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Introduction

Late in the twenty fourth century Humans learned to build hyperspace engines and
travel in starships across the vast expanses of the Milkyway galaxy. For two
hundred years exploration of space has been Earth’s most important and cherished
accomplishment. Hundreds of new discoveries have been made, thousands of
worlds have been charted, millions of alien species, both friendly and hostile, have
been encountered. They call it the Space Age, but now exploration is not
Humanity’s most pressing matter. A war is brewing between the races that Earth
calls its allies and the races that are its enemies. The war threatens to destroy all
life in the galaxy, and unless the gallant, brave, and ever more ingenious heroes of
Earth can find a way to prevent it destruction will be inevitable.

Chapter One

Ten years ago...

Year: 2409...

Location: An alien solar system near Earth...

The heavenly setting of a gleaming, sky blue, ocean planet, standing like a jewel
against the deeply intense expanse of space, is abruptly disrupted as two very
formidable Starships do perilous battle in orbit. The divine silence of the peaceful
planet below is overwhelmed by the sound of energy weapons blasting from one
ship to the other, as each vessel lets loose the full force of its arsenal to destroy
the other. As the ship closest to the planet begins to skim the atmosphere, its
neon-blue, energy shields flare up like a sparking power socket, and begin to burn
with furious heat: the ship is being pushed into a decaying orbit by the weapons of
the other ship it is battling with. Though this vessel is pristine and elegant in its
eagle-like shape and design, its gleaming metal surfaces are battle scarred and
scorched, and it becomes clear why when the blazing energy pulses from its
adversary come smashing down through the ship’s failing shields and into its hull
like meteorites. Overshadowed, the ship returns fire, letting loose a volley of
streaking laser-like energy beams that glow with radiant crimson light, and curve
upwards like solar flares to hit the other vessel and send shockwaves of explosive
destruction across its entire lower hull. But despite the explosions the higher ship,
which hovers like a raven or any other relentless bird of prey, does not stop its
attack. This ship is an armoured predator, shaped like a giant bullet with razer
sharp blades of metal hull, which glisten with an ironic beauty in the sun light.
Again it fires its emerald green, energy pulses, which rain down like fireballs on
the lower ship and force it further towards the planet’s surface. By now the scene



is filled with furious columns of smoke and dust from both ships, as fragments of
debris spin wildly around the battle zone like the fading dust and sparks of
fireworks. The lower ship almost completely glows with ferocious heat as the
atmosphere consumes it in a fireball, and the battle looks lost. But then an
unexpected event occurs. To the flash of a thousand supernovas and a brilliantly
blinding, white light, the higher starship explodes from the inside, sending a
shockwave filled with a rainbow of colours across the entire solar system, as
thousands of hull pieces and obliterated ship fragments shoot into the infinite
reaches of space like bullets travelling at the speed of light.

There is silence. The light fades and the dust settles to a lifeless float in the zero
gravity of outer space. And then the second ship appears, its shields restored, its
engines carrying it out of a destructive, atmospheric descent, and its victory won.
It rises upwards and away from the planet towards where the enemy ship was, its
great engine pads burning with the strongest, hottest, reddest glow, and as it
reaches the gravesite of its enemy, the reason for this ship’s victory becomes
clear. A tiny ship that is no larger than an old, twenty first century fighter plane
hovers over the debris like a lifeless ghost, with its shimmering hull completely
covered with dirt and grim, making it almost invisible to the naked eye against the
blackness of space. This tiny ship was inside the enemy ship, and somehow
destroyed it from the inside out. The larger vessel slows down as it closes in on
this still, silent craft. But then the crackling of a communications channel can be
heard, statically hissing and zapping as the larger ship comes to a full stop.

“Can you hear us, Captain?” comes an uncertain voice over the fizzing and
whizzing. There is silence again. The stillness continues. Then something breaks
through.

“It’s about time you people contacted me! | thought you were going to blow me up
along with the Erozoids!”

“He’s alive!” the voice calls out as laughs of joy and relief can be heard in the
background. “We were trying to hold our own but not do too much damage so as to
risk your life, sir. It sure is a relief to hear your voice!”

“Yes, | know, now get me out of here!” the captain answers with a hint of jest.

“Our scanners have you on teleportation lock. The shuttle is pretty beaten up, sir
and you’re venting atmosphere. The shields on that thing must not have fully
compensated when you remote-detonated the atomic bomb, but we’ll have you
out of that rust bucket in no time,” says the voice, as beeps and chirps from
computers ring through the radio channel crackling.

