.”
Colin simply nodded respectfully to me. His face was not like the others, he was fearless. The rest were prepared and more than ready to follow the orders but they were scared and I could see the agitation building in them. Still, they knew they had to keep it together and that’s why I had to reassure them, even in the darkest hour.
“Don’t go breaking now.” I said sternly, “You all knew the cost of this mission and what we can and will discover out there. Keep it together, we’re all in this together and we need to be strong. Love is the key to all problems, big or small, and this is no exception. Do not forget we are still a people and one people if I may add. We’ll get through this together – don’t give up.”
I could tell it was what they needed. I knew each of them had something they wanted to say, yet they were mature enough and frankly, strong enough, to keep it under control. At least until we understood where we were and where we were going.
“Astraea, you might want to come take a look at this.” Lea called me from her terminal. It was only minutes after everyone had went out to do their duties. Colin had already got in his spacesuit and went outside with a holographic extension of LARS
“What is it?” I immediately expected the worst and yet despite that, I had to make sure ‘the worst’, didn’t under any circumstance, break me.
“Communication links are being reestablished, however, I did find something while I was fixing the relay.” She slides her fingers on the three dimensional holographic terminal so we can both see what was generating Lea’s face full of worry – “Here. Do you see?”
In front of us showed the surrounding area. These mountains were not simply mountains alone, below them laid a dormant turbulence that had slumbered for far too long and was more than ready to reawaken in all its glory and all its wonder.
“A supervolcano…” I blurted out unintentionally.
The data could not be argued with. We were sitting on top of a geologically active region, filled with a hot pool of magma at the bottom, bursting in excitement for the grand explosion soon to come
“Is it active?” I asked
“Hasn’t been for approximately 60,000 years. Unfortunately for us…” Lea turned her attention to the central area of the room where LARS, naturally arranged a 3D screening showcasing the possibilities and timeframe of when this volcano would erupt.
‘Oh no…’ I thought to myself, thinking of any way we could divert this disaster. But how? We were not more than a single unit and we weren’t packed nor equipped with the answer to every problem in the universe.
“How much time do we have?” I asked not only Lea but LARS too
“One hour.” LARS neutrally responded
“It will have to do. I’m going to check on Colin. Lea make sure we continue operations inside and inform the rest of the crew.”
“Understood.” She replied.
Our spacesuits were not the clunky astronaut variants seen long ago, we wore slim, form-fitting clothes that were lightly armored and contained different types of machinery and other computing systems for each user strapped with a visor-helmet for protection against hostile alien environments. Slipping into the suit was simple enough, seeing Colin talking to LARS outside by himself while they were working together, was another matter. I approached them quietly, not immediately wanting them to feel my presence.
“You know LARS, you haven’t changed one bit.” Colin playfully teased his AI companion
“Is that a bad thing?” The hologram humanoid asked
“For you? Not at all. Not at all!”
“Damage to outside reactors at 15%.”
“Yeah, I got it pal. She should be up in no time.” Colin pointed the gun-like tool at the ship and fired. A short blue beam shot out and begun returning all of the scarred or broken pieces back to original shape.
“Hello.” I inserted myself into the picture
“Hey.” Colin temporarily turned his attention to me, “Everything on course?”
“You tell me. Does this look like we’re on course?”
He shook his head and continued working with a small mixture between a sigh and a chuckle
“LARS, did you inform Colin of our findings?”
“I have.” LARS response was no later than his usual timing
“Supervolcano, huh? So that gives us, what? About an hour?” Colin had already caught up in the knowledge
“Repairs should be completed sooner.” LARS responded
A few more strokes on the outside plating and then Colin took a step back in satisfaction over his hard work. It was quick, yes, but efficient and nevertheless required very accurate precision that I must confess, was surprising for someone like Colin to perform. I started realizing the more this trip went on how much I respected him.
“Colin?” I called for him after the repairs were complete, “Can I speak to you for a moment?”
He looked at me then looked at LARS and his expression simply said, ‘sure’
I moved away some distance from the ship, allowing Colin to trot behind. I wanted to talk to him in private and at least a more decent setting, even though we were not in the position to demand any formal pleasantries out here.
“What is it?” He asked me once we were alone, looking over the ledges of the combined mountaintops. Its horizon and the sunny shores below, reminding us just how unpleasant it would be to fall.
“I’d like to talk you about our previous encounter.” I glared him deeply in the eyes.
He looked around, making sure no one else was around – “Is now a good time?”
“You’ll soon understand that this trip, won’t have many ‘good times’. This is the time when we can speak. Allow it to be.”
“Okay. What is it then?”
“First, I’d like to thank you for what you did back on the ship. It did not go unnoticed.”
I could see he didn’t care much for the thanks but it did ease his frustration that I acknowledged his heroism. He simply shrugged it off, as if it were just something natural to do and it was, because I would’ve done the same thing too.
“Second, I haven’t had much time to think about what you told me but my gut feeling tells me one thing.” I took a step forward and held his hands in mine, placing mines at the top and bottom, “I know I can trust you.”
A shyness crept in Colin to the likes I hadn’t seen in him before. Instead of trying to shrug it off again, he said this – “You say that as if you aren’t sure.”
My head tilted in curiosity with a slight sting of agitation since he wasn’t accepting my sincerities. I released his hands and took a step back, “Do you question my intention?”
“No, no, no!” He held his hands up asking me to calm down, “That’s not how I meant it. It’s just a joke, I know you’re sincere and I don’t doubt you. Please don’t misunderstand…”
My face had grown quickly serious but upon realizing the cultural clash between us, especially one that started centuries before mine, how could there not be a misunderstanding here and there?
“I’m sorry, I do not always understand your gestures and references, despite my travels in your time.”
“Don’t worry about it.” He smiled warmly – “We both have things to catch up on.”
And his smile? It crept into me too. I found myself smiling with him as well
“You’ve been showing good resolve.” He went on, “Keep it up, the crew needs that right now.”
“You don’t have…” I paused abruptly.
Something caught the corner of my eye. At first I thought, maybe it’s a wild animal migrating away from the incoming danger. Like humans, they too have pineal glands to sense possible disasters. However, this was no animal at all… it was running, and I could sense a deep aspect of fear as the creature came unintentionally closer to us – bit by bit, revealing that it was a human sentient. A native to this planet. Colin also caught my suspicion, so he too looked with me wondering what to do.
“Be ready to activate the cloaking field.” I spoke to LARS softly
“Wait!” Colin insisted, “We can’t just leave him up here! You know what’s about to happen!”
“We have to. Get back to the ship.” I instructed, already activating my cloaking field but Colin did not follow the procedure. He kept watching.
“Colin!” I raised my voice, “We have to go. Now! These natives cannot know we’re here.”
He still kept looking. I should’ve known then that he would not budge. He wasn’t prepared to see an innocent life die on his conscious, despite it being natural selection. The creature, from what I could tell, had a very black skin – shining off the sunlight. It was shorter than the average human height, perhaps a teenager or younger, and it was running for its life. Then the poor thing slipped on one of the rocks and fell on its face. That was more than enough for an instinctual protectiveness to raise up in Colin. He instantly dashed away from me and ran to the fallen creature.
“Colin!!” I shouted while chasing after him.
This isn’t protocol. We’re not trailblazers, divine beings or saviors. It is not our duty to prevent every turmoil out here in the universe. We should not do this. We should leave. And yet, I can’t help the humanity inside me; begging and pleading for me to go over there and help them. Still, this is not our fight. Not our world and not our people. We need to leave.
Can’t you understand that Colin?
“What do you think you’re doing!” I spoke harshly to Colin as he wrapped his arms around the unconscious creature, scooping it into his embrace and revealing it was not male, but rather a beautiful hairless female creature.
“We can’t leave her here.” Colin demanded
“This is not our fight. Not our world.” I responded
He looked back at me, wondering the question – ‘where is your humanity’?
I was still cloaked, regardless of if the native woke up, she would not see me but Colin refused to budge. A quick thought ran across my mind if I should leave them both but I shook it off. Protocol, yes, it is important but we are thinking creatures. I found myself suddenly unwilling to leave the native behind. Then I felt something in the ground. A strange rumbling.
‘No.’ I thought to myself, ‘It can’t be. Not so soon…’
As if that were the end of my miseries, a faint set of war drums could be heard in the distance. When I glanced to the right, I can’t say I was prepared for what was coming. Scores of native war machines trembled across the rocky landscapes in search of blood, armed to the teeth and ready for chaos. Their vehicles were based off a sort of steam power with the ability to face off-road dangers and ride uphill yet wretched and tribal. They were hunting and searching and that’s when it became all clear what this woman was running from. We stepped in the middle of a war.
“Let’s go. Now, come on!” I was already running back to the ship.
“Astraea! Astraea! Do you read?” Lea patched in
“We’re on our way to the ship. Get the engines started. We’re leaving this place immediately!”
“That’s just it, we may have a problem.”
“Lea!” I stopped her – “Get the engines started. NOW!”
As I neared the ship’s entrance, I stepped over something I initially registered in my mind as a sharp object. When I turned back to see what it was, I couldn’t be more wrong. It was steam. Hot steam, rising from the ground – indicating the catastrophe to come. Soon as we got on the ship, Andrew had gathered an inventory of hand held weaponry. I didn’t even need to ask, the others had already seen the coming native war party.
“We’re interfering in exoplanetary matters?” Logikos suspiciously questioned me while I got out of my spacesuit. I had to ignore him, at least for the moment and focus my attention on LARS.
“LARS, start the engines, get us airborne.” Without his permission I was already heading to my terminal to start a manual override
“Astraea!” Lea’s voice cracked desperately trying to get my attention
“What?!” At last I gave it to her
“The volcano…it’s going to erupt a lot sooner than we thought.”
“That’s why we’re leaving now.”
“With the native?” Logikos interjected
I ignored him
“I’m not sure we can.” Michael pitched in, “Even if we go airborne, we won’t be able to fire the hyperdrives. The system needs at least another fifteen minutes for preparation.”
