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CHAPTER 1
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Professor Jayo loved his job. It was the best job in the world and it was days like this that made him love it even more.

Feeling the rough sandstone crumble underneath his knees as he knelt down on the hard, crumbly orange sandstone ground.  Jayo smiled as he dusted away more of the stone with his handy grey metal trowel.

Jayo couldn’t believe that after all these years and the decades his father had used the trowel it was still in perfect condition. Helping them all to find treasures all over the Great Human Empire. 

Pure excitement filled him as he realised he was so close to finding the treasure of a lifetime and him and his team could be made famous by the discovery. 

Jayo grinned at that idea. After all the bad press around him and his crazy ideas. He definitely couldn’t fail to find the ancient dragon civilisation on this long-forgotten world.

Breathing in the cool morning air that smelt of damp sand and cedarwood, Jayo continued to scrape the sandstone away. He loved the way the stone crumbled as he carefully tapped and scraped it with his trowel.

Taking a moment to stretch his back and check on what his team was doing, Professor Jayo looked up. Instantly smiling as he saw his large team of ten men and ten women hunched over various parts of the sandstone ground scraping and tapping a part.

A part of him felt bad for how historical digs always changed and morphed the landscape. Even this massive plane of orange sandstone that went on for miles upon miles was almost flat when Jayo first arrived. Despite the massive mountain range in the north that he could see. It looked fun to ski down. Maybe Jayo would think about it. 

Now a week later, there were lots of lumps and holes in the landscape.

But it was worth it.

Looking up at the sky, Jayo loved the feeling of the hot sun beaming down on him. Making his skin feel toasty warm but at least the cool southern hemisphere dampened its effects. He didn’t want to get burnt. 

Seeing a tall woman with long blond hair and wearing a large flowery hat, Jayo nodded to her as she walked up. Just seeing his best friend Saraho was brilliant. Normally whenever she walked over to him, there was about to be a big, big discovery. His stomach was filled with butterflies. This was going to be great.

As Saraho walked over, Jayo didn’t know if his loose baggy trousers and black t-shirt were very appropriate for the extreme heat when they moved onto the Northern dig sites. He would have to change but at least he was comfortable for now. And he had a big discovery to find.

Hearing Saraho knelt down next to him and start brushing some of the sandstone away with her brush, Jayo smiled and asked:

“How’s the other digs going?”

“Oh they’re going Champion, Pet. Gordo’s found some massive chunks of dirt. Peto’s found even more dirt. Dig’s going champion darling,” Saraho said.

Jayo gave a small laugh. That’s something else that he loved about his team. They had all grown up together since Play School and they all treated each other like family. They were family.

“What those scans say Pet?” Saraho asked.

Jayo nodded rapidly. “It’s another two metres until we hit the object,”

Saraho bumped into Jayo and started to brush away where he was digging. 

“Jayo Pet, where’s our milly escort?”

Jayo kept scrapping away the sandstone with his trowel but he didn’t have an answer for her. The team was given a fully stocked military escort for the trip but when Jayo had said they were going to dig. They didn’t want to come. They weren’t here.

If Jayo wasn’t so excited about finding the dragons then he supposed he might be annoyed. But there were dragons to find!

“I don’t know, Saraho,”

Then Jayo wondered if they were investigating some massive space hulk made up of hundreds of ships that had crashed into each other. Possible. 

The sound of cheering made Jayo and Saraho look up and turn to see members of the team doing drinking games. 

Jayo was not impressed.

He was tempted to storm over there and shout at them. But if they wanted to have a little fun, he couldn’t blame them. They had been digging for ten hours each day for three days so a little break might be good.

Turning back to the sandstone, Jayo tapped the sandstone. It crumbled. Revealing something Jayo couldn’t believe.

“Everyone! Jayo Pet found it!” Saraho shouted.

Jayo could only stare in disbelief as a bright glowing shard of baby blue metal shone through the sandstone. It was shaped like a scale. It was a scale.

It was a beautiful, stunning glowing blue metallic scale. 

Jayo couldn’t believe it. He had found a dragon or at least a part of it. This was going to be amazing. Everyone was going to get paid, be made famous and actually get out of poverty. 

Which is all Jayo really wanted for his team. He knew how lucky he was by getting to live in privilege all his life, he sadly knew his team wasn’t so lucky. Jayo just wanted them to be okay.

Seeing they were all around him, crouching over the amazing glowing piece of metallic scale, Jayo wanted to say something. But he was so focused on the beautiful piece of history in front of him.

Saraho hit him.

Jayo focused on his team yet he didn’t look away from the scale. 

“Everyone form a circle around us. We all need to dig on this spot. We need to excavate the entire dragon,”

No one moved.

“Come along now everyone. Be Champion and move along Pets,” 

Everyone hurried off.

As Jayo stared at the blue scale, a wave of unease washed over him. At last all those days and hours reading over the history books on the history and cultures of Dragnic was finally paying off. But Jayo couldn’t help but feel his stomach knot at the idea of finding this dragon. He nor the history books knew if the dragons were dead. And if not, were they friendly? 
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Captain Garret did what he always did on a mission, even a mission as simple as this one. He focused and analysed. If his years of service to the Emperor had taught him anything, it was the second he stop focusing. That is the second you die.

Scanning the large grey metal corridor of the Space Hulk, Garret couldn’t understand nor did he care how hundreds of massive ships crashing into each other could happen. Let alone how this crashing and combining of the ships could make corridors this twisted.

Knowing his team of five heavily armed soldiers were behind him and always ready to attack, Garret focused. His large black metal gun firmly in his hand. His finger tightly on the trigger. He wasn’t taking any chances.

The small curious part of him (that had been largely killed by the years of Military training) wondered how much force it could have taken to bend entire spaceships to make this corridor.

He couldn’t believe how twisted and smashed up it had become. Garret smiled as he knew how interesting it would be to walk on. If not a little dangerous.

Yet the soldier part of him only cared about the mission. He never cared about his own safety. His life wasn’t worth much. Garret only wanted to protect his team and serve his Emperor. 

As he smelt the foul, stale air of the space hulk, Garret walked forward slowly. Holding his gun out in front of him. Despite how normal this all was for a space hulk mission, he still wanted to be careful.

Garret wore his normal black body armour with thick layers of armour plating embedded into it. His long brown hair was twisted into his normal bun. He hated how his old squad mates would mock him for his hair but he liked it. 

