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“We’re approaching Sandor now, my Lady,” 

I, Lady Ithane Veilwalker, smiled as my first-mate’s wonderfully smooth, slightly high-pitched voice echoed all around me. His voice echoed perfectly off the brightly glowing purple walls of my chamber and I couldn’t help but feel more and more excited about our destination.

“Thank you,” I said into the air knowing full well that my blade-like warship’s communication system would pick it up and send it to the bridge. “Send all the available data we have to my chambers and I want regular updates,”

I liked the warmth of my chamber as the purple crystals glowed brighter and brighter as the magic within them got excited about our destination. The air was wonderfully sweet with hints of honey, toffee and caramel like I used to have as a child back on Earth. I had loved those days with my family.

The lights in the purple crystals twirled, swirled and whirled around each other. and I had to admit, I flat out loved being reborn by Genetrix, the Keres Goddess of Life and Creation. I was starting to understand why she had resurrected me and wanted me to be her will incarnate. I loved life, I wanted to protect it and wanted to make sure that life endured no matter what.

It was why we were here after all.

A lot of my fellow Daughters of Genetrix, both human and Keres, couldn’t understand why I had chosen a room so deep and dark inside the Lady Of Light as my chambers. I was her Chosen I could have made any chamber my domain.

But I might have been her Chosen, a demi-goddess some might even say but I never want the power of Genetrix to corrupt me and my purpose. So I allow my friends to have the nice places and this chamber isn’t really so bad.

When I first came here the small box-room had smooth dirty grey walls and stunk of petrol, sweat and cheap sex. It was a small room that was screaming out to be loved, so that was exactly what I did.

Now smooth purple crystals line the walls and every single surface that it touched. I am surrounded by the quiet voices of the Keres and the other aliens and creatures that have pledged themselves to Genetrix. I can hear voices and Keres on planets on the other side of the galaxy, and I absorb all this information.

I’ll never lie or ever dare tell anyone this, but it is a lot. It is so much information, so many voices muttering around me and I know I am barely able to maintain my sanity because of the amazing gifts that Genetrix had given me during my resurrection.

I focus on some voices for a moment talking about the Soulstones and I smile because that is exactly what all of us are searching for. It is why we were here and that is why I want to get down to the surface as soon as possible.

The loud hum, bang and pop of the engines filled my chamber as the entire fleet started to slow towards Sandor’s orbit. I guessed we would be within launch range in a few minutes and the entire fleet would want to know my orders.

Sandor isn’t the type of planet anyone normally visits. To say it’s on the very edge of the Milky Way galaxy is an understatement, I wasn’t really sure it had ever been touched by intelligent life until I felt the warm, loving touch of Genetrix correct me.

It turned out the sandy yellow isolated world had once been home to a small race of Keres. They were isolated, abandoned and they didn’t want to worship Genetrix or the God of Death Geneitor. They wanted to be free, but that didn’t happen.

The Keres on the planet were wiped out for some reason and no life ever returned to the world. And that is what I don’t understand, the entire fleet and my entire network across of million worlds were all searching for signs of Soulstones, the shards of the fallen Keres Gods and Goddesses dedicated to life and the death ones. These shards were so damn powerful that they cause the very planet they’re on to morph and warp in magical ways.

But Genetrix had led me to this planet and I have no idea why.

An entire bunch of purple crystals melted away for a brief instant as a very tall human woman walked in wearing some thick metal armour that I hadn’t seen in decades. She must have looted it from a corpse somewhere, but her raven black hair certainly made her look good.

“My Lady we have completed our scans and there are no life signs. No signs of Keres’s culture and no signs of Dark Keres too,” she said, her voice wonderfully soft and careful like she was hiding something.

I could feel myself wanting to use my magic on her to find out what was wrong but I didn’t. Everyone was loyal to me and I was happy that there were no Dark Keres about. I didn’t need those foul Keres that worshipped Geneitor here. 

“What else?” I asked stretching and I couldn’t believe how great it felt to release the pressure in my aching muscles.

“There is a structure down on the planet. It’s small, not very important but your name is spelt out on it. The structure is at least twenty million years old but Ithane Veilwalker is the name written on it,” she said.

I grinned. At least that answered the question about why Genetrix had wanted me to come here, she wanted to find out why the Keres culture on the planet had written my name an extremely long time ago.