The pressure, I could feel it in everyone around me. Everyone, looking for a reason or some breaking point to lose their calm. And the worst part, was that I could feel their frustrations slipping into the cracks of my spine
“Then we…”
I could not finish my sentence. A violent hiss shot across the air as a spear-like missile speeded right outside our windows from left to right – headed the opposite direction. Our heads followed the missile only a second or two before it exploded maybe about thirty feet from us, unveiling another patch of warlords narrowly evading the shot but nevertheless being overthrown by the impact of the blast radius. Our ship was also knocked back and began slipping off the hill as the ground beneath us started cracking due to the fury of mother earth below. The ship’s cloak also began failing.
“LARS! Activate manual pilot mode!” I shouted, grabbing the controls as the ship swapped from spacedrive to planetary-system drives. Although this is probably a horrible idea for ship stability since the total repairs were incomplete – it had to be done, and now, because we were in another war we did not account for and we stole someone who also does not belong to us.
More war machines drove past us, heading for their enemies in the distance, firing their own barrage of missiles and kinetic-energy weaponry. The attempt at manual override was an utter failure. The ship would not start.
“LARS, what’s the problem?!” I demanded
“Rerouting powerdrives. Give me a moment.” It responded
“The outside repairs are causing the delay. I can fix it.” Colin stated
I looked at him and he looked at me. We both know he needed to go back out there. We said no words but the look we gave each other probably spelt out a whole book on silent goodbyes. He dashed to the exit of the ship, Andrew storming right behind him.
“You know they’re not after us Astraea. This is their war. Their fight. Get that creature off our ship!” Logikos’ scorned
“You’re right, it’s not our fight, but I’m not going to stand here and watch death happen if I could prevent it. Even if it’s as small as saving a simple creature from a life of despair.”
Outside, Andrew kept watch while Colin got to work with LARS on finishing the final repairs. The heat was steadily rising. Without reading any data on the temperatures, we could feel it from inside. I could only imagine what our men were feeling out there.
‘Come on Colin.’ I was barraging him unintentionally with my eagerness telepathically.
Another patch of war vehicles skidded up one of the hilltops, firing a frenzy hailstorm of wailing arrows not only at their foes in the distance, but now – they were firing at us, probably thinking we were some sort of ally to the rivals. The ship’s energy shield was more than capable of withstanding the primitive firepower, however, our shield was not active… We had to solely rely on the expertise of Andrew and LARS to cover us outside.
Fearless, brave and determined beyond measure, Andrew held his wrists forward and two hand-held beam guns detached themselves from his suit and floated midair, firing rapid successions of electromagnetic pulses that disabled many of the war vehicles that came this way. He went on to slide his hand across his wrist unit for more weapons and out popped out two orbital cannons which came from the ship itself – aided from LARS computing, which floated around the vicinity of our ship to keep our new enemies at bay; also firing thick, straight beams of plasma energy. Colin could not spare the luxury of being swayed by the fireworks outside, he had to keep his cool and focus only on finishing the repairs which I must confess had to have been probably the most challenging thing one can think of doing in their lives because the way things were looking at this point? It was grim.
The ship was still not starting and more and more of these crazed maniacs were pouring from the grounds, on top of the rising earthquake that was once a rumbling had now evolved into a full blown planetary shakedown and we, the natives and all the other unaccounted creatures on this desolate rock were about to experience just how small man is compared to the will of nature.
Magma began spewing from the ground, Colin couldn’t keep his hands straight. Andrew was busy keeping the others back still silent and to the point but even with all his vigor and all his strength, he could not hold off out there forever.
“Colin! Andrew! Get back on the ship. NOW!” I ordered
“I’m almost done. Just give me a minute.” Colin pleaded
“You don’t have a minute. Get back on the ship or we are leaving without you. Do you understand?”
Everyone inside had their eyes on me after that statement.
Andrew, make no mistake, was no cold-blooded, heartless killer. He was out there deactivating whatever creature he could and avoiding as many casualties as possible but in no way was he a martyr prepared to die out there. He was already rushing back to the ship, his automated weapons following behind yet Colin, in his absolute stubbornness and misguided sense of heroism was still out there trying to save us! I knew I had to spark the engines. It’d get us a few miles, maybe. Whatever it would do, it would have to be enough but he was still so adamant on fixing the ship.
“LARS, start the engines.” I ordered.
I knew fully well that Colin would be left behind. This is not the way anyone would’ve wanted things to turn out. I didn’t want Leo to die and especially now, I could not bring myself to wanting another loss in my life and yet this is how it has to be? No. I can do better than that. I can make the impossible, possible.
“Beam him up.” I told LARS.
Fire spewed from beneath the ground and suddenly, all the building and the grinding gears of all the pressure and all the worry became blanked out by the great and furious roar of mother nature telling us that our time was up. This is it. The end. And that’s what anyone should believe, accept the coming storm, bellow to the waves of the inevitable and be at peace with the death state but this is not where I die. I have not yet given myself the permission to do so. Not yet!
I grabbed those controls as sweat dripped down the palms of my hands, taking the broken ship into the air – the windows outside revealing the chaos and destruction of two, rival factions still clashing with each other to the bitter end while the earth shoots rock, magma and fire, and soon, the best to come; the great explosion itself. We were caught in it but luckily LARS rerouted enough power to activate the energy shields to withstand the blast of the volcano’s eruption. We were tossed wildly into the air, with no artificial gravity systems active, we felt every bit of the astonishing ride as we were tossed miles airborne like a ragdoll without power, soon to be engulfed in the extreme heat and flame. Everything around us was overwhelmed by this fury, this unbelievable power that no one could deny – sets you in your place and makes you realize just how small you really are.
I’m not dying out here.
I don’t care if it’s a hurricane. I don’t care if it’s a war or a volcano, a black hole or the end of the universe, if it’s one thing that I am going to do before I die is complete my mission and no man or creature is going to stop that so with my legs shaking, my heart racing to the point where I was certain I would blank out, I pushed myself to steer that ship with what little power it had left away from the initial, tremendous explosion of the volcano and away from the pyroclastic flow that came rushing behind us. The ship would not hold on for much longer. Some few minutes away from the destruction and it was about to give off power over the sea. I tried my best to land the ship as elegantly as possible but I could only do so much.
“Everyone alright?” I asked as we floated on top of the rough waves. Most of the crew was silent but frustrated, although they did their best to acknowledge me and mirror the control I enforced.
“LARS, how are we looking? Are we safe here?”
“Ship integrity has suffered a drawback. Repairs will be complete before the disaster reaches us here.”
That will have to do.
Suddenly the native woke up, and started screaming in her local tongue. Logikos could not stand hearing a word of it. Lea rushed in to calm her down, using one of our language translator devices to speak to her.
“What is she saying?” Colin asked
Lea looked back at us, still trying to ease the creature – “She says it’s all her fault. That the people’s gods came forth and punished their land for the atrocities they committed.”
“Only a religiously-deluded, unevolved society would think such madness. They were fighting a war on an active volcano!” Logikos insisted
“How would they know better? They’ve been obviously persuaded of the delusions of ‘higher powers’, the only thing I wonder – is from whom?” Colin insisted – “Think about it. Naturally, a civilization would not look to higher beings to come save them. It’s possible the remnants may have influenced this society.”
It was a logical thought
“That means we don’t have much time before they find us here too.” I sternly added, “LARS, the hyperdrives, were they at all damaged again?”
“No, fortunately. The repairs will be completed in a few minutes.” LARS responded
“Where do we plan on jumping to next?” Michael was curious
“Sirius.” I told him, taking a good glance at the rest of my crew, “Everyone take a few minutes to rest and recover. I know some of you just want to scream, but we’re too close to turn back now. Keep it together.”
“What about the native?” Logikos was untiring
“We will come to a group decision on what to do with her.” I added fairly, “Lea, see to it that she’s fine until then.”
After that, I briskly walked away from the others toward my quarters. I needed a break. Days upon days, no, weeks of holding it together and I felt I was about to burst if we went through another tale of fire and brimstone. It did occur to me that Colin followed me. In a way I wanted nothing to do with him or anyone at the moment and in another way, I just needed someone there.
“I wanted to be alone.” My back was turned to him, looking outside at the wavy dark blue waters
“I can leave, sorry.” The sounds of his footsteps told me he was only trying to be there for me
“Wait.” I stopped him, “Don’t go.”
I held my eyes with two fingers in frustration, trying to get over this new incoming headache. Colin simply stood still and waited for my next order. Is that the way they were seeing me? As just, some robot ready to pass orders? I’m doing what I’m doing for the good of mankind.
Can anyone please understand that?
“Why did you come here?” I asked him
“Why did you save me? I could’ve fixed the ship and got you all back on course. Now we might be in danger again.” He retorted
“I couldn’t leave you out there.”
“What about the mission?”
“What about the mission? Have I not been doing everything to get us there?” My tone grew in deep agitation at his questioning
“Astraea… I didn’t come here to frustrate you. I came here to help.”
“By sacrificing yourself like those idiot natives out there? I don’t need you to sacrifice anything for me.”
“You’re right. You don’t need me to, but I will.” He confidently took a step closer, “You’ve been holding together for so long, losing so much and up to now you have not broken but don’t you try to deny what is going on inside. I can feel it. They might not be able to but I can.”
A nerve cracked in me, “What! What do you want from me? You want me to crack? You want me to scream? You want me to tell you how much unloving thoughts I have for this whole period in my life? You want me to break Colin? Is that what you want?”
“I want you to let go.”
“And what about you?!” My voice started cracking, “You’ve lost so much too and you’re holding it together but I have to be the one to break?! How is that fair!”
“Astraea…” He came closer
“No! How can that be fair! My life does not matter unless we get this done and I am going to get it done no matter what!” I was at the point of screaming
“And then what?” He said calmly
I wasn’t sure what to say. All I could feel is anger rising in me
“And then… I can die…”
Were these words truly coming from my mouth?
“And then I can die…” I repeated the words softly trying to decipher through everything I’ve been through. All my life I have been consciously striving for perfection. In the darkest hour, my light has always shun the brightest and yet here I am in this time, throwing myself out there for what? So I could reunite with Leo in another lifetime? So I can get away from looking at this shade of him in front of me? What… happened…
Colin’s strong arms came around me and hugged me close. I did not hug him back but I did not refuse his embrace either. I simply stood there in shock, thinking over how far I’ve gone and what has really happened to me. Trying to keep all this hurt in by drowning in work so I can reach an early grave, and for what? For what? Leo is dead. I am not.