Through his armoured booted feet, Garret felt the space hulk hum and vibrate as its coldness seemed into his boots. The last thing he wanted was to be trapped on here. He would probably freeze to death.

Hearing the space hulk creak and bang for some reason, Garret grinned as he heard his black armoured friends slowly walk behind him. They would protect him no matter what, and Garret would protect them. 

Walking through the corridor, Garret was surprised how easy it was to walk through despite it looking so twisted and small back there. 

As they neared the end of the corridor, Garret stopped as he heard a noisy buzzing sound. He smiled as he walked forward turning left.

He stopped as him and his team got to the broken door frame of a new room. Garret lowered his gun slightly as he realised this was what his mission was all about. The entire reason he had spent hours crawling through the space hulk all to get to this room where strange signals were apparently coming from.

Feeling the body warmth of his friends close to him, Garret focused on the room ahead. He was a bit surprised at how small it was and how perfect it was considering all the rooms, corridors and everything he had seen had been smashed to various degrees.

The small blue metal box room felt freezing as Garret and his friends stepped inside. Garret frowned at the rough, bumpy texture of the walls and floor. But what really caught their attention was the thin shiny blue metal pillar in the centre. There was something on top.

Garret crouched a little so he was eye level with the strange black flashing cube floating on top of the pillar. Garret’s eyes narrowed on the circular orbs that looked embedded into the centre of each face of the cube.

This was strange.

Garret had never seen such a strange object in the middle of a space hulk. This was not a normal part of the mission. The strangest thing Garret had seen on a hulk before now was a sort of cheese like alien race that infested the hulk.

A short fully armoured man walked up to Garret carrying a flame thrower the size of a child. 

“What we want to do boss?” the short man asked.

Garret didn’t say anything.

Another tall muscular (and quite honestly hot) man walked over. 

“Come on, Garret. Just blow it open. We need to complete the mission,”

Garret frowned. He was all for destroying things in the name of his mission and the Emperor. But he didn’t want to destroy this cube. It felt important, he just didn’t know why. 

Focusing on the cube, Garret tried to see if there were any gaps in the cube. Maybe he could stick a knife in it and break it open and help it open. 

There wasn’t. 

“Come on, Boss. You know we’re right. Blow it!”

Garret turned and frowned. “We are not destroying this cube,”

The men muttered something and walked away. 

Looking back at the cube, Garret could have sworn he saw the cube flash bright and give off a warm aura just for him. Maybe a thank you. Maybe nothing. 

Garret wondered whether or not one of the scientists, professors or whatever they were on the planet below could help him open it. He shook his head at that. The last thing he wanted to do was hang round a bunch of brain boxes for any longer than necessary. 

They reminded him too much of the so-called war heroes that would come home, shout out their stories and only talk when a real situation arose. These people never acted and academics were the same. Always talk. Never any action.

A green light flashed on a sleeve of his armour. He pressed it. The voice of the Master of his ship filled the little box room.

“Captain Garret, return to the ship immediately. Activate your teleporters. We can use them to get you out,”

Garret pressed another button. His armour hummed as the teleporter was activated.

Everyone else did the same.

“Done, what’s happening Sir?” Garret asked.

“It’s the archaeological team. They’re in trouble,”

Garret rolled his eyes. He was right. These people were only good at digging and talk. But he had to serve his Emperor and right now, that meant saving the team.
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Professor Jayo couldn’t contain his excitement as he watched the dig unfold. This was going to be amazing. A historical first. His stomach was filled with butterflies.

Standing on the rough crumby orange sandstone, Jayo gave a massive smile as he watched the rest of his team scrape and brush away the sandstone. He was impressed at how quickly they had worked at moving away the sandstone and finding more of the bright glowing blue scales.

Focusing on the amazing glowing scales, Jayo must have counted at least two hundred of them as they team continued to dig. The dragon creature was stunning as Jayo’s eyes focused on it.

He was stunned by the size of it but he was proud of his team for digging out a full leg of the dragon. Jayo had taken some measurements earlier and he still wanted to laugh about the dragon’s leg being a full three metres long.

Breathing in the cool damp air that smelt of burnt ozone, Jayo couldn’t take his eyes off it. The leg was wonderous with the hundreds of glowing blue metallic scales wrapped around it. 

Jayo tried to wonder how big it was going to be when it was fully uncovered. Let alone what he was going to do first. Take measurements? Scan it? He didn’t know.

Feeling his eyes were starting to strain by staring the glowing scales for so long, Jayo sadly looked away and admired the massive flat open plane of sandstone around them with the massive mountain range in the distance. 

He loved this planet.

Listening to the team brush and scrape away the sandstone, Jayo’s feeling of butterflies returned. Yet he still didn’t know too much about the dragons. 

He tried to remember what the history books had said about them and sadly there wasn’t much. Jayo knew the dragon creatures had their own small Empire about three hundred thousand years ago but for some reason all trace of them stopped after that. 

Jayo smiled as he remembered the tens of planets and teams he had led trying to find remains of the creatures on other worlds. They all failed and Jayo frowned as he remembered how... tenuous his job had become.

Looking back at the blue scaly leg, Jayo nodded as he tried to imagine the look on the faces of his university when he came back to them with the dragon. They wouldn’t be judging him then.

“Wanna a cuppa, Pet?” Saraho asked, passing Jayo a warm red mug of red coloured tea.

Nodding his thanks, Jayo took a sip and his mouth was instantly filled with the amazing tastes of strawberries and sweet oranges. It was the best drink he had had for ages.

“Thank you. How’s your coffee?” Jayo asked.

“It’s Champion, Pet. Wonderful,”

Jayo took another delicious sip and they both looked at the dig. 

“Are you not digging Pet?”

Jayo shook his head as he tried to decide. He still had his grey metal trowel hanging from his waist. He really wanted to go down and dig but he couldn’t take all the glory of the find.

“No, best let the younger ones have some fun,”

“Champion idea. What the books say about activating tha dragon?”

Jayo almost choked on his drink. “Come on girl. We can’t activate it. The books say their weapons of mass destruction,”

Saraho looked up at the sky. “Pet, do ya really think the milly escort doesn’t know that?”

Jayo opened his mouth but closed it. Did she have a point? Jayo remembered how the history books from various cultures had described the dragons as destroyer of worlds. He couldn’t, he wouldn’t let that happen to his Human Empire.