“This ‘rust bucket’ just saved your lives!” answers the captain. “I’d be more polite
if | were you! Next time Navane and his Erozoid buddies want to launch an attack
on Earth this ship might not be so willing to help. Remember the Orla Nebular!”



“How could we forget?” the voice laughs in response.

Suddenly from within the darkened windows of the shuttle there is a stunning flash
of light, as if a sunrise just happened inside. After a moment of brilliance it
darkens again. The captain was just teleported back onto his ship, and as the ship
begins to edge ever closer to the empty shuttle, daring to risk touching distance, a
small part of the outer hull begins to change. Panels start to slide away to reveal a
circular pad much like a smaller version of the engine pads. But when it activates
there is no glow of solar-red light, but just the gentle humming sound of a very
powerful magnet. The invisible magnetic forces begin sending ripples of energy
towards the shuttle, distorting the immediate scene like when heat from the sun
hits a metal surface. Suddenly the shuttle starts to rotate and glide towards the
ship, like it had been caught on a leash and was being towed in. The longer the
magnet is on the faster the shuttle moves towards the ship, now turning to have its
underside completely parallel with the starship. With a cold, metallic thud it sticks
to magnetic pad as though it were welded to it, and no sooner than this happens
the starship blast off into hyperspace, its primary engine pad, which glows a
blinding, brilliant, blue light, shooting off a channel of sapphire smoke that forces
the ship beyond the speed of light.

And so the solar system, its gleaming planet with its sky blue atmosphere, returns
to a state of heavenly serenity, as the particles and broken pieces of the battle
zone drift silently across space as the only remaining evidence of Earth’s near
destruction. But the debris from the battle is not just a reminder of what has now
become a chapter in history... It was a warning concerning the future...

One year ago... 2418...
Location: Erozon - Homeworld of the enemy race.

A metropolis; miles and miles of sky-scraping towers that curve upwards from
murky foundations rise high into a blood red backdrop, spreading as far as the eye
can see to cover the entire surface of the volcanic planet Erozon. Black clouds of
pure ash and smoke streak across the sky as a sinister reminder of how cruel this
planet is, and of how much crueller the race who inhabit it have become. The
capital city, Orkara, glistens with crystal clearness, despite the sun being nothing
but a deep orange pulse in the horizon and the buildings being crafted from the
dullest metals of the deepest shades of grey. There is no joy here and there is no
freedom, only conquest.

As the chanting of a hundred thousand soldiers is heard booming through every
room of every building of every street in the capital, the Imperial Erozoid
Government Chamber emerges in the centre of the city, surrounded by the
countless towers and structures of the province, as the most terrifying,
intimidating, and grandest edifice on the planet. Inside a great hall, thousands of



metres in length, is filled with innumerable soldiers clothed in imperial armour,
each warrior identical in appearance and resolve as they all chant the war cry of
Erozoid in exaltation of their leaders. Red curtains fall from the highest pillars that
hold up the dome ceiling of the chamber, as the detailed and intense artistic
paintings of one hundred thousand years of history on the ceiling tell a single
story; the story of bloodshed and conquest. Erozon is an Empire. It began with a
single army from a single continent on this planet, and now spreads over hundreds
of worlds across the Milkyway. Its soldiers are the most ruthless, its powers are the
most sovereign. The chants of the thousands of warriors in the chamber celebrate
this truth. Erozon is a world to be feared and bowed to by all, and the Erozoid will
stop at nothing to see to it that nowhere remains untouched by their might.