Tears streamed down my face as Colin held me. It was so embarrassing. I never wanted him to see me like this. I felt weak. I hated showing this part of me – I wanted nothing to do with it. People always need a shoulder to lean on and I’m supposed to be that rock and yet here I am, crying in the arms of a lesser evolved spaceman.
But crying in the arms of a Sphere.
Stood there dumbfounded at my giving in to the unwanted shaking of my body.
“I’m supposed to be an example to you. How could you stand to see me like this?” I somehow managed to conjure up the words. Colin backed off and folded his arms proudly at me. I saw him smile like I had never seen before. It was a smile of acceptance.
“You’re more of an example to me now than you’ve ever been. You’re human and what’s happening now only solidifies that fact.”
“Is a human supposed to be weak?”
He chuckled, “I don’t find you weak at all. You’re the strongest person I know.”
For the first time, in who knows how long, I felt something I hadn’t quite experienced before. I know Leo would’ve been there for me too, yet he wasn’t and instead, it was an earlier incarnation of him still encouraging me to go on. Yes, letting go did make me feel better and I can say the embarrassment was starting to diminish. I had someone who wouldn’t judge me at my lowest point.
“Fine.” I was wiping away my tears, “Do not speak to anyone on what happened here.”
Colin smiled again, “Our secret. Okay?”
“Alright.”
I turned away from him, fully intending to go back looking outside alone. However, I found myself gripping his hand tightly to follow me there. He didn’t refuse. Colin walked with me to the windows willingly. We both stood there silent yet so quietly talkative, just like we did hundreds of years ago on his ship.
“You said you came all this way for me.” I recited bits of his past wording reflectively, “I didn’t realize how much I needed you here till now.”
“You may not have known it but I knew it since then.”
I tilted my head at him curiously for that comment
“The very moment I saw you, I could sense there was a… displacement. A loneliness that couldn’t be replaced by anyone else. I trusted my gut and my gut told me to go out there and find you. That’s why I’m here.”
Couldn’t say a word to him. All I could do is blush, which is very ironic. This aged-old spaceman was melting my heart. Part me of still wanted to fight him off and keep as much distance between us as possible but truth be told? It felt so right. I couldn’t deny it.
“Promise me something.” I found myself speaking without a thought, “Don’t die on me yet.”
“That’s a strange thing to promise. The hour of death can come at any time.”
“It can, but I can’t lose you… again.”
I knew he was looking at me. I couldn’t stand to look at him at that moment. It was a faulty promise but please, just let me hear those words
“Okay. I promise.”
I felt his arm wrap around my shoulder. We stood watching the shores for a few minutes. It was the best few minutes I’ve had in so long. For once, I wasn’t worried. I actually leaned on someone else. It was so strange. I couldn’t do this forever though, I had a ship to command and a mission to complete but nevertheless, thank you, Colin Sphere.
“Astraea.” LARS interrupted us, “The crew is awaits your presence in the decision concerning the native human’s fate.”
I turned to Colin, my face expressing the phrase ‘Back to work already’ and he understood it as much as I did. This trip was never intended to allow much resting if any resting at all. It was time to get back to work. I’d let out what was eating me up inside. Now I felt stronger and more capable. Maybe it was best things happened the way it did thus far. Being emotionally compromised would do this mission a great disservice. Still, part of me was disappointed in myself for breaking in tears. I wanted to be stronger than that and furthermore, I wanted to, I don’t know – prove, that I needed no one. And I still don’t, but my father once said something to me I’ll always remember.
‘No man is an island.’
When Colin and I arrived at the command deck, the whole crew was gathered in a circle with the native included; ready for democracy. My eyes met with everyone there. The stories written across the bags of their worrisome eyes told me tales ranging from homesick to hopelessness, to why? And to what next?
“Lea, did you find out anything concerning the history of this world and its people?” I asked across the room – my tone already shifted away from the crackles of my late breakdown back to commander mode.
Lea cleared her throat as she prepared to address the room, “This planet has been used as one of the backwaters to The Remnants. They have been coming here for centuries, setting up bases and reestablishing their technology from the damages they encountered in their former wars. The natives on this world, like Arilia here, were caught up in the mess. The Remnants followed the strategy of their old enemies and started religions on this world to control the masses into servitude.”
“Why?” Colin asked
“These people have been subject to genetic manipulation, much like our ancestors were on earth. The Remnants have been out here creating their own war-human army. Arilia was one of the breeders to these war-human groups. She escaped to another tribe, one that was willing to end the tyranny of the Remnant-Creator-gods, but it erupted into an all out war.”
“Stupid enough to fight over an active volcano.” Logikos bitterly interrupted
“Most of them don’t know any better Logikos. They’ve been taught it’s a great service to die in honor of their gods.”
“What about Arilia?” I decided to ask, “She too – believes these ‘gods’ to be above Creation? Above truth?”
Lea turned to Arilia, then back to me. A look of pity shaming her face – “No. And she’s not the only one who didn’t believe in them either. Some of the humans on this world have been wanting their freedom for so long. But it’s like when everyone on earth used to say the world was flat and the few who did not, were thought to be crazy. Arilia is an outcast to her tribe. One who sees truth in a world of darkness.”
Everyone in the room entered a state of deep thought. I think now, no one could deny these remnants were not only causing chaos and havoc for us, but seemingly, other nations and other parts of the galaxy. Colin wanted to help this world. I could say that without a doubt in my mind. Lea would also be on his side, while Andrew remained neutral – able to sway either way, and Michael was right there with him. The main hiccup remained in Logikos, who wanted the native off the ship in order to continue our own duty and not involve ourselves in anyone else’s trouble. To be fair, he did have a point. We are not saviors. We are not missionaries. We are not the all-seeing-all-wondering-all-encompassing-arms-of-bliss. We are simply human.
This was a tough decision to make. I needed to hear other voices before I finalized my own
“There are two options. We leave her here on this planet, which is still unstable and will suffer many other forms of destruction after that supervolcano – including a dramatic climate shift, or, we take her with us and make her useful.”
“How is this unevolved human supposed to be useful to us? She will only slow us down!” Logikos raised his voice, “We have neither the resources nor the time to upgrade her to a suitable level.”
“You wish to leave her here? To rot and die?” Lea painfully asked
“You only think on her, but what about the rest of humans out there that must suffer and die – who, by all means probably do have great intentions and dreams for their world yet they had nobody and no one to step in and intervene like we did with her! So you tell me, how is it fair to the rest of her planet?”
He had an undeniable point.
“That does not matter.” A low, modest voice finally spoke at last. Andrew – “The point is we did step in. We did intervene. She’s our responsibility now.”
“How can you say that?” Logikos was wondering why Andrew wasn’t siding with him, “Not all of us agreed to step in the first place!”
“We still did.” Andrew plainly stated, “Whether you want to say who said this and who said that and sure, it may as well have been a stupid mistake but it’s a mistake we made. Now she’s our responsibility and she might just be an asset to us if we keep her around.”
“Her?!” Logikos turned to her with a slight look of disgust wondering ‘how?’
“I say we take her with us. She might not appear useful now but she may be in another time. This is the feeling I gain from my inner voice.” Andrew stood up strong, defending his position.
It inspired the rest of the room. Lea and Colin were already in agreement, and now Michael and Branson would soon join them. Logikos may have been against the idea but he was still a part of our team and he really could not deny Andrew’s logic. We had the room for another passenger and who knows what she could reveal? It may be a stroke of fate we needed and even if it wasn’t, so what if we performed an act of good for another creature out there in the cosmos?
“Are we in agreement?” I asked the room – ““We will take Arilia with us but if she becomes a problem or a liability, we will return her to her home world.”
Lea immediately nodded, then Andrew, then Michael, and finally Logikos gave the nod of a reluctant approval to keep the peace, stating this – “So be it.”
I looked back at Colin and he too nodded at me.
“LARS, are we ready to go?” I needed not say anything more on the matter. We had to move on
“Repairs are complete. We may jump into hyperspace.”
“Good. Take us into orbit.”
Our ship ascended into the skies, past all the clutter and pollution to unveil the dark space above it. I took a solid glance over the world we were about to leave, and part of me wondered if they too had suffered the same cruelty of my own people, hundreds of thousands of years ago at the hands of men who thought they were greater than Creation. I tried shaking off the bother but Arilia’s eyes made me more determined to complete this whole chapter, once and for all.



Solar Opus
The final frontier awaits for those who keep searching, relentlessly without stopping or giving in. What treasures will be unlocked could be shared for an entire humankind and above all, there, she will discover her haven. The time has come to let go of the past, let go of hurt and the pain to move on to greater and better things. Should one open their eyes to the gold in front of them, they will unleash a power greater than any nation can dream of, because it is an unbreakable power from within.
Those with strife are those with gold.
After the Hyperjump of The Timeless Drifter…
A strange, metallic object lays wait in the cold, darkness of endless space – seemingly, the object contains the makeup of what appears to be an older model of the Martian beamships. Inside, in the small dark command room only lit with the computing system’s lights, a black-haired woman dressed in a form-fitting space suit leans with her arms crossed as she peers out into the spectacle wonder of space; reflectively wondering if she’d done the right thing.
“Can we catch up to them?” Her hoarse voice asks as if another were there with her.
Out of the shadows, another figure emerges – this time, a man, also dressed in a similar space suit. He simply nods at her
“This is just as much as our responsibility as it’s theirs.” She says
“We’re past the point of explanations, Ianna.” The man rests his arm on the shoulder of the one they once called the Valkyrie. Light hits his face and it cannot be denied who is there with her. Seven – “All that’s left is for us to do is, ‘do’ and we’re already here, so…”
A smirk shoots across his face – “Let’s do.”
At the Border of Sirius, The Timeless Drifter…
The jump is complete and we are now in the region of Sirius. No one asks anything initially, they only go to fielding their reports on the vicinity, the space and where we might end up. To me, it’s like being at the gates of a finished quest – at least, that’s how I want to perceive it but is that how it really will be? Walk in and demand a democratic movement between our peoples? Truly, this may simply be the start of a hard painful process for humanity yet one that is necessary.
