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My glorious brothers and sisters and parents are never meant to wake up again, they are always meant to sleep in their eternal darkness so the many warring, fighting and killing fractions in the galaxy can never find them and hurt them, but I already know someone is coming to kill them.

And that is something I absolutely have to stop.

You see my name is Smogical O’Dragon, and I’m an Ancient One, and I sort of feel like stupid humans might call me a dragon, with my massive fiery orange metallic scales, sword-like teeth and cold robotic eyes but I, well, when you put it that way I suppose I really am a dragon of sorts, and I do take my duty of watching over my sisters and brothers and parents extremely seriously.

My long claws bite into the cold grey slate rock as I rested my massive dragon body on top of an immense slate valley with a deep, very dark (and rather scary looking) serpentine canyon below me. I couldn’t see the bottom but I could see endless darkness that probably stretched on for hundreds and hundreds of metres.

If I was really interested in the twisted canyon with its darkness, smooth slate sides and sweet-smelling air, I might have breathed some fire into it, but I wasn’t. And I could sort of sense that the person coming towards me wasn’t doing what a normal person might do, and walk down in the canyon.

They were doing something a lot more ambitious. They were climbing the rocky slate mountains either side of the valley.

As I’m a dragon, I have no problem doing that because I can flap my wings and fly about, but these humans, aliens or whatever is coming to hurt me, don’t have that option. If they did, I would have seen them by now so they must be climbing the sharp, deadly slate rocks by hand.

A very deadly feat indeed.

The icy cold grey slate smooth tops of the mountain wasn’t anything too dangerous at first glance, and thankfully because I was so big and skilful (mountain flying is basically a hobby at this point in life. I need something to do when I’m not protecting my species) I knew all the weak points of the mountain tops. 

I did rather like the perfectly flat and smooth slate mountain tops because they were like me and my species in a way. They looked so beautiful and calming but in reality, they were deadly and filled with little weak points that any unsuspecting soul could and would simply fall through to die.

The sound of the sweet-smelling air howling across the massive mountain range, down the valley and beyond howled, whistled and popped in my robotic ears as I started to smell the subtle hints of another living thing on the mountain. It was a lot stronger than I expected so the enemy was closer and it left the soul taste of freshly roasted pork in my mouth.

Personally I’ve never really understood why people come to the mountain range. The entire reason why a small detachment of my species chose this planet for the Great Sleep instead of our homeworld, was because it was isolated, cold and so deadly with all the wildlife that no idiot would ever want to come here.

Clearly I was as wrong as I could ever be.

But I suppose in a way that this planet has served us well for the past three million years, I have only had to defend the mountain ten times from different aliens and even the soft pinkie and black things called humans. I don’t understand how they survive out here, but they somehow manage.

They all scream and shout and order me of all people to wake up my species so these invaders can rule my species and use us to kill on their orders.

It is such an outrageous, disgusting idea that I just hate them, and I will protect my brothers, sisters and parents no matter what.

“Hello Ancient One,” a young man said.

I immediately focused on the young human male that was climbing over the top of the mountain top, he was so skinny without a gram of muscle on him. But he didn’t seem to be shaking, cold or struggling whatsoever, he actually seemed to be thriving out here.

He was clearly an impressive creature for a human so I just had to be extremely careful.

The young man finished climbing over the top and stood proudly on the mountain top with wide cold eyes as he looked like he was studying every single millimetre of the grey slate mountain top just in case there were any dangers.

The young human was a very tall (for their species) man, his smooth perfectly maintained skin and his striking blue eyes were the first thing I actually noticed about him. But I was even more impressed with the man’s sheer aura of calmness, relaxation and all with a subtle note of authority.

As the sweet-smelling air continued to blow and howl across the top of the mountain, the young man’s short brown hair blew around slightly towards the back, and I got the sense his hair was definitely in need of a cut because this man didn’t scream the long-hair style to me.

“I’ve travelled a lot way to see you,” the young man said. “My name is Doctor Riley of the Sirens of Ares,”

I just smiled at the mention of those horrid creatures. Now I understood that I wasn’t very familiar with humans, their politics and their soldiers, but I make a point to understand what alien races are creating superhuman soldiers, and that was exactly what humanity had done. The stupid creatures.