He moved closer to Saraho. “Tell you a secret. The history books say there’s a secret control temple on the planet. The dragons can only be activated from there,”

Saraho nodded. “Pet, if the dragons need to be activated. Who da activating?” 

Again, Jayo opened his mouth and closed it. He knew there was a reason he kept her around!

“I don’t know. The history books never said anything. I only use the term activate because it seems their machines,”

Saraho nodded and finished off her coffee.

Hearing a loud hum and bang, Jayo and Saraho walked over to the dig team. Feeling the rough crumbly sandstone under their feet as they stood next to the team. Breathing in their sweaty odours.

“Professor, it’s... it’s the dragon. It made a bang,” someone said.

Professor Jayo knelt down and placed his palm on the dragon legs. The scales felt smooth and cold and... something jabbed him.

Jayo shot back.

He looked at his hand.

He could see something blue climbing up his arm.

Jayo panicked.

The blue thing disappeared.

The dragon creeped.

It banged.

The sandstone crumbled.

Everyone ran back.

The dragon leg twitched.

Jayo ran back to join the team.

He pressed a distress button.

Something exploded up.

Sandstone crumbled.

Sandstone was obliterated.

Sandy dust rained down.

The team screamed.

Scratching their eyes.

Their eyes burned.

Jayo wiped his eyes.

He was okay.

Saraho splashed water on her face.

She was okay.

Jayo looked at the sandstone dig.

He screamed.

Terror gripped him.

A massive blue dragon stood there.

Its metallic head roaring.

Breathing blue fire.

It looked at the team.

It looked at Jayo.

The dragon bowed its head.

Two women rushed over.

Holding guns.

Jayo tried to stop them.

The women fired.

They hit the dragon.

The dragon screamed.

It attacked.

Breathing fire.

Jayo tackled Saraho.

The fire missed them.

Their team screamed.

The flames licked their flesh.

Jayo jumped up.

He pressed the distress button again.

Saraho grabbed him.

They ran.

Jayo didn’t want to leave.

He looked at his team.

The dragon chomped on them.

Slaughtering them.

Their bones crunching.

Their muscles snapping.

Their skulls shattering.

Jayo and Saraho kept running.

They had to live.

They had to warn the others.
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Captain Garret took a deep damp breath as he gripped the handrails on the top of the grey metal gunship.

As Garret felt the gunship bank and turn, he imagined the perfectly smooth aerodynamic ship slice through Dragnic’s sand filled atmosphere.

Garret looked through his helmet at his friends and brothers in arms as they hung onto the handrails as the gunship continued to turn.

He had to admit he wasn’t impressed that he had to go out and leave his mission just to save some Professors. But Garret knew his Emperor would want him to, so Garret felt forced to intervene.

The only piece of comfort he found was unlike other Captains and squads on the ship, Garret hadn’t flat out refused to go and save the team.

He didn’t know why but that disgusted him. Garret just couldn’t understand why these soldiers took had taken the oath to always protect all of the Emperor’s subjects were refusing to. They were a disgrace.

Focusing on the gunship, Garret looked at each of his friends. They didn’t look at him. They didn’t even speak to him. Garret frowned inside his helmet, could they really be that annoyed at him for not blowing up that cube?

A small part of Garret would understand their annoyance because they were there to do a mission. The mission is the priority and soldiers must do everything they can to complete the mission. 

But Garret wasn’t going to destroy a cube, a piece of technology for the sake of it. Even now he couldn’t explain it but he felt as if the cube was special. Maybe even alive.

Forcing those ridiculous thoughts away, Garret guessed, from the way his friends were preparing their weapons, that they were approaching the team of Professors. 

Pressing a button on his fully armoured body, Garret made small gaps in the gunship’s doors open.

Garret smiled as he saw miles upon miles of bright orange sandstone with a large mountain range in the far distance. He liked the look of it, but it was terrible. There was no way this would be a good battlefield or warzone. It’s way too open.

Out of the corner of his eye, Garret saw two little dots running away from something. Garret rolled his eyes at the cowardice of these professors. 

They must have heard about the horrors of the galaxy and they must have heard about even more in their precious history books. They should be able to deal with the reality of the Empire.

Then the gunship turned a little to reveal what the Professors were running from. Garret wasn’t scared, he was excited as he saw the immense dragon-like creature with its bright blue glowing scales. Its wings were the size of a football pitch and its dragon head roared.

It was amazing. Garret looked forward to shooting it. 

“Squad. Land the ship. Provide cover fire. I’ll get the Professors. Then we GO!” Garret said. 

The others nodded but Garret knew they didn’t care.

Feeling the gunship fly over to the Professors and lower, Garret held his large black metal gun and took a deep breath. 

The door opened.

Garret stormed out.

His feet crumbled the sandstone.

He flew over to the professors. 

He pointed to the gunship.

The dragon roared.

Garret raised his gun.

The dragon stormed over.

Garret fired.

The dragon screamed.

Chunks of metal scales flew off.

Garret laughed.

He charged over to the gunship.

His team jumped out.

They charged at the dragon.

Garret rolled his eyes.

He yelled at them.

The dragon smiled.

Whacking them with its tail.

Flapping its wing.

The gunship’s engines roared.

Smoke poured out the engines.

Garret’s friends fired.

The dragon roared.

Breathing fire.

Obliterating his friends.

Garret started running.

The professors grabbed him.

Garret struggled.

The dragon roared.

Garret went limp.

The Professors got him in the gunship.

They flew away.

Hearing the Dragon scream in rage behind them.
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Professor Jayo sat with his face in his hands as he sat on a cold metal box in the hangar of the Emperor’s Fist. Jayo couldn’t believe what just happened. His entire team save Saraho gone in a few minutes.

Wiping his eyes, Jayo stretched his back and tried to look around but he really didn’t want to move. He didn’t want to do anything. Especially, as he remembered watching his friends being burnt alive.

Trying to move those thoughts to the back of his mind, Jayo studied the massive shiny silver walls of the hangar with hundreds of bird-like fighters hanging on the walls. There must have been thousands of them just waiting to be unleashed on the enemy. 

Jayo felt a bit unease in the deadly silence of the hangar. He knew the hangar was like the beating heart of the defence of a ship and he would have thought the hangar would be packed full of soldiers after what happened. 

Yet he was glad it wasn’t. Jayo really just wanted to be left alone in the silence as he wondered what to do next. There were so many bodies and he was glad Saraho had wanted to sleep after what happened. 