“We’re here.” Michael sounded unsure in his own statement but he couldn’t deny his findings. He slid his fingers across the keystrokes of his hologram terminal and presented the data in the middle of the room for all to see. At long last, Sirius, we were finally here.
“We’ll need direction to the local sentient settlements. Let’s find out what’s around here. Less surprises are a better thing for us at this point.” I passed the instructions along in a mild-toned manner, my focus still pointed on the wonder outside the windows and honestly if I must confess, I was slightly lost in the thought of achievement.
“Found.” Branson noted in collaboration with LARS and Logikos, presenting his data to the middle of the room in a hologram like Michael before him. He got out of seat to point the direction through the cluster of stars on the hologram – “This is where we are.” He made sure we were all paying attention, “This is where we need to go.”
The problem with where we needed to go, was that it was held up in a star cluster this time being pulled together by a greater gravitational-magnetic giant, this time what I’d estimate to be a black hole but there was also something else. Not far from that black hole, a white hole existed in the area – shooting out enough energy to fuel the hungering dark star.
“As you can see, there will be turbulence. The ship can’t handle another hyperjump and it’s more than likely that if we were to perform another jump, we might overshoot our destination.”
I folded my arms thoughtfully contemplating the best way to deal with the whole thing. I would’ve preferred another hyperjump for safety’s sake, even though it may not have been needed, we would’ve been in a nulltime-nullspace. Nevertheless, we could not wait around and twiddle our thumbs.
“LARS, what is the ship’s total integrity? Would a hyperjump be out of the question?” I asked
“Given the current state of the ship, yes, it will be until I have updated the ship.”
“Update the ship?” Colin silently asked me personally
“Yes.” I leaned to my right shoulder to return the quick chat, “LARS is able to continue upgrading our technology, this ship included. Generally happens in an adaptive form after we’ve faced something seemingly insurmountable. In this case, it would be defenses and space travel.”
Colin nodded in understanding. I moved to the windows of the ship to take a good glance at what we’ll be dealing with. It’s funny, the human eye can only see so much and still I felt a comfort to whatever decision I had to make just by looking out there. I faced my crew, particularly Branson.
“Branson, what do you…”
For one second, Branson’s face looked to me expecting an order and then in the next second, his mouth dropped in horror and he was taking steps back. Lea’s expression followed a similar regard and that was enough for me to know something was very wrong without eyeing the whole crew. When I turned around, I had the absolute pleasure of greeting the Sirian ships, but this time it wouldn’t be the Sirians we wanted to meet, instead, it’d be our relentless pursuers from all along – The Remnants.
Armed for war with several battalions at their disposal, these bloodthirsty savages were scraping every corner of the galaxy they were allowed to in order to find us and at last, their hard searching paid off. I did not feel scared. Don’t ask me why, but I only felt an inclination of readiness. The mothership in front of us, big enough for me to consider it perhaps 3KM wide – started gathering energy around the vessel, transferring it to the cannons of the ship, prepared and ready to fire.
Is this how I really die? At ‘The Gates’? The irony…
Felt like everything was going in slow motion. I could hear my crew screaming for LARS and panic erupting like an explosion had went over before the actual firing had begun. Seeing the particles form into a solid, sun-like supernova that was targeted for us had passed my consciousness into the death state’s acceptance. I held my hands out and embraced my end. Last thing I remember? White light and everything around me being engulfed in it.
Had I done enough?
That was all I could think of…



The Valkyrie Returns
I watched from the sidelines as my son’s ship crumbled into nothing more than junk and ash, but fear not my child, I’m here. Seven had already vanished from inside the ship. He was inside theirs, rescuing whoever he can. Me? I had my own part to play you see. All this time we’ve been out here, I’ve had the chance to catch up on my driving. Seven wasn’t the one piloting this bad boy, it was all me. I laid down covering fire against the bitch who shot at my son. It was our time to step in and boy, I was more than ready for it.
Our cruiser was strapped with all kinds of tech we salvaged along our journeys out here in deep space. 25th century Martians would probably laugh at the sight of her, but she had been upgraded to a level centuries ahead of our time as well. We were equipped enough to give these old aliens a run for their money, the only issue was, we weren’t exactly prepared for a whole army! Doesn’t matter – I just had to buy enough time for Seven to get them out of there. I unleashed everything my cruiser had to offer; we’re talking from beam missiles to laser shots, to orbital cannons and you name it, I was firing it at the olden alien mothership to the point where that bitch had no choice but to confront me and leave my family alone.
“Come at me!” I hissed on the commander’s seat, knowing full well these ruthless savages had already pointed their eyes at me. No problem, that’s the way I want it. But that, yeah – all those other guys with you? Not really the way I want it. That’s a bit too many to be following me. I got one advantage – and that’s that I’m small, fast and agile. I can outmaneuver them through their lines. It’s a longshot but what the heck, gotta’ go in all out or don’t go in at all.
It’s like you said baby, we either ‘do’ or ‘don’t’ and this is me doing right now. Don’t be too pissy when you see this, because I’m going in – all the way in, and yeah, they’re firing at me without two shits given. They want me dead and that’s the way I want it. Get whoever you can off that ship and get em’ back here. Especially my boy. I won’t be able to do all these space acrobatics for much longer, Seven – get your ass back here!
‘Where are you?!’ His telepathic nudge slams me harder than anything those savages can muster up.
Not much in a spot to answer him, seeing as I have a whole army chasing me. I’m doing my part going off the hope he can feel the strain. I mean, it’d be obvious when you see it from outside – spinning about in a ship that shouldn’t be spinning, dodging a space lightshow and well, taking a few hits here and there so you could say I’ll be going down soon.
Seven teleported back on the ship, our son in his arms. Immediately the moment I saw the two of them, Seven was already gone again. Temptation claws at me. For a moment I consider letting go of the controls, running over to him and just holding him. My little boy. I don’t want it to be the last time I do so, though, so I just clench my fists tighter on the controls, as if my body was going to jump out of the pilot’s seat on its own accord. Colin’s ship was blown to bits but there were a few of them free-floating in space.
“Mother?” Colin could barely scratch the words in disbelief. “How did…”
“Hold on!” I warned him, taking a sharp turn.
Seven teleported back on the ship, this time with very black human. I had no idea who that was, but obviously it was part of their crew. Colin seemed disturbed. He was wanting his father to rescue all of them but someone in particular and how could I forget who?
“We have to go back!” Colin demanded
“Are you crazy?” I blurted out of frustration in piloting. I was already headed for clear space for a jump.
“She’s still alive.” Colin noted, “He would never leave you behind. Please, let me go out there and do the same!”
I smirked at my son’s wise little mouth
“Patience, kid, your father’s on it.”
Although things weren’t as bad as they could be, wait, I take that back – they were about to get a whole lot worse. The remnant cruisers began taking a formation as old as space flight itself, attempting to surround and pummel on us with everything they’ve got. This is when I knew what they were up to. They were about to eradicate the final threat – us. All I could tell Colin was to hold on. I punched in some random coordinates on the hyperdrive, remembering full well what I said almost another lifetime ago.
‘The issue with the hyperdrive is that we haven’t perfected it nor can we use it around the vicinity of nearby planets. It’s possible to suck them in with the ‘hyper jump’. Not to mention, we’re still very new in this area so the technology is very unstable. We’ve had many crashes into other suns and other planets or being randomly flung into another space or time with no contact and no possible return. It’s messy, but we’re getting there, step by step.’
But hey, this baby I was piloting was centuries ahead of the tech we had then, right? And still, I was terrified where we might end up. Then, Seven showed up – with the blonde maiden, seemingly unconscious, or maybe even dead, in his arms. Colin rushed to her side while Seven moved to mine.
“We have to jump!” I told him
“I know.” He’d already came to that conclusion too
Suddenly a formation of smaller ships cut us off from the front, discharging an inferno of lightning rays at us. Seven held his hand forward and the ship’s energy field became active, absorbing the violent fury our enemies had to offer. After that, I knew it was my turn to save our asses. I dialed the clock on the hyperdrive and forced us into taking a risk into the mysteries of deep space. Space bent around us, the ships in front of us turned into paper and next thing you know we sailed through the finematter transition into the fringes of another time, in another place.
“Everyone good?” I swung the chair around the second we were back in normal space, only to catch a glimpse of Colin over the unresponsive body of the woman I once scorned. Seven had his arms folded in introspection as I jumped out of my chair and walked over to my son. I bring him to his feet and hug him, squeezing him as tight as I could. As if a burden has been lifted off my shoulders, my heart feels light for the first time in years.
He puts his arms around me, not the tiny boyish arms that I remembered. These strong, muscular arms make me proud and sad at the same time. Proud of the man my boy has come to be, sad that I missed out on that. Tears roll down my cheeks. I’m sorry, my boy. Sorry I couldn’t be there for you. Nobody’s going to separate us again. He lets go, I bring my hands to his face and cup his cheeks in them. What a handsome man my boy has become. Save for the visible signs of the ordeal he has just been through, his boyish features gave way to strong, masculine lines that reminded me of his father in his prime.
He got back onto his knees and lifted Astraea’s head to his chest.
“Don’t give up now.” I heard him whispering as he hugged her lifeless body in his arms, “You’re the strongest person I know. Don’t leave me again.”
I kneeled at their side, keeping my mouth shut as I observed the situation, still unable to take my eyes off of him.
Colin was far more muscular than his father and clearly the strongest-figured human on the ship but here I was, watching my strong boy reduced to tears over this woman. He turned to me, bloodshot eyes weeping a tale of sorrow and regret.
“I never got to tell her how much I love her.” His shocked voice ached across the room to me. I don’t know why, I’d never felt much care for that girl other than a quick bang on the ship, back when I was on my way to Mars, but now, I’d begun to see something in my boy I saw in myself a long time ago and then that little wise mouth he gave me on the ship nearly had me tearing up too for Astraea. No, I’d never leave Seven behind and he’d never abandon me either and all these situations, all our letdowns and perished dreams were forcing us to do so.
And we still held on.
I wanted to reach out to my son, tell him it’ll be alright but I was frozen there with him. Seven came to our side, checking Astraea’s pulse.
“She’s alive.” He calmly whispered, “But not for long. She’s fading.”