The chants and cries fill the arena like damp air, echoing relentlessly as though
they have no beginning and no end, while every soldier continually strikes the staff
he holds onto the marble floor with such rehearsed and perfected precision, that
one single, repetitive thud shakes the entire capital. As this scene of a race unified
by one will to conquer all worlds until the end of time ensues, upon the stone
platform at the forefront of the chamber a procession of robed dignitaries appear.
Entering the view of the thousands upon thousands of military officers before
them, these persons proudly take up their thirty seven seats as leaders of the
Erozon civilisation. Adorned with glossy breastplates of armour and silky cloaks of
royal authority, these men reveal their likeness to be similar to that of Humans.
But the Erozoid are not to be mistaken for Humans. They are beheld with greater
figures, their every limb larger, broader, firmer, stronger, as if they were designed
deliberately to intimidate the Humans that encounter them. They are taller,
dwarfing Humans by several feet at least, and crowning their daunting form sit
cold, pale, soulless faces, as though they were living yet lacking life. Like ghostly
figures, yet as solidly real as the universe itself, the Erozoid are one of the most
feared races in the entire Milkyway, yet in all their stature and terrifying form
their most distinctive feature is their eyes. Empty, black, evil: yet infinite,
gleaming, and enchanting. It is said that their eyes were once filled with the
courage and honour of a heavenly species, before they learned how to use their
power to oppress. Now these eyes, or the windows to the soul as many call them,
are an unending wellspring of utter darkness. When Humans first encountered the
Erozoid a myth was told that the eyes of an Erozoid were enough to kill a man.
Few believed it then, but many realise now that the eyes of an Erozoid may not Kill
but they can paralyse; paralyse a man with fear. It is a weapon that continues to
deal deathly blows on the battlefield, and one that the Erozoid dignitaries have
become masters at using.

The foremost dignitary raises a large, pale hand up towards the ceiling to quieten
the troops before him. Though his stern face hardens with a look of pure
dominance, and his cruel mouth opens slightly as though he could spew the most
hateful words ever spoken, it is the emptiness of his eyes that command the



masses unto silence. And as the silence arrives the sheer size of the room can be
felt; there is nothing but the vastness of air between the thousands stood inside
the chamber and the ceiling that shields them from the vicious elements of their
world. It almost makes the chamber feel as large as a world itself. The dignitary
lowers his hand. The silence remains. Then a second leader steps forward,
possessing a pallid deadness about his face as though if a strong wind were to blow
he would be reduced to nothing but ash. His lips are dry and chipped as if they
were made of stone and chalk, and as he opens his mouth to speak stained, oily,
black teeth like pointed daggers cannot hold back his snarling tongue, livid with
deep, decaying veins, and a foul stench of death that accompanies every word he
speaks.

“Seventy rotations of the great star have passed since we, the mighty Erozoid,
encountered Earth,” he says in a whisper that somehow carries itself to the ears of
every present Erozoid soldier. “And for seventy rotations they have resisted us!”
The masses begin to rustle and stir, as though the word ‘resistance’ were a curse
to them. “Ten rotations ago they came against one of our greatest campaigns. Our
attempt to annihilate their precious birthworld and end their infestation of our
galaxy was defeated, and everywhere that word of our first defeat reached has
spawned new seeds of resistance and rebellion. There are now hundreds,
thousands, millions who oppose us. They oppose us with hope! They oppose us with
faith! The faith of the Earthlings! This faith has become the greatest weapon in
their fight against us!” At this outcries of rage and fury fill the air, shaking the
capital far and wide in much greater force than the chants or striking of a hundred
thousand staffs. The soldiers are furious, and as they sneer and roar, upraising
their arms in pleas for vengeance, the dignitaries look upon them and each another
with rage filled eyes, sharing the bitter fury of their brethren.

“But we will suffer this no more!” another dignitary bellows in a voice of such
powerful violence that it fills the arena above all the noise. At this the masses
raise an almighty roar of vigorous praise and celebration. Then just as the
thunderous outcry begins to tremble the very building containing it, the first
dignitary steps forward and raises his hand once more. A moment passes before
there is true silence again, but when it finally does settle in this dignitary takes a
moment to look about his fellow Erozoid brethren, as though he were seeking
whether they were truly ready for the plan he and the other Erozoid leaders have
for their world. His eyes are sharp and piercing, like an arrow of undeniable speed
and accuracy, and as he scans the countless rows of soldiers before him, he
searches for doubt and fear. There is stillness as everyone watches him, and as he
watches them. But then his stern mouth begins to turn. A smile begins to appear as
though a deep evil were being satisfied within him. No fear. No doubt. He can find
no weakness, not even in one single warrior of the thousands before him, and it
pleases him greatly. But before a smile of pleasure can fully take shape the
dignitary clenches his decaying teeth and snarls.



rid warship to ever make it to within one

Is. And that is why the entire civilisation

hat is why the one million strongest
warriors in the entire Erozon solar system have gathered in the Imperial Chamber.
They have come to begin on this day the final campaign against Earth. It is
Navane’s quest to have his revenge on the Earth captain, and when it is done that
captain along with every other Human in the galaxy will be dead...