In their Emperor’s wisdom (amazing man by the way and pleasure to meet him 3 million years ago) humanity had seriously decided to create superhuman soldiers called Angels of Death and Hope, split them into legions and one of them was called the Sirens of Ares.

Of course I’ve had no reason to meet them too many times over the course of the past three million years (I think they’ve only been around for 100,000 years to be honest) but I know they’re zealot, evil and just flat out abominable traitors to their Emperor.

And if they wanted me and my species then they clearly wanted to use us to burn humanity and its so-called Great Human Empire to the ground.

“What do you want?” I asked.

Riley smiled for a moment and I had a massive urge to just unleash torrents of fire upon this foolish mortal for daring to come here.

“You are the Ancient Ones and I do not want you for your power,” Riley said. “I want a little slice of your knowledge,”

Of all the different things my various attackers have wanted from me over the past three million years, I have to admit this mortal had to be the most interesting. And as he took a few more steps towards me I could smell his earthy aftershave and for a scientist he was rather clean shaven and he just felt wrong.

I seriously doubted he was a scientist so he was a liar, deceiver and clearly a man that couldn’t be trusted.

I couldn’t allow him to get closer to my brothers and sisters and parents.

“You once met the Emperor,” Riley said, “I need to know who the women were with him,”

I felt my metallic stomachs churn, my gears grind against each other and I instantly felt extremely sick. It was impossible for him to know that the Emperor wasn’t alone.

The entire meeting with the Emperor had been over three million years ago when the early forms of humans were still developing. That was exactly how me and the other small detachment of my species that met with him just knew, clear as day, that the Emperor was not completely human.

There had been two long people with the Emperor but he had all taken a vow of secrecy to basically forget those two other people. I don’t even who they were or why it is was so critical that they had to be forgotten.

How the hell did he know?

“Why do you want to know?” I asked.

“They are the answer to all the traitor’s problems. If we find these two people then the Emperor will fall, the Empire will burn and the Lord of War shall be reign forever,” Riley said.

I just shook my head. As much as I wanted to believe that these were seriously only the words of a madman, I knew they weren’t. The Lord of War was their foul, evil and Emperor-awful leader who had fought against the Empire for thousands of years and burned so many planets to ash that I really hated him.

And he hadn’t even attacked my species yet.

Riley kept walking towards me. “You will tell me,”

“I don’t remember,” I said. It was a lie of course because I was basically a robot so my memory banks would record it all but I just needed to buy myself enough time to get out of this mess.

I flapped my wings. Trying to make myself seem as big and dangerous and scary as I possibly could.

Riley laughed. “Tell me what you do remember or I will order the fleet in high orbit to open fire upon the sleep chamber,”

I smiled. “It’s impossible for you to know that,”

Riley just laughed a little more and waved his hand.

An immense fireball flew down from orbit. I spun around. The fireball smashed into the mountain kilometres away.

Immense explosions lit up the horizon. Thick black columns of smoke rose high into the sky.

Riley had just murdered some of my people but hopefully that would have activated some of the security measures in the deeper sleep chambers so my people might awaken and save me.

Time was the only ally I had until then.

“Who are these people?” I asked firmly.

Riley gestured me to walk with him, I shook my head but he decided to start pacing around me in horrible circles.

“It is a wide held belief within the Traitor legions that the Emperor is no human. He is... an humanoid alien with immense power, knowledge and lifespan,”

I could sort of see the logic of all that.

“I have worked out and traced a lot of human knowledge to understand the Emperor and the race he could have come from. Four million years there was a humanoid alien race known as the C’Tau,”

My metallic stomach tightened into an agonising knot, I had known and spoken to the C’Tau plenty of times but he was wrong about the Emperor.

The Emperor couldn’t have been the C’Tau because it was the Ancient Ones that slaughtered them all, and I should know considering I led the attack. 

Then I noticed the stupid mortal human was smiling at me, he hadn’t said that because he believed it, he had only said it because he wanted to see my reaction of all things.

“Okay,” Riley said, “so he can’t be the C’Tau. What about the Aledraio?”

Riley just laughed on purpose this time. That small petite alien race was so small and pathetic, that the only reason why their trans-galactic Empire had lasted for as long as it did was because of their cunning, agility and brutality on the battlefield.

But again, they were all dead in the Milky Way now not that I ever had anything to do with that raid. That rather scary honour belonged to another alien race that is also long dead.
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