Colin got up and punched the wall behind him screaming ‘No!!’ as he did so then he crunched his fists, trying to keep his cool as he thought about how to fix this mess. With his back turned and his head raised up high he asked – “Can we do anything?”
“She needs serious medical attention.” Seven replied still pondering on anything he can do for her personally, “This is beyond our capability.”
Colin finally faced us, then took a minor glance outside the ship’s cockpit
“Where are we?” He asked
“Sirius.” My eyes were still on Astraea as I remembered the destination, hoping that would bring some kind of good news. Colin didn’t speak but it was like a raging beast was about to unload. He moved away from us, viewing whatever supplies we had in the ship. Seven went to his son while I combed Astraea’s hair aside, wondering if she would make it, or if she would just become an addition to the tally of wasted potential.
Our other passenger came to, just as distraught, as Colin was rummaging through the shelves and cases.
“What are you doing?” Seven asked his son
“I’m going to finish the mission.” Colin fearlessly said to his spectral-eyed father
“Colin, don’t you go risking your neck out there because of this!” I intervened
That’s when he snapped, “We can’t do anything in here. Our only hope is out there. For the mission, for our family and for her.” He pointed his head down in my direction, moreso to the woman, he loved then he went on to look for the escape pods.
“Colin stop.” I warned him as I got to my feet while our passenger took over watch on Astraea, “Are you really planning to go out there alone? We’re outgunned, outmatched…”
“Why did you come here?” He stopped me.
My tongue became twisted
“Why are you out here? Both of you.”
I turned to Seven, he nodded at me to speak our minds, “This is as much our mission as it’s yours. We knew you weren’t dead, so we came looking for you. We came to finish what we started. This is The Spheres’ mission and we are in this as much as you are .”
“You can rest assured you’ve done your part. Let me do mine.” He coldly replied
‘Let him be.’ Seven telepathically warned me as I tried again to stop my son
“All I need you to do is keep her breathing. I can reach Sirius quicker on my own.” Colin didn’t bother getting a new suit, he went into the solo pod alone with the damaged suit he arrived in, setting his destination
“Colin Sphere.” I firmly called out to him outside the pod. My stern tone surely did catch his focus because now he was looking at me, “Don’t you try and pull another ‘hero’ stunt like you did years ago. I want you back home this time.”
“Who said I’m not coming back?” Those were his last words as he shut the door on us, taking off into void. I was ready to hop on the pilot’s seat and follow him out there, but I felt a warm arm over my left shoulder – pulling me close.
“This is as far as we can go, huh?” I asked Seven.
“It’s as far as we need to go.” He confidently stated, turning me to look him in those dreamy eyes – “That boy going out there is a Sphere. We’ve done our part babe, now the time of The Son of Mars is at hand.”
The agreement was to intervene only on the condition that we allowed them to complete their task and so, we did. Now I just have to trust in my boy. But wait a minute, where’s the other girl? The black one, the one with the shining skin – where did she go? Oh, no! You have got to be kidding me…



The Son of Mars Takes Over
Colin Sphere steers his lonely solo shuttle to the nearest region of possible life, blindly yet heartedly searching for whoever or whatever he could find out in the endless spiral. It’s so big, so full of life and vast, diverse and always changing and still, Colin cannot find any possible signals that would signify intelligence or otherwise. The woes of the troubles begin to start pestering the man’s mind. Thoughts of Josh come unexpectedly to him, flowing into his mind like a waterfall, pounding him with more regret and more losses.
But in the end, Colin can’t deny that sting in that back of his head. Astraea needs him. He came this far and ‘this’ far, is too far to turn back now. Colin knows it. He won’t stop now. That crunch in his eyebrow? Those eyes that scream a monstrous war cry of a man, no a family, no – a people, who refuse to be held back any longer.
The flashbacks between Astraea and Adria bounce back and forth in Colin’s determined mind. The lines blur together, and he realizes the truth he knew all along. That undeniable love? That feeling that he was connected to her before? A love that surpasses Adria’s death and the fact that he would travel any sea, any shore and truly, any time for her, and for a reason he cannot deny why – Astraea is a reincarnation of Adria, and Leo was a reincarnation of Colin himself. These newfound truths only fuels Colin’s devotion to return to Astraea.
Suddenly he senses something. Something, organic – something of life. No, it’s not out in the cosmos. It’s on his ship and it’s behind him, waiting. He quickly grabs the ship’s only hand blaster and twists around, holding up a seemingly imaginary friend.
“I know you’re there.” Colin warns the thin air.
But his gut feeling would pay off right. Out of the nothingness, the black-skinned, golden-eyed, Adria emerges to deactivate a cloaking device she picked up from one of the ships. Colin lowers his weapon and asks, “What are you doing here?!”
“I can save her.” Arilia was using one of the language translators.
Colin shifted his eyebrows and corked his eyes at the exotic human curiously, “What are you talking about? You shouldn’t be here!”
Seeing as she didn’t have many options, Arilia extended her wrist and removed part of her cloak to show Colin a birthmark.
“Do you see this?” She asks as Colin suspiciously looks from a distance – “This is the birthmark of my true family.”
Colin looks at her with an expression that asks, ‘so?’
“I am not a native of that world you found me in. I was born in Sirius. My heritage descended from there. We were a part of a great, civil war between our peoples. My family was taken, among others in the war – traded as slaves, forced to work for our enemies. Sent to worlds we do not know.”
A tingling, bubbling sensation of hope rang through Colin’s mind as Arilia continued speaking
“I know the way back to my home. My family has passed down the tradition, for that one day we shall return. I will point you to it, it is our only hope.”
“Our.” Colin silently repeated the word
“You wish to save your family. My family wishes to save me. Let us help one another.”
Colin had no choice but to trust her, nevertheless, the way Arilia stared into his eyes made him feel an instant connection. He knew she was sincere because frankly the two of them were either going to make it or die out there together
“Alright.” Colin purposely used that word, still thinking of Astraea and the way she’d always keep a stern face. Anytime he saw her smile or just give a simple indication of an incoming smile, he’d feel butterflies. Random ‘little things’ of Astraea’s nature kept getting into Colin’s thoughts. He kept wondering if he, personally, had done enough for her.
It was a hard choice to venture out into the barren of this space, foolishly searching without truly knowing for something or someone that may not even be there. The Sirians, for all he knew, could’ve all been evil. When they got there, what’s to stop them from attacking Colin? Still, Colin knew that Astraea would keep on pushing. She’d keep going and going till she crumbled into dust. No matter what, he couldn’t deny she’d get the job done and now, that job’s in his hands. He had to carry on her legacy because it was not only hers – it was theirs.
Using the holographic interface, Arilia drew a star pattern her ancestors taught her when she was small. The pattern turned out to be a readable star map. Colin was able to connect the dots and find the location of the Sirius planet. He didn’t second thought his guest, they both trusted each other to do their parts.
“Here we go.” Colin muttered as they neared the vicinity of an ancient solar system, containing two medium-sized suns just about suitable for possible life. He had to slow the speed of the ship. Warping around or using light speed in tightly packed solar systems can be very dangerous. The instruments on board were still failing to detect any possible signs of intelligent life. For a moment, Colin wondered if he’d wrongly trusted the misjudgment of Arilia but as his hope began dimming, Arilia pointed out the cockpit. The way the two stars aligned, along with the other planets, comets and whatever else gave off enough light – showed her diagram to be strangely accurate. It was at that point Colin felt slightly more hopeful, then the afterthought of Astraea’s death came troubling him back into a cold, neutral-mission-mode zone.
“Do you know the planet?” Colin asked as he readied the ship’s engine drives to hit light speed for a quick maneuver if need be. Arilia did not respond to Colin. She closed her eyes and settled herself into a deep meditation, leaving Colin to wonder in frustration. He tried his best to keep his cool, seeing as Arilia did get him this far – he couldn’t lose it now, just patience.
With her eyes closed, Arilia raised her finger to the front of the cockpit, pointing to one of the stars. Colin thought to himself ‘she may as well be pointing to some random star outside the solar system’, but in the end it was the best option anyway so he followed her lead and took the ship directly to the light. As they approached the light, hope started to steam up in Colin again as the ship did identify the light as a planet and not a star and the even better news? It’s in the solar system.
‘This has to be it.’ Colin thought to himself.
Colin slowed the engines on the ship as they approached what appeared to be an orange-flavored planet, seemingly unsuitable for intelligent human life. That hope that was starting to build up found itself vanishing from Colin. He knew as they got closer, despite Arilia’s rising excitement, they’d hit another wall.
“There’s no one here.” Colin admitted in defeat but Arilia kept silent.
‘Time is running out, time is running out!’ – the thoughts kept berating his mind. Agitation began growing in him, pushing him to look around or find another way. He caught a glimpse of Arilia again. She was so calm yet smiling. Her eyes were closed but her hope didn’t fade. Had she accepted their end peacefully? Colin wasn’t about to go into the night gently.
“Hey.” Colin tried snapping her out of meditation, “There’s nothing here!”
And she still kept her composure, ignoring him from the looks of it. Colin thought to himself that Arilia’s use had truly ran out, so he decided to plot coordinates to all the nearby planets in the solar systems. Maybe he’d be able to find something around there, rather than staying here waiting for The Timeless Drifter to drift away.
Soon as Colin dialed the engines to go, Arilia held his hand. He looked over at her suspiciously but her hand was telling him to look outside
“They’re here.” She said softly.
Colin still saw nothing but blank space. He rolled his eyes in frustration but then he started seeing something strange out there. Energy signatures began sparking about in the distance, over the orbit of the planet and soon, Colin’s jaw would drop in awe when the sight of an entire armada of grey ships spawned around them. His first instinct was to run, because initially he mistakenly identified the ships as more possible remnants but Arilia’s calm was intoxicating and it spread across the whole atmosphere to the point that the Sphere on board that ship had to just wait it out. Then, another unexpected turn sent Colin’s paranoia into red alert – that strange energy began forming inside of the ship; around the cockpit, the controls and soon, both Colin and Arilia were engulfed in it.