Jayo couldn’t blame her. He wanted sleep more than anything but whenever he closed his eyes. All he could see were the burning bodies of his friends.

Breathing in the cool air with a hint of chlorine (Jayo knew the enviro-systems were going bad), he tried to cheer himself up by remembering the history of Empire hangars. 

He laughed to himself as he realised their history was actually very diverse from the small chunky, ugly hangars of the early Empires ships to these such sleeker and perfect hangars. 

Running his fingers over the smooth cold metal of the box he sat on, Jayo got out his grey metal trowel and just held it. Jayo didn’t know if it would help but he always loved the feeling of it. The feeling of about to discover something amazing and hopefully career or life changing. 

He turned slightly as Jayo heard someone walk towards him and at first Jayo looked back at his trowel. Then he realised it was the soldier who rescued him and Saraho.

Looking back at him, Jayo smiled and wow... this was the first time he had actually looked at the soldier and he was... hot. 

Jayo couldn’t help but look at his amazing smooth beautiful face with those gorgeous deep blue eyes. Jayo particularly smiled at the wonderful bun of brown hair the soldier had. He was so beautiful. And his body hiding behind his tight black t-shirt was pretty amazing too.

The soldier smiled back and pulled another metal box over and he sat opposite Jayo. 

“Thank you, Professor...” the soldier said.

“Professor Jayo of the University of Jupiter, and you?”

The soldier’s eyes widened at the name of the university. 

“Impressive, Jayo. I’m Captain Garret of...a dead squad,”

Jayo felt bad as he saw the very hot Garret’s eyes fall to the floor.

“I’m sorry for your loss. Is there anything I can do for you?” Jayo asked.

Garret looked up and his eyebrows rose. 

“Shouldn’t I be the one asking you that? You’re the one that lost your team,”

Jayo frowned as the memories of the burning bodies returned to his mind. He didn’t need the reminder. The Professor reached into a pocket and pulled out a small gold ring.

“What’s that?” Garret asked.

Jayo smiled. “It was my wedding ring. My husband... he died a few years ago. He got shot by a traitor on a warzone,”

Garret leant a little closer and rubbed Jayo’s hand. Jayo smiled. Pure electricity flowed between them. Jayo loved it. 

Jayo tried not to frown as Garret took his hand away.

“I’m sorry to hear that. I know how it feels. I hate the traitors too. Too many friends have died by their hands,”

Jayo nodded at that. He hated these people who had betrayed the Emperor and now fought to controls the Empire for themselves. They were monsters. Jayo had seen their work too many times. So much torture and death.

Knowing he was being bold (something he had never been before), Jayo asked:

“Your wife or girlfriend must miss you?”

Garret laughed at that bad attempt to hide his interest.

“No, I don’t have a girlfriend or wife. I’m more interested in our kind,”

Jayo gave Garrett an okay-I-don’t-care smile and shrug. Garret shook his head.

Staring back at the beautiful Garret, a part of Jayo wanted nothing more than to hug him and undo his hairband and see how long his beautiful hair was. Despite him knowing he was just sad over his friends, Jayo still really wanted to do it.

Garret smiled at him. Jayo wasn’t sure how to take it. He hadn’t met another hot guy since his husband was killed. 

“What’s your Master of the Ship doing?” Jayo asked.

Garret frowned briefly and leant back. Jayo wanted to kick himself as he ruined the moment.

“That’s the reason why I’m here. The Master wants you up in the bridge. He wants answers and he’s not happy in the slightest,”

Jayo rolled his eyes. The last thing he needed was some jump up military brat who thought himself god shouting at him.

“Will you be there?” Jayo asked, making him sound more desperate than he wanted to.

“Yes and so will your friend,”

Jayo had to stop himself from laughing at the idea of Saraho at a formal military briefing. She couldn’t be formal to save her life.

Knowing this was going to be fun, Jayo stood up and Garret led them towards the bridge. 

Jayo felt his grey metal trowel in his hand as he walked. He gave Garret a massive grin as he knew he was right. He always discovered something life changing (and beautiful) when he held his trowel.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER 6

[image: ]


Captain Garret led Jayo into the massive Amphitheatre-like bridge of the Emperor’s Fist. He was always a bit starstruck and amazed whenever he walked in here.

Garret loved it how each level of the bridge got higher and higher and filled with more and more officers looking at holographic screens. 

Looking dead ahead past the ground of military people in the middle, Garret gave a small smile as he stared out through the thick glass window that went floor to ceiling, at the planet below. 

Garret didn’t want to hide how amazing the bright orange sandy planet of Dragnic looked from orbit. But if the past had taught him such it was that the military does not appreciate his admiration of planets. Garret knew that was probably one of his problems with the military. 

Garret frowned as he smelt hints of sweet bitter oranges in the air as he pressed his back against the cold metal walls of the amphitheatre and watched the Professor walk towards the centre.

Garret felt awful for watching the Professor as he walked but he was attractive. He was hot. Just looking at Jayo (a very beautiful name) Garret could feel himself go lightheaded and a drip of sweat ran down his back. 

A part of Garret wanted, needed to kick himself for thinking like that. He was a servant of the Emperor and his Lord and Master had sent him to Dragnic to do a mission. Not thinking about a slim Professor, who had lost his husband.

But as Garret looked at the stunning Jayo holding his grey metal trowel, he couldn’t help himself but stare. Jayo was beautiful. Especially, in those baggy black trousers and loose slim-fitting black t-shirt. 

The sound of swiping and talking above him reminded Garret that he was on the bridge and there were a lot of people here. He couldn’t be caught staring at Jayo. Most of the soldiers didn’t like him enough as it was, Garret couldn’t afford them to hate him even more.

Ignoring the other soldiers that lined the wall of the amphitheatre bridge, Garret focused on the military people near Jayo. There were only three officers.

Garret’s eyes narrowed as he forgot about the two guards in the centre and focused on the Master of the Emperor’s Fist.

In all honesty, Garret never liked him and even more Garret felt his blood boil slightly at the sight of him. He was so arrogant and demanding, not what a Master should be.

The Master of the Ship wore disgusting, posh long light blue robes with golden crescent moons sowed into the fabric. Garret wanted to look away as he looked at the Master’s long Gaul face that looked unnatural and pale.