“No life signs?” I asked not understanding what had happened to the original Keres culture.

“Negative, but I suggest we get moving my lady. Our officers tell me there is an intense solar storm preparing to be released in three standard-hours,” 

I nodded. That wasn’t ideal because it didn’t give me much time to explore but then again, that was the great thing about modern technology. I could leave it until the three-hour mark and simply escape the system into the Nexus and avoid the solar storm.

“Orders?” the woman asked.

I nodded. “I’ll go alone but maintain contact with me at all times. And... something feels off, watch the other planets in the system and make sure there are no Dark Keres in the system,”

I could tell the woman wasn’t sure why I was being so careful but no one just wrote a name down twenty million years ago on a dead world at the very edge of the Milky Way galaxy for no reason.

Something massive was going on here and I just had no idea what it was.

No idea at all.
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After portalling on the planet, the first thing that struck me was the sheer silence of the entire world. It could have been because I had spent so long, so many days and so many weeks in my chamber listening to the mutterings of people on a million worlds. But actually I think it was because of something else.

After my bright purple portal closed behind me, I stood on dark yellow sandstone in the middle of nowhere. Behind me in the far, far distance there were some sort of mountains that looked like tiny yellow toothpicks set against the sheer flatness of the sandstone ground.

Behind me looked like a massive drop as if I was on top of a cliff-like structure, but it was what was in front of me that really captured my imagination. 

It was simply a large orange stone circle. Ten immense chunks of orange stone were neatly arranged in a circle so perfectly that I doubted anything other than the Keres could have done it, so at least there was some limited evidence that the Keres were once here. I still didn’t understand what had happened to them though.

An icy cold breeze brushed my cheeks and originally I had assumed it had come from the planet but as three other breezes covered me I realised it was coming from the stone circle. 

Each breeze had a slightly different aroma but the scent of blood, death and decay was certainly growing more and more intense. None of this was making any sense because the Keres on this planet had forsaken Genetrix and Geneitor. I just don’t understand why there would be any divine influence on this world.

I went towards the stone circle and I placed my hand on an icy cold stone chunk. I closed my eyes and tapped into my powers hoping they would illumine the situation for me.

Nothing happened.

Not a single image, phase or voice echoed into my mind. I didn’t feel cold so I knew Genetrix was still with me but it made no sense why her insight wasn’t being shared with me.

I suppose it was possible that even the Goddess of Life and Creation had her limits, but I doubted it. 

I walked around the immense stone chunks and stopped at a small opening between them and I noticed there was an altar-like thing in the very middle. It wasn’t made of bone, wood or stone. It was actually made of daggers covered in black oil.

There were letters on top written in the blood of a Keres that spelt my name, and it would have been the magic in the blood that we had detected in our scans. But I cannot understand why these Keres knew my name twenty million years ago.

I went inside the circle.

And the most intense wave of coldness washed over me as the golden light of Sandor’s sun turned black, screaming filled my ears and a million voices laughed at me.

I clicked my fingers and my sword didn’t appear in my hand. I was alone without any magic, weapons or divine protection here.

“She’s here,” a million voices said.

“She’s going to die,” another million said.

“She’s going to become a Dagger,” one single male voice said.

“What are you?” I asked channelling as much authority and power into the question.

The blood written letters glowed bright red and I went over to them. They rearranged themselves rapidly and I felt someone appear behind me. 

I moved to one side so I could still see the constantly moving letters out of the corner of my eye. But I could still see the person or creature that appeared.

I recognised the twisted, demonic form of a Dark Keres instantly. The Keres were always beautiful, extremely thin and tall and just unnaturally humanoid in all the ways that humans could and would never be. They had extreme agility, they were nimble and their charm was unmatched, but when a Keres fell to the God of Death all that beauty was twisted for Geneitor’s own amusement. 

This one was different though.

He didn’t seem as corrupted and injured and mutilated as the other ones I had sadly met. This Keres was injured but his form seemed to be constantly shifting like he couldn’t keep himself together.

“Who the hell are you?” I asked.

The Keres laughed. “I am ancient but young. Beautiful but ugly. I am your hope and your death,”

“Speak plainly or by Genetrix I will slaughter you without a second thought,” I said.

The creature laughed. “How? You have no power Ithane. You have no magic, no help, no way to communicate with your fleet. They are getting very worried about you, they are scared, they cannot contact you,”

I shook my head as
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