“What is going on?!” Colin demanded as he looked at his hand disappearing in front of him. They were being beamed away and that wasn’t exactly the best thing. Neither Colin nor Arilia had spacesuits on. One moment, Colin remembered staring outside at the army of ships, the next – he is inside of a large, white hangar with a few docked beamships. As his vision slowly comes back to him, Colin noticed about a dozen figures not too far away. He rubbed his eyes to make it is no illusion. Men and women, some black, some white, some red and some blue – all dressed in the same white-suited space attire. They were not aggressive but the look on their faces spelt a complete neutrality. Not the most warming welcome. Colin watched in his own suspicion, mirroring the event to the previous encounter he had with the remnants, centuries ago. This time had no LARS to back him up and nowhere to run.
Arilia broke the silence. She ran into the mysterious people. Once she got close enough, they still kept their neutral composure but she was so overjoyed. She immediately showed them her birthmark. Some of them looked at one another, perhaps exchanging telepathic information.
Arilia waited in faded breath for her acceptance. Now, she was the one starting to lose hope as they continued their silent communication. At last though, one of the humans stepped forward, a tan-skinned female and placed her hand at the back of Arilia’s neck, pulling her into an embrace as the tip of their foreheads touched. Arilia immediately began crying but not a sob, it was tears of joy. Tears for at long last, she was finally home.
Colin watched on at the splendor. Part of him felt good that she was accepted but the other was aching for the mission, and for his fair maiden. He stepped forward, both wanting to interrupt and at the same time trying to be respectful.
“Hello?” He announced himself to the audience, “I… need your help.”
Arilia turned momentarily to notice Colin, only to immediately turn back to her newfound allies. She began speaking a strange tongue that Colin could not identify. He was tempted to turn the language translator on but he was so paranoid they may find it offensive. However, he could not deny that Arilia had to have been on his side. She was telling them of Astraea and whatever bits and pieces she knew of their mission.
The collective of humans looked at each other again, telepathically communicating over Arilia’s pleas. Finally, they looked at Arilia herself, perhaps also communicating with her telepathically too. Then Arilia looked back at Colin and smiled.
“Come!” She called out to him.
Colin bolted over there like lightning itself. Time on his mind. Once he got close enough to Arilia, he could identify a few structural difference in the mysterious humans – caused by evolution on other worlds. He stopped dead in his tracks, waiting for whatever else had to happen. Arilia moved to his side, looking in the direction of the human collective and then, they too, parted ways for Colin to see exactly who was behind them.
Colin looked like he saw a ghost. He couldn’t believe who it was. It couldn’t be. She’s dying, how could she be here?
“Hello Colin.” Astraea spoke to him past all the others around them.
He wondered for a moment if he’d truly lost it, then he realized her spectral-like appearance. It was Astraea, but it also was not. It was the projection of her consciousness, taking her form. Colin was flat out flabbergasted. He couldn’t believe that in her last breaths, she was still trying to complete the mission somehow.
“I’ve been speaking to the Sirian Council…” Astraea started as Colin marched straight to her, through the Sirian collective
“What are you doing! You’re using your only remaining life force to complete this damn mission?!”
“I could not let my responsibility wither, even in the state I am in.”
“Astraea, stop it. You will die if you continue using the last bit of life force you have left!”
“I know. Remember what I told you. It’s alright.”
“Shut up!” Colin shouted across the room, “I said it’s not alright! Stop using your consciousness power! Stop it! You can’t die now!”
“I know, which is why I took the liberty of explaining to the Sirians our mission, in addition to where I am and my state of health, along with what we’ve been going through and why I need you to come save me now…”
Before Colin could even mutter another word consumed in passion, the ghostly image of Astraea faded. Suddenly the Sirian collective were no longer neutral, but bothered and worried. An eerie silence crept into the air. One of the council members opened a camera-hologram, showing outside the ship. Several Remnants were outside, waiting and prepared for war using their own armadas. The council members began contacting other parts of the fleet, heading to ships and following general procedures for large scale space combat but the tan-skinned woman gave something to Arilia to pass on to Colin.
“What is it?” Colin asked, still distraught over Astraea
“This will save her. Go, now!” She replied
Colin backed up, thanking Arilia and the woman behind her. The Sirian Councilwoman held a hand-sized apparatus out at Colin and the same energy signature from earlier formed around him, encasing him entirely and warping him back to his ship.
When he arrived on board, he noticed they had cloaked his ship using their own technology. Again, he was thankful to The Sirians but he revved the engines to full throttle, seeing how the remnants had already begun their attack – lighting up space with their carnage. An overhead missile nearly hit Colin’s shuttle, had he not started the ship a second earlier, he would’ve been dead. That was more than enough for Colin to push it and steer his way out of there as fast as possible but it would not be so easy. The remnants had their own battalion of smaller fighters on his tail. They were not going to let him go.
Colin took a deep breath as he raced his small shuttle against the Armageddon. He could feel the hatred of a millennia, screaming for his disembowelment. At every sharp turn he made, another Remnant Fighter was there. The smaller ships constantly kept phasing in and out of the dimension, recklessly twisting the fabric of spacetime to their advantage. Colin’s ship may have been small, but it was not very fast nor agile. His best defense was to lead his foes against each other by penetrating their backlines. It’s a risk he’d have to take anyway, the ship was not equipped with a hyperdrive. The fastest he could go was at the speed of light and going at that speed meant risking where he’d end up. The universe was much faster initially in the big bang, as it expands, it slows down – so going over the speed of light without the proper warp drive can end up hurling one back in time.
But what could he do? He had a fleet chasing him relentlessly. Their constant pummeling against the simple escape vessel’s energy field would eventually grow too great for the poor ship to handle.
SHIELDS DOWN TO 50%
“Shit!” Colin blurted out in frustration as he held onto to the ship’s controls, the device Arilia handed him on the seat where she formerly arrived in.
There were no weapons of great impact on board to necessarily stand up against a space militant armada armed with bloodlust on their side. Colin had to keep evasive. He had to be illusive and above all, he had to be the best pilot anyone could dream of – because the kind of light show that was going on outside that ship, was the kind that drives men out of their minds. Outside his cockpit, he would get an occasional glance of the terror lurking in the dark. Laser shots hurling next to the ship, laser shots hitting the ship and not to mention, the civil war itself that was happening out there.
It was Sirian vs Sirian. The Remnant ships had a very distinct difference, housing a black scheme, sporting sharp edges to their ships and from the creatures he encountered, their evolution had also biologically made them different too. The Sirian Allies had silver ships that were more round with a few rectangular-shaped objects that appeared to be ships, although Colin personally did not have the time to figure out what they really were. His eyes were set on the only destination that mattered to him – his family.
SHIELDS DOWN TO 21%
“Damnit!” Colin knew he wouldn’t much longer.
‘What were the Sirians thinking?’ He wondered, ‘This is suicide.’
He was doing his best to avoid as much damage as possible, but he’s only human. It was enraging to think that he’d die out there. Colin couldn’t waste any thought energy on such a thing. In his mind, if he died, he died – all that mattered is that he tried and he tried his damned hardest to the bitter end.
SHIELDS DOWN TO 6%
That ticking clock that tells you the end is near would spare you no favors out here. The ship’s instruments began malfunctioning, relaying false data and unintended coordinates. Colin slipped his hand next to the apparatus he was given for Astraea. He held on tight to it, his eyes still locked on the distant twinkling starlight he came from.
SHIELDS DOWN TO 2%
Once that shield is gone, it only takes one hit for the escape pod to be blown to bits. Colin knew that too but something inside him was brewing beyond death. A power so great, no creature – living or dead, could deny it. The power that allowed the whole universe to exist. The reason why we still exist and the rope that has never let mankind go, even when man has gone to his darkest hour. Even when man made the monsters come true and even when a man looks to the sky, sees a pattern of stars and knows that is the place he came from saying ‘That is my home and I will return to it someday.’
SHIELDS HAVE BEEN DEACTIVATED!
It is the power that holds the endless existence of Creation together and the highest principle that cannot be denied no matter what color, creed or race you are. That power, the power that Colin now felt surging through his hands that rivaled the energy of a thousand suns – The power of love.
“Get…” Colin stretched his left arm forward and crunched it into a fist, “Out…” He held his hand open, challenging the fighter squad in front of him to give him all they got – “Of…” Colin opens his hand like his father did before using his own power, “My…” The remnants begin charging their cannons for a final shot – “WAY!”
An electrical surge ran through the ship, sparks flew everywhere and fire engulfed every corner of the shuttle, tearing the whole machine into a vehement explosive blast as Colin found himself jumping through the very cockpit, glassing shattering everywhere. Flames engulfed his suit and as he kept his hand extended, hoping without doubting, going without stopping and loving without ending – another hand reached out to him; Seven’s. The moment they interlocked palms, both their bodies turned into pure light and in an instant, Colin was whisked away from his shortly lived private shuttle.
A pulse erupted on board the middle of Valkyrie’s ship before an energy signature followed and in, entered father and son. Colin dropped to the ground from the impact, nearly vomiting from the sudden warp he experienced. Seven helped his son to his feet
“Father?” Colin wondered if he’d been hallucinating or seeing consciousness projections again
Seven smiled at his son. Colin could deny that was really his blood. He previously didn’t get a proper chance to really look into his father’s eyes during their last encounter but the mere fact this man had reached out two times to save him already, was more than enough. That device was still in his hand, reminding him of Astraea’s condition.
“Where is she?” Colin asked
“We got hostiles incoming!” Valkyrie shouted across the room, “Someone get on those cannons!”
“Go to her.” Seven nodded Colin in the direction of the room where Astraea laid, “We’ll take it from here.”
Colin nodded abruptly, “Thank you father.”
The two men went their separate ways, prepared for their individual battles ahead. Seven entered the on board, holographic-controlled turret system while Colin rushed to Astraea’s side. She was laid in a bed, still lifeless as he left her. Colin wondered about the device he had in hand. They didn’t give him any instructions on its use. He noticed a slit in the apparatus, an opening of some sorts – so he added 2 and 2 together and figured out a way through sheer willpower to use the device.