Hearing someone else enter the bridge, Garret tried not to laugh as he saw Saraho walk into the bridge like it was her own home. This was going to be interesting. But he just hoped Jayo would be okay.

“Thank you for finally joining us. You professors do take your time,” the Master said, his voice rough and unloved.

“That’s okay, Pet,” Saraho said, looking at the Master.

The Master’s frown deepened.

“Why have you summoned us here?” Jayo said in his beautiful, smooth voice.

The Master’s hands formed fists. Garret prepared himself. The Master relaxed.

“Because of your stupid dig, my men are dead. Captain Garret is a failure. The planet is a problem now,”

Garret wanted to step forward and protest at his so-called failure but he stopped when he saw Jayo frowning at the Master. His eyes angry.

A part of Garret was shocked. He had never had someone want or look like they wanted to stand up for him before. Especially not a non-military person. Garret couldn’t tell if Jayo was stupid or brave.

“What problem have we created?” Jayo asked.

The Master’s eyes narrowed. “You have created the problem here, Professor,”

“I asked for a military escort. You denied it,” Jayo said.

“I am in charge. I-”

“Master I am Professor Jayo. I have the Emperor’s personal thanks. Who do you think outranks who in His eyes?”

Garret couldn’t help but smile. 

The Master took a long deep breath. 

“You will fix this,” the Master said.

He whipped out a gun.

Pointing it at Saraho.

“Or I will kill her,”

Jayo frowned. 

Garret stepped forward. “Stand down, Master. He is not your enemy. Tell us what is happening,”

Everyone on the bridge stopped and looked at Garret. He wondered if any of them had made a bet on whether the Master hits him or not.

The Master eyed Garret and lowered his gun.

“Thank you, Pet,”

Garret nodded.

The Master waved his hand making the glass window of the planet below become covered in bright red holograms of dragons.

Garret tried to study them but there wasn’t a pattern. It looked so random and chaotic, there were dragons all over the planet. In the cool south, the freezing north and the boiling central regions.

A sense of adventure and wanting to kill filled Garret. He wanted to complete his mission and attack these creatures for his Emperor. He didn’t want anyone else on the Emperor’s Fist to die. Especially not Jayo.

“Ever since your mistake and your stupid dig, dragons have been awakening all over the planet. At different times. Different locations. Different sizes of Dragons,”

Garret’s eyes narrowed as he saw Jayo ignore the Master and walk towards the holograms on the planet.

Garret walked forward. “See something Professor,”

“Don’t be stupid, Garret. Of course he doesn’t. He’s a silly little-”

Garret shot a warning look at the Master.

“Saraho,” Jayo said.

“Yes Pet,”

“What if these different types aren’t dragons?”

Saraho smiled and walked over to Jayo. Garret did the same. He had no idea what the Professor was talking about.

“Pet what if these different types are subspecies?”

“Oh that would be amazing,”

The Master stomped on the cold grey metal ground.

“What is your plan for stopping and killing them?”

Jayo frowned as he continued to look at the holograms. 

“I am a Professor, not a killer,”

The Master walked over to Jayo.

Whipped out his gun.

Pressed it against his head.

Garret shot forward.

Soldiers grabbed him.

They whacked him in the stomach.

Garret stopped struggling.

“Professor, you might not be a killer. But I am. I will protect this ship and my people. Your lives don’t matter to me,”

Saraho shook her head. “Well Pet. That’s not very Champion, is it?”

“No,” Jayo said.

Knowing sooner or later the Master would shoot, Garret knew he needed to speak but he had no idea what to do. He clearly didn’t understand what the professors were looking at.

“Jayo, what do you need?” Garret asked.

For some silly reason, Garret really wanted Jayo to say he needed him, but he knew he was being silly. The Master would probably shoot them all for saying that.

Jayo continued to stare at the hologram and whisper something to Saraho. Garret tried to struggle against the soldiers but they wouldn’t let him go. 

“Master Pet, looky here at tha biggy hologram,” 

The Master frowned and both him and Garret looked at the largest red hologram in the far north of the planet.

“What!” the Master shouted.

Jayo waved his fingers in the air. “I believe this is an ancient temple construct. The history books are filled with references to these places,”

The Master nodded.

“Tha books say the large amount of dragons are always found neat tha temples, Pet,”

The Master smiled and Garret was concerned he might crack his own face. The Master turned to Garret.

“You alone with go with them,”

Garret was about to protest.

“Captain Garret, you are a failure. You allowed your team to die. You should have died with them. Go with the Professors or I will make you join your team. The choice is yours,”

Looking at Jayo, Garret didn’t want to go with them. He didn’t want to be responsible for Jayo’s safety but Garret didn’t know if he would trust anyone else with this beautiful man’s safety. 

Nodding to the Master, Garret turned around and left with the beautiful Jayo and Saraho behind him. Garret just wanted to complete his mission and keep Jayo safe.
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Professor Jayo stepped out of the perfectly aerodynamic silver gunship and immediately felt the bitter cold of the far north of Dragnic. He hated the cold, he hadn’t even expected it to be this cold.

But what amazed him even more was despite the freezing air, that made him shiver, the massive dragon temple was in the centre of another immense plane of orange sandstone.

Jayo cocked his head as he looked at the ground. There was something strange about the sandstone. He remembered when he first got to the planet he thought it was strange how the planet was made completely from sandstone. Jayo still didn’t know how it happened. It shouldn’t be possible, but it was.

Breathing in the freezing cold air that felt like it coated his lungs in ice with every breath, Jayo stared up at the massive orange sandstone cone in front of them. 

Jayo shook his head as he realised that this was the amazing dragon temple he had wanted to find. He hadn’t expected it to look like this at all. After all, this was only a massive cone that was made of pure sandstone. It wasn’t grand but it wasn’t small.

Jayo’s eyes narrowed on the cone itself and he noticed Saraho was doing the same. They both knew the cone was a little off, it was too perfect for a planet like Dragnic. Through the geological processes alone the cone would have been damaged and chipped. 

But it was a perfectly smooth cone. Too smooth to be natural.

Hearing the clicking and humming of gorgeous Garret’s gun, Jayo tried not to smile too much as he turned to face that beautiful soldier. 

Jayo wanted to try and impress Garret with his knowledge (or lack thereof) of the history of these dragon temples. But instead he could only stare at Garret and admire his well-fitting body armour, his smooth wonderful face and that beautiful bun of long brown hair.

If Jayo was at university, he probably would have kicked himself for thinking like this, he was a serious academic. (Well he used to be before people started hating him) Jayo didn’t stare and get lost in people’s amazing looks. He didn’t know why or what was so different with Garret?

Seeing Garret smile back at him, Jayo felt his heart thump and he turned back to the dragon temple. And he smiled as he saw a little imperfection in the cone.

Pointing at it, Saraho nodded and they all walked towards what looked like a little gap in-between the edges of the cone.

After a few minutes, Jayo led the team to the gap, and he instantly remembered what it felt like to be at the bottom of a canyon and look up. Seeing stone rise high, high above you. 

Jayo cocked his head as he wondered how it was formed and the purpose of it. His mind started to think about the weather processes, the history of the dragon and so much more.

A dragon roar ripped through the air.

Jayo walked into the small sandstone gap between the edges of the canyon. The others followed him and Jayo was surprised the gap was so small considering dragons use to use this temple. Or did they? 

Jayo wanted to find out.

After a few minutes of walking through the small sandstone gap, Jayo’s mouth dropped as they entered an amazing inner chamber inside the temple. Jayo couldn’t believe how amazing it looked.

Taking a deep breath and forcing his mind to stop, there was a large plain looking dome in the middle. But Jayo was instantly excited as he saw all the little details of the perfectly smooth domed chamber of the temple. It was amazing. Jayo couldn’t even start to understand how the dragons had got this immense chamber so smooth without machines.

Jayo’s eyes widened as he considered the possibility of the dragons having machines. They were metal and machines, so could they have machines? That could rewrite the history books if the dragons were more advance than previously thought.

Really forcing himself to stop thinking so much, Jayo focused on the various dragon heads high up on the domed ceiling. They were large and very close to the top of the cone. Jayo wasn’t sure their purpose but they were probably just decorative.

Walking into the inner chamber some more, Jayo smiled when he heard Saraho give a massive gasp of amazement and she started to walk around quickly. He wouldn’t want to be inside her mind. His was busy enough.

Breathing in the dusty, stale air of the chamber, Jayo fought the urge to gag as the chamber was disturbed for probably the first time in millions of years.

The sound of howling wind outside made Jayo frowned as he wondered what was the chance of a sandstorm so far north. He hoped that wouldn’t be the case.

“Pet, Laddie look at this,” Saraho said.

Garret ignored her and kept looking around. 

Jayo cocked his head and his eyes narrowed as he looked at the centre of the chamber. At first he had dismissed it because it looked like a plain sandstone dome in the middle that was waist high. But as Jayo focused on it, it looked more interesting.

Walking over to Saraho, Jayo’s eyebrows rose as he saw Saraho point towards a little dragon symbol that looked to be eating a snake. 

Both Saraho and Jayo looked at each other. He remembered all the ecological scans he did when they first arrived. There were no snakes on the planet, so why draw one here?

Jayo crouched a little bit so he was eye level with the symbol. He couldn’t understand why they’d put a symbol on a sandstone dome. What if it wasn’t a plain dome? 

Getting out his trusty grey metal trowel, Jayo smiled as he tapped the dome gently. Sandstone crumbled away revealing something glowing blue behind it.

Saraho crouched down next to him. Jayo held out his palm and he felt like he was being scanned. 

Moments later, the sandstone crumbled away. Revealing a large metal dome glowing dark blue that was humming to life. 

Standing up Jayo smiled as his gorgeous Garret wandered over clearly impressed and Saraho hugged him.

A bright blue hologram of the planet flared to life. Including the Emperor’s Fist and the space hulk in orbit with lots of bright green spots on the planet.

“What’s that Jayo?” Garret asked.

Jayo loved the way garret said his name. 

“I don’t know. It looks like the map is showing us a live feed of the planet. I think the dragons were more advance than we knew,”

“I agree Pet. Tha books always said dragons were just that dragons. They never said techie,”

“Probably because we never found any technology. We haven’t on our digs,” Jayo said.

Garret pointed to the glowing yellow dot in the north. 

“Is that us?” 

Jayo nodded. “Probably but...” 

He couldn’t help but feel the map was off slightly and very wrong. It couldn’t be a fault because the map showed the Emperor’s Fist in perfect position. 

Saraho started nodding. “Oh Pet, that’s Champion. Very clever of ya dragons,”

Garret shook his head. “Someone care to explain,”

Jayo pointed to the glowing yellow dot and Saraho showed Garret a true map of the planet using his army-issued dataslate.

“You see Garret, everything on the planet is off by a factor of three thousand. On the hologram it looks tiny but in real life it’s massive,”

Garret slowly nodded. “Why do it?”

The howling wind outside got louder.

“Pet, if ya hiding something. How best to keep ya enemy away?”

Garret walked over to Jayo. Jayo loved the feeling of Garret’s warm body so close to him. 

“Where are we heading next?” Garret asked.

The non-academic part of him so badly wanted to suggest something... biological but Jayo was too focused on the academics here. This temple chamber alone was enough to rewrite history. 

A loud roar ripped through the chamber.

The ground shook.

A dragon head smashed onto the ground.
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Captain Garret felt the massive orange sandstone dome shake and vibrate. His military training kicked in. He guessed he might only have a minute or two before the dragons attacked.

He needed to think.

Looking around Garret clocked the massive sandstone dragon heads were shaking. They were bound to fall off any moment. There was no escape up.

Breathing in the sandy damp cool air of the dome, Garret turned to face the small gap they had entered the dome through. It was shaking. Garret had no idea how much longer the gap would last until it collapsed. 

As much as he hated it for being like a canyon that could collapse on top of them at any moment.

It was their only escape.

Hearing another dragon roar rip through the air, Garret pressed his fingers hard against the cold black metal of his gun. He was going to be prepared.

Turning to the two Professors, Garret wanted to stare and admire his beautiful Jayo with that amazing face and hair. But he had to protect Jayo and Saraho.

Garret frowned at the professors. They were both too busy studying the massive holographic map of the planet in the middle of the chamber.

The sandstone dome temple shook.

Sandstone dragon heads smashed.

Kicking up dust.

The air was thick with dust.

Garret cleared his eyes.

The Professors screamed.

The temple exploded.

A dragon tailed smashed into the temple.

Obliterating the top of the temple.

Sandstone crashed around them.

The hologram was annihilated.

Garret charged over.