Meanwhile Valkyrie was busy keeping the ship in one piece. She had to use a series of space acrobatics, dodging the trajectories of missiles headed her way. The ship was not made for dogfighting, because in space, there is no dogfighting. You’re either killed instantly or walk away with a victory. Space combat is evolved and she knew that too. Seven covered them with turret fire – the shots were blue and continuous, allowing the Spheres to wear down their opponents as they bolted for the nearest exit to the solar system. If they could get far enough, they’d be able to use the hyperdrive.
“Bogies, three o’clock!” Valkyrie warned Seven.
He immediately snapped on the trio of fighters closing in on their right, who were already raining a hailstorm of orange beams at them. The ship sustained some damage from the attack, though most of it was absorbed by the energy shields. Seven managed to shoot down two of the remnant fighters from that swoop but at least another six or seven remained. Colin was at Astraea’s side, the device had taken life of its own. A small circular object hovered away from its case and using seemingly automated technology, it scanned the room for life and noticed Astraea’s fatal condition. The object turned a reddish color, perhaps indicating the severity of her state. It then hovered in front of her, shooting a thin green beam at her forehead and performing other medical scans in a language that was completely foreign to Colin. The best he could do was assume it was working. He brushed her hair aside from covering one of her eyes.
“Fight Astraea…” He softly called for her, “Do not go gently into the night. Burn till you can burn no more. Fight… fight…”
Valkyrie could see the horizon incoming. Soon they’d be out of the solar system if they could keep up but then she spotted something very weird, “Seven… I think we got a problem!”
In the distance, space seemed quite strange. Starlight seemed to be blocked and there was a general darkness in the vicinity ahead of them. Valkyrie looked at the cockpit’s instruments that were already screaming ‘do not go there!’
“Seven!!” Valkyrie tried getting his attention again, despite his focus on keeping them in one piece from his end. He took a glance in her direction. His usually calm demeanor, especially in strife, wasn’t there when he noticed what was ahead of them. They were entering an asteroid field and when Seven paid closer attention at what may be in the distance, he wondered if the asteroids would be the last of their worries. There was so much dust blocking out their view, who knows what other dangers lurked at the other side?
“We going in?” He asked her rhetorically.
Valkyrie smirked. She grabbed a hold of the throttle and propelled the engines to their max capacity. If the remnants were crazy enough to follow them into that patch, so be it – as far as she was concerned. This isn’t a science fiction movie, to avoid those rocks required more than just fancy space flight. Seven had to do his part too. He fired away at the stray rocks to clear a path for them while Valkyrie led them through a narrow field in the debris. Those Remnant fighters did not care though. They relentlessly pursued them into the asteroid field. Valkyrie knew she had to play dirty. At every other corner, she activated the ship’s mine system, placing a small bomb for the pursuer unlucky enough to come near it after The Spheres’ had already moved onto another zone.
Valkyrie took a quick peek to see if she’d caught any unlucky foes from her traps but none came up on her radar, so she decided to do something a little crazy. She dialed back on the engines, forcing the ship to come to an immediate halt in space – then she steered the ship downwards, landing on one of the nearby rocks and shutting the power off, waiting for the fighters to show up.
“What are you doing?!” Seven angrily shouted
“Trust me.” She silently whispered in such a way that he may not have even heard it.
With the lights off, and their ship vanished from enemy detection, they silently stood still until their attackers came. Finally, three remnant ships whisked into the area, searching for them like predators starving for their meat. Seven wondered what her plan was but he was starting to get it. Valkyrie grabbed hold of the throttle again, turning the power back on and drawing the remnants’ attention as she flew upwards. They unleashed a barrage of fire power that literally took out half of the ship’s remaining energy shield but Valkyrie flung the ship downwards into a new path and the remnants followed closely behind. Seven fired at the rocks in front of them, clearing a path for them. Valkyrie knew she had the chance to juke them now, seeing as they were close behind and believing themselves to have the advantage of cornering The Spheres but they’d soon find out the cold truth when Xeilya unleashed the mine right behind them. The Remnants’ speed was too great to stop immediately. One of the fighters went straight into the mine, immediately being blown to bits. The impact affected another one of their ships, causing it to twist, turn, and spiral into oblivion as it crashed on one of the nearby rocks.
“Woo!” Valkyrie exclaimed in victory.
But their victory would be short lived. The impact of the explosion caused a most unwanted effect. The rocks and asteroids held together by the gravity was now disturbed. Rocks were clashing into each other, asteroids were rotating against themselves and the whole zone had become a shooting zone for all the intruders who don’t belong there. The Spheres’ ship was no longer taking fire from human intelligence, it was taking heavy damage from nature itself which, ironically, was disturbed by man yet again.
Suddenly energy signatures sparked on board the ship, and three human figures materialized inside, opening fire at Valkyrie in the cockpit before they were fully pieced back together. She quickly ducked the initial fire but most of the instruments and detection systems on board the ship were damaged from the fire. She rolled to the side, releasing the controls and grabbing a nearby blaster to unleash her own fury. A slick shot pinned one of them right in the head, instantly dropping him dead but the other two kept Valkyrie at bay and they were not just keeping her locked down, they were destroying the ship from inside. She tried poking her head out again to take a couple shots but one of them tagged her in the shoulder, the same one she’d taken a shot in centuries ago which momentarily triggered a psychological response forcing her to stay down. These remnants were not just firing physical beams, they were using telepathic warfare.
Seven got off the turret, knowing he had no other option but to do something inside despite them still being attacked from remnants outside too. A deep anger was unleashed in him as he watched his wife struggling in the corner of the command deck. He fearlessly walked to them, crunching his fists in an instinctual anger so great the whole room was bending from the rage. They opened fire at him as he continued walking to them but Seven held his hand forward, forming a green barrier around himself that absorbed all the firepower. He then pointed his finger at the invaders and in the skip of a heartbeat they both dropped dead.
Valkyrie picked herself up, blood dripping down her numbed arm. The sight of the injury did not depress her, instead it reminded her of everything she’s fighting for. Seven was already rushing to her side – “Are you alright?”
“I’m fine.” She narrowly insisted. “It’s just a scratch” she added trying her best to downplay the severity of her injury.
Suddenly more energy sparkles started forming behind her husband, and she knew another one of those creatures were about to come on board
‘Not on my watch.’ The feline in her hissed.
She held her beamer out and shot the remnant before he properly spawned inside. Seven immediately spun around to get in on the action, although he was too late. He wanted to care for her arm but they were in no position to stop now. Valkyrie got back in the pilot’s main chair and notice a new hellfire brewing. Another force was becoming stronger and stronger, the more Valkyrie steered the ship downwards which made Seven realize something.
“What’s holding all this together?” He asked her and then thought for a moment on the possible culprit. As they went further into the abyss, the darkness began clearing, unveiling a bright, hazy gust of gas and dust, sporting an orange-flavored color. Internal temperatures began rising on the ship, the lights were flickering on and off and space inside began twisting and distorting – as if it were stretching, bending from something so great, it can affect the very fabric of spacetime.
“We’re coming up on a black hole!” Seven warned.
Inside Astraea’s resting place, Colin still sat at the side of the bed, holding her left hand tightly while he looked at the machine performing its duty. He too, noticed the bending of space inside there as well, because the whole room started shifting and the lights were dimming. No matter what should happen, Colin had already made up his mind to stay with Astraea till the end. For better or worse, he was there and he was not going to let go.
At last, they cleared the field of the asteroids. Seven was partly right. There was a black hole alright, but it wasn’t just a black hole. There was another star there, being absorbed by the illusive, hungering giant.
The force of the magnetism and sheer power from the two stars unifying as one, literally started ripping their ship to shreds. The energy shield was depleting by 1% every second and they were down to 30% already. The remnants themselves refused to chase that far, finding the idea to be flat out suicide. They turned back, headed for their civil war instead. A short moment of clarity seeped into the atmosphere of chaos. The shields were down to 6% as Valkyrie tried pulling the ship away, but the force of magnetism was too great and it pulled them in, finally stalling the engines, sucking them toward the incoming event horizon. Realizing she had no other choice, she dialed the clock on the hyperdrives. The moment the shield hits 0%, they would all, instantly die. The weariness from the injury was trying to best Valkyrie but she held on to her drive – the drive to save her family.
Space around them warped as the ship’s hyperdrives became activated, preparing to warp them into deep space while the shields hit 0% at that very moment, tearing the whole thing a part in the process. Light formed around them, engulfing everything in the area, then all was black and everyone felt weightless, and then, they were gone…



Solar Opus
What happens when you have completed your mission? The end goal has been reached, and you think back on all that was lost on your way to get there. Does it affect one in such a way where they lose their purpose and wander off to become an aimless drifter? The truth is, we’re all on our own missions. There is one for you to get from point A to point B, and when you get there, you have the option to create the new mission: point C and so, the spiral continues on and on beyond death and beyond life. Can you see it now? Our existence is more than these missions. We are the universe, experiencing itself as humans. We do not stop once we are done, we find the strength to carry on. Every ending is only a doorway to a new beginning. Remember this when the day comes when you must close your eyes. Remember that one day, you will reopen them.



The Return Home
Out in the cold, endless warping existence of space, a damaged ship clings to its failing legs as it enters a world long forgotten. Inside the broken vessel, a man and his wife are embraced on the ship’s floor – holding on to each other as if they were breathing their last breaths.
“Open your eyes babe.” The man whispers into her ear softly, “We made it…”
Valkyrie backs off from him, her hand reaching onto his face, feeling for if she’s really alive or dead. She can’t deny the warmth she feels from the man in front of her. Here they are again, another bump on the road, another tale they adventured through – together
“You alright?” Seven asked her but Valkyrie kept staring at him as if he were missing something
“Shut up and kiss me you idiot!” She exclaimed joyfully
“Yes ma’am.” Seven replied as she pulled her onto him, locking the two in a deep kiss.
At the other end of the ship, Colin watches over the unresponsive Astraea. The medical machine had already given up hope as it returned to its case. A frozenly shocked Colin can only sit there observing the woman he voyaged time and space for. He wonders to himself how much he failed, yet again. He failed with Adria, he failed with Josh and now he failed with Astraea. The thought is both sickening and disturbing, yet he holds onto her cold hand foolishly staring into her closed eyes like she’d rise up again.