He grabbed the Professors.

Dragging them to the sandstone gap.

He pushed them through.

More sandstone smashed around him.

The Professors ran through the gap.

Garret was about to join them.

A massive metallic claw stomped behind it.

Garret spun.

It was a massive dragon.

It roared.

Garret fired.

He charged. 

Running through the gap.

He charged out of it.

His feet destroying the sandstone ground.

He kept running.

Garret could see the aerodynamic grey gunship.

It was taking off.

The Professors were flying in.

Garret hurried.

He flew at it.

Another dragon roar ripped through the air.

The gunship was about to leave. 

Garret jumped.

He was about to miss.

He slashed at the air.

His fingers missed the gunship.

He was falling.

Saraho grabbed his arm.

Pulling him in.

Jayo punched the controls.

The gunship flew off.

Feeling the cold metal deck as he fell on it, Garret took long deep breaths as he tried to recover from his extreme run. He loved the action and a good run but that was a little extreme even for him.

Not bothering to move, Garret simply laid there catching his breath. He could still smelt the damp sand air with new hints of sweat from his running. Garret still wouldn’t have it any other way. 

Hearing the engines hum and spatter a little, Garret rolled his eyes as he wondered if some sand or worse had gotten into the engines. Maybe he could check it out later, but for now all he wanted to do was lay here and recover. 

He still couldn’t believe the power of that dragon. Garret had barely seen it probably because the attack had happened so fast. But it still unnerved him. 

When a beautiful man stood over him wearing his amazing loose black t-shirt and those wonderful baggy trousers, Garret couldn’t help but smile as he looked at Jayo. 

If he was a teenager, Garret had no doubt he would kick Jayo to the floor to join him. He was surprised it was so relaxing laying down on the cold metal deck of the gunship. 

“You okay?” Jayo asked.

Garret simply nodded. He wasn’t going to show any weakness in front of his beautiful Jayo. 

Jayo sat down next to Garret and he placed Garret’s hand in his. Garret wasn’t going to say no.

“Thanks for getting us out. I plotted our coordinates to our next stop,”

“Where’s that?” Garrett asked.

“Me and Saraho managed to find the correct location of another much larger temple. Maybe that can give us some answers,”

Garret smiled and rubbed Jayo’s smooth soft hands.

“You’re very clever,”

“I try,”

“So do I Pet,” Saraho said, walking over with a puzzled look on her.

“What’s wrong?” Jayo asked.

“Just ran some orbit-y scans, Pet. There are five new ships,”

Garret’s eyes narrowed. He wanted to ask more but these were Professors. They weren’t military soldiers who could tell one signature of a ship from another. Let alone tell by looking at the ship if it was friendly or not. 

But this was weird. He hadn’t heard anything about new ships joining the Emperor’s Fist. Pushing those thoughts away, Garret shook it off as probably the Master not telling him things. The idiot. 

“How long until we reach this much larger temple?” Garret asked.

Jayo rubbed Garret’s hand. “Judging by our speed and the weather conditions-”

Three massive roars ripped through the air.

Garret tensed.

He shot up.

Something smashed into the gunship.

Ripping its back off.

Garret flew out.

Jayo grabbed him.

The gunship screamed.

Chunks of metal flew off.

They were going down.
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Professor Jayo gripped Garret’s strong beautiful arms as the gunship went down.

Jayo could feel the air whip past him. The air was screaming.

Jayo wanted to try and do something but he couldn’t. He could only hold on as the gunship plummeted towards the ground.

The air was screaming past him. Jayo couldn’t hear anything else.

The gunship smashed into the ground. 

Jayo flew out. 

Landing in cold wet sandstone.

Forcing him to stand up, Jayo felt his entire body ache as it tried to deal with being thrown out of a crashing gunship. Everything from his feet to his chest to his back ached. 

Looking around Jayo tried to see but his vision was cloudy. He could barely make out the massive endless orange sandstone plane they had crashed on. It was so open. 

A part of Jayo wondered if his gorgeous Garret would have preferred to crash somewhere less exposed and opened. Jayo supposed if the dragons had attacked him then this would be the perfect place to ambush them. 

There was no hope for escape here.

Smelling thick black smoke and smouldering technology, Jayo‘s vision cleared and his mouth dropped as he saw the wreckage of the gunship engulfed in flames, pumping out massive columns of toxic black smoke.

He took a step forward.

He fell to the ground.

Feeling the orange sandstone crumble slightly under his weight, Jayo wanted to crawl over to the wreckage to make sure Saraho and Garret were okay. He knew his and Saraho’s adventurous lifestyle would kill them at some point. But not today. It couldn’t be today.

Jayo tried to crawl forward at the idea of his gorgeous Garret being in trouble but his body ached too much.

“What ya doing down there, Pet?” Saraho said.

Jayo shook his head and smile as he looked up at Saraho, who didn’t have a single cut or burn mark on her. Maybe she would survive a little longer. 

She helped Jayo up and Jayo gave a relieved moan when he saw Garret’s face and wonderful brown hair in his tight bun slowly wander over to them.

Just seeing Garret was okay made Jayo relax a little. He wanted to jump on Garrett and give him a hug but Jayo didn’t want him to think he was clingy or desperate. He was just glad Garret was okay.

“What was that?” Jayo asked.

Garret held his black metal gun loosely and looked around.

“Those damn dragons,” he said.

Jayo wanted to say something but he felt something in his hand move and pulse warm energy up his arm. It felt nice compared to the cold air.

Three blue dragons landed around them.

They were trapped.

The dragons stomped their metallic feet.

Garret tensed.

Aiming his gun.

But Jayo didn’t do anything. Watching the dragons circle the three of them, Jayo was sure there was something more to these dragons. 

His eyes narrowed on the beautiful glowing blue metallic scales of each dragon. They were so beautiful and wondrous but they didn’t feel dangerous.

Jayo remembered the history books spoke about the dragons as cruel, destroyer of worlds but as he looked at them and their long scaly dragon heads. Jayo didn’t see monsters, he saw creatures inspecting them. Like a cat who had just discovered a new object, not quite sure of it just yet.

Garret aimed his gun.

Jayo felt his hand glow a little and he placed his hand over Garret’s gun. Making him lower it.

The dragons stopped and lowered their heads a little. One dragon even lowered his massive metallic head down to Jayo’s eye level. Jayo walked towards it, wondering if it was their leader.