“I love you.” This is the only thing Colin can say as he stares at her, struggling to form tears in his eyes but they’re so burned out, so shocked from all the letdowns he went through that he just can’t bring himself to crying. All he can do, is sit there, waiting for practically nothing more than a fool’s hope.
“I love you…” He says again, this time the tears finally starting to form. His head drops from the disappointment, leaning it into Astraea’s chest. He wonders if it was all worth it. Astraea did contact the Sirian Council, so by all means, this age-long mission should be complete but in the end, was it really worth the cost?
He sees the time in 2080, the last time he would speak to his wife. She is still as beautiful as she’d always been. She may be bedridden in the hospital, but he didn’t care for appearances.
“We did it.” She told him, “Together, we did it.”
She taught him how much my family legacy meant to her, an outsider. She was willing to carry it on. Willing to do what Colin used to distance himself from. The setting sun outside the broken ship reminds him if he’d been there for her the way he should have. Had he fought hard enough for their mission? Had he fought hard enough for her?
He holds her hand again, he held her before…
“Not like this.” He warns against the similarity in the event over the setting sun in the backdrop. All hope fades from him. Colin comes to the acceptance that this is it, he lost her again then suddenly he feels fingers brushing through his hair, petting him weakly. At first, he believes it to be nothing more than just his imagination, then excitement begins bubbling within every fiber of his body.
He raises his head and his jaw drops dumbfounded. Those sparkling green eyes shimmer back at him and a smile, although weak, sees to it that he is at peace
“Colin…” Astraea forces herself to speak, “I didn’t get to tell you something either…”
“What is it?” Colin gently asks as if Astraea were speaking her last words
She smiles ‘her smile’, the one that would sweep Colin off his feet any day – “I love you too.”
Her hand caresses Colin’s face but the boy can hold himself back no longer. He leans into her and kisses her on the lips, expecting to feel her fade away into death but he’d be pleasantly surprised this time. Astraea’s body only grew warmer on contact. Life was returning to her. Valkyrie and Seven watch on as they see their boy, now a grown man, connecting with this outsider. They look at each other and chuckle a little
“Looks like our family’s grown.” Valkyrie smirked.
Seven said no words. He simply smiled and wrapped his arm around his wife’s shoulder
“Hello! Hello! Do you read? Unauthorized alien vessel! Do you read?” A voice sounded from the ship’s com systems. Valkyrie immediately departed from the room back to the commander’s deck
“Yes, we read loud and clear.”
“You are surrounded by our forces, do not attempt to escape or retaliate.”
“We’re disabled. Declaring emergency, main engines offline, auxiliary power failing. Who are you?”
A short silence took over for a moment, sending Valkyrie into a paranoia. Their ship was at the point where at any moment, it could break apart. Any decently evolved civilization would know that. They were in no position to fight.
“This is the Solar Defense vessel “Andronikus”.” The voice came back strong, “We have visual and sensor confirmation. Are you hostile?”
“No!” Valkyrie exclaimed happily realizing where they were, “We are earth descendants from another time. Please, help us. We have injured and our ship is about to fail at any moment.”
“Stand by, we are going to tow your ship to one of our carriers.”
Valkyrie was surprised at how different her birth-world had become. The skies had a deeper blue, and even the nature of the defense force, felt… different. They didn’t seem barbaric like they once were, they were… strangely reasonable.
The Spheres are taken to a nearby SDF facility where they are treated with medical care and questioned as to who they are, where they came from and why they are in the system. Seven addresses the defense organization on behalf of his family, peacefully setting all paranoia aside and explaining the depth of their mission and what exactly happened. The Earth forces go on to contact the Martians and inform them of the Spheres’ recovery. The Martians agree to send a pick up ship for their return back home. The peaceful negotiations between the Martians and the Earthlings makes Seven realize that they are not in any of the time eras they came from. When he asks one of the defense agents of the current time, he is told they are in the year 2732. When he inquires about what happened in the space between 2400 and 2700, he is informed of the Sirians return to the Sol system, where they negotiated peacefully with the people of Mars and later earth – helping to correct the broken genes and allying with Solarian forces. Mars and Earth had put their differences aside to help fight off the Remnants with the help of the Sirians.
The effect unified multiple nations and at last, peace had reigned supreme in this quadrant of the galaxy.
7 Months Later
The Spheres had long returned to Mars, finding their homeworld changed yet again where Colin went on to marry Astraea, uniting her to the family and impregnating her. In honor of the Spheres’ service, they were granted land and all the necessary comforts for their hard work. The mission was a success. Astraea, peacefully negotiated with the Sirian council during her consciousness projection which led to earth’s forefathers putting their differences aside to help their descendants. Both Mars and Earth, along with other inhabited moons in the Sol solar system were regarded as a new breed of human. One that had walked through the fire and learned. They would go on to later join The Plejaren Federation in the future. A collective of highly evolved interstellar humans who monitor the growth of life across the cosmos.
All the suffering, the losses and setbacks, the hurts and disappointments, what could’ve been and what should’ve been – became completely irrelevant. In the end, the idea that started in mind of one man, Seven, expanded into the hearts of others as a mission. Eventually, this ‘mission’ could not be his own, nor his family’s. They were stepping stones to the unification of mankind, and so, what Zero Sphere really became was a quest for mankind. It did not belong to only The Spheres. It belonged to every human who looked up to the sky and not down in the dirt.
As a part of the justifiable rewards for their services, The Spheres’ were also given their own collection of upgraded interdimensional beamships capable of time travel, allowing them to partake in whatever future adventure they desired. Their first stop was returning to their original time. There, they picked up Josh and Heather, along with his children – Nicole and Scott who had a surprise for Colin. Josh was the one who helped constructed the ship Valkyrie and Seven arrived in during the 2400 mission. After that, they sailed off to Astraea’s time, where she invited her family to come along with her for a reunion.



Farewell, Sphere
A grand feast awaits on an island, located in a planet in another dimension, in another time and another place. Near the shores of a sandy beach, a family from here and there, sits laughing and playing, eating and reminiscing. There’s all the food one can think of, and the kind to put any hungry man’s stomach to ease with the full satisfaction of taste to go along with it. Chicken, salad, juices, fruits, vegetables, you name it – it was probably there.
Pleija was on the grill, firing it up as the main chef, although she was being mentored by Josh on a thing or two about old earth dishes. The irony is, Josh wasn’t even around during that time – but he was still over there giving her tips on the cooking. A long, oak table seats most of the family – Colin with his newly wed, newly pregnant wife, Astraea who was reading a copy of the finished Solar Opus. Opposite them sat Lilith and Heather who were enjoying the fine cuisine and having a discussion over space races, a form of sport released in the aftermath of the Zero incident.
A few unknown faces, related to The Spheres’ from different timelines also sat around. Mainly children, some from the future and others from the distant past. Arilia was also there, although her attention was more focused on the food, she became a good friend of The Spheres’ over the course of time.
Seven was going around, making sure everyone was having fun and at ease, and they were. Smiles were everywhere. The atmosphere felt light, relieved and relaxed. There was a deep essence of love, peace, freedom and harmony under a Creative light. At one point, Astraea got up to play her harp for the reunion where she whisked everyone away in a dreamy state. Pleija also joined her, both women singing the song to lyrics Pleija wrote in collaboration with her sister.
‘Founded in the hazy fog,
Life’s gone where others only dream of,
Seeking share and share,
Oh time, don’t you wander off,
The tale’s only now begun,
How can it be so?
It must go that way,
Tell me why, love?
I’m only human,
Roam with me, dear darling,
See what my eyes imagine,
Feel my body call to the stars,
Journey to a land before time,
Spiral to the eternity,
Come create with me,
We’ll be one.’
The only one missing from the all the joy was The One they once called Valkyrie. A title she had cast aside, referring to it as ‘a relic from a violent past’ no longer needed in her family’s future. Seven could still feel her in the vicinity. She was around earlier, perhaps she had stepped out for some time alone.
After all, they were on an unpopulated world where nature reigned supreme and Creative order, harmony and peace roamed freely. The world contained many beautiful sights, unharmed by chaos and unnatural order. Seven went looking around for Xeilya, feeling her closer as he ascended up the small slope that overlooked the main event. There, he did find her, meditating to the breezy cool alone. Her hair was almost covering her face as the wind blew.
“Out here alone?” Seven asked her as he came from behind. Xeilya was finding something she’d been searching so long for. She found it strange at first, the fact that she was at such peace but at the same time, she also found it natural and her inner feeling told her that this is what she was searching for all along.
“I’m just thinking.” She replied, her back still turned to him
“About what?”
“All along, what we’ve been searching for, was right here.”
“What do you mean?”
Xeilya turned to him, “Family.”
Seven looked past the slope, looking over all his loved ones at the event below
“We’ve been searching so far and wide, trying to build a better future but who knew what we needed here was here all along? Not just the people we love down there, I mean, all of this – the nature, the freedom, the peace, the… oneness with all this Creation. Can you feel it? The family of human and universe because they are not two, they are one.”
Seven smirked, “Of course.”
“We are the universe, experiencing itself as a human and we are all one. Family is one and family is all…” Xeilya stuttered for a moment, nearly shedding a tear on accident upon her self-realization. Seven took careful steps closer to her and brushed her hair aside to reveal her beautiful face
“So…” Seven wittily eyed the love of his life, “Family is all, and I agree, so, this is it? This is what we’re about now?”
Xeilya’s eyes connected to his as she wondered where he was going with this, then a glimmer of realization appeared in her eyes
“Well, we do have interdimensional beamships…” she whispered, biting her lower lip while flashing a devious grin.
“According to my calculations, this world will be encountering a possible outside visit from other intelligences within three days. May be interesting to investigate.” A robotic voice called out from the nothingness, materializing as the holographic humanoid avatar of the AI installed aboard their cutting edge, 28th century beamship.
“Shut up Zero…” Xeilya hissed at its interruption, then glanced back at Seven once more.
“You shut up, hag…” the AI blurted smugly, before dematerializing again.
“Our next adventure, huh?” She turned around smiling deviously at the setting sun over the horizon of the sea. Seven went on to hug her from behind while they both confessed their love for each other with a hint of playful mischievousness over the possibilities of where their future may take them
“Let’s go…” she said “Time to write our next chapter.”
Written by Jedaiah Ramnarine.
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