“What are you doing!” Garret shouted.

Holding out his hand, Jayo could feel it glowing a faint blue and the dragons seemed to relax a little.

“Since I touched that dragon, I felt something inside me. I don’t think these dragons want to kill us,”

“What about tha team, Pet?”

“And my friends?” 

“The military team was self-defence. Our Team I’m not sure,”

The leader dragon approached Jayo slowly and it looked like it was smiling. Revealing rows upon rows of terrifying metallic teeth. Jayo tried to relax. He hoped he was right.

“Saraho, our team must have been down to faulty programming. Think about three million years asleep. There must have been... a power reboot,”

Jayo could hear Saraho whisper and explain it to Garret. 

Placing his glowing hand gently on the snout of the massive blue metallic dragon, Jayo smiled as a trace of power shot up his arm.

Rubbing the dragon’s snout gently, Jayo said:

“It’s okay. We aren’t going to hurt you. Us three will protect you,” 

The dragon seemed to nod and kiss Jayo’s glowing hand before flying away. Jayo needed to remember this day for the rest of his life. It was amazing. 

Saraho and Garret walked over to him and they all smiled at each other. Jayo wasn’t exactly sure why but it felt like they all had just witnessed something precious, that no one else in the Human Empire (save maybe the Emperor) would ever see. It was like their own personal secret.

“I sent a distress call to the Emperor’s Fist. It should be a few hours before they can be bothered to answer it,” Garret said, holding a military issue black dataslate. 

Jayo nodded. He fully intended to use this time to get to know Garret and hopefully undo Garrett’s bun, and run his fingers through his gorgeous long brown hair.  
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Captain Garret stared out into the distance and looked at all the miles upon miles of flat orange sandstone as he sat.

He knew what his beautiful Jayo had done had scared off the three dragons but he still felt uneasy. He was a military man so the idea of the enemy going away and not attacking seemed... silly. But if the Professors thought the dragons were gone maybe Garret would trust them.

Feeling the soft orange sandstone crumble under his weight slightly, Garret remembered what he had thought about professors earlier. Something about academics only talk and don’t do any action when it comes down to it.

Garret had to smile at that comment now. He hated how wrong he had been, these professors might have been braver than some of his old friends. The fools.

He cocked his head at that idea. What if it wasn’t Garret’s fault they were dead? What if the Master of the Emperor’s Fist was wrong?

Smelling the hints of smouldering wreckage of the gunship and the traces of black smoke in the air, Garret nodded. He was right and if what the professors had said was correct. Then he didn’t need to feel guilty for watching his friends die. It was their fault for attacking the dragons instead of evacuating the professors like he ordered.

He wasn’t guilty. Garret felt a massive wave of relief wash over him as he realised that. 

The sound of the last remaining flames crackle on the wreckage made Garret turn slightly to see Saraho crouching near the wreckage and throwing sand at it. He didn’t even want to know what she was doing. Maybe some sort of experiment.

Out of the corner of his eye, Garret saw his amazing, beautiful Jayo sat down opposite him. Garret stared briefly at his beautiful smooth face and that amazing loose black t-shirt. Jayo smiled at Garret.

Garret couldn’t believe how amazing he looked even after surviving a crash and being attacked. So few soldiers even looked that good after surviving less.

Seeing Jayo was smiling and looking at the bright night sky, Garret did the same and he couldn’t see what the fuss was about. Sure there were thousands of bright stars in the sky including the Emperor’s Fist and those other ships. But they were just that, stars and ships.

Garret wondered for a moment what the professor saw. Maybe he saw processes happening, the travelling of light and all that stuff. Garret shook his head and focused back on the beautiful man opposite him.

“What do you see?” Garret asked.

Jayo laughed at the question. “I see the stars travelling at thousands of miles per hour. Emitting light so far away we don’t even know if the star is still there. The light can still be travelling towards us but the light source would be dead,”

Garret’s eyes widened.

“I see millions of solar systems. Some filled with aliens, some filled with humans, all filled with amazing opportunities for the Emperor. And some filled with... traitors,”

Garret could see Jayo’s fear and sadness grip him as he said that. His shoulder rolled forward and his entire body lost its confidence.

“I’m sorry,” Garret said.

“You must think me as weak or pathetic. You must have fought the traitors lots of times,”

Garret moved a little closer. “Yes, it doesn’t make it any easier. Seeing those humans twisted and deranged. Saying... all sorts of hateful things towards our Emperor. Wanting the Empire to burn. It isn’t easy,”

Jayo looked at the sandstone ground.

“How did it happen if you don’t might me asking? Garret asked.

Jayo looked into Garret’s eyes. Garret liked it. 

“Me and my husband were on holiday exploring the ancient wrecks of Gallicu 9. It was amazing. Those wrecks are impressive,” Jayo said, smiling.

Garret’s eyebrows rose. He remembered passing them from a mission a few years ago. Jayo was right they were impressive. Garret knew it was great how the wrecks had survived for so long, but he was more impressed by the weapons on those ships.

“Then the traitors must have infiltrated the system because they took the planet so quickly. My husband Harro was a soldier so he tried to fight. He wanted to defend his Glorious Emperor’s Realm,”

Garret braced for the ending.

“The traitors, their leader actually The Herald of The End, such a stupid name.  grabbed my husband and made me stare into his eyes and he crushed his bones and crushed the life out of him,”

Garret’s mouth dropped. He didn’t know what to say. Garret had only heard whispers of The Herald of The End, he always believed it to be a scary story to keep recruits in line.

“I’m sorry,”

“Don’t be Garret. I’m sure you’ve seen worse,”

Garret opened his mouth and wanted to tell him he had, but he hadn’t. Garret had seen his friends die, been tortured, blown up. But never had he seen the love of his life crushed to death in front of him.

Jayo moved closer. Garret loved the feeling of his body warmth so close to him.

Seeing Jayo was staring back at the ground, Garret put his arm around Jayo’s shoulder. Jayo fell into his arm and Garret couldn’t, didn’t want to imagine what Jayo had experienced. As a soldier, Garret knew with absolute certainty that he was meant to stare at all danger and never show fear. He believed in that tenant. He believed solely in the ability and the mission of the Emperor. But even Garret doubted he could survive what Jayo did without being harmed.

A part of Garret wanted to push Jayo away and send him on the first ship far away from Dragnic. He didn’t want to let Jayo into his heart so
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