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The Last Directive Series is an expansive, high-octane saga that shatters every illusion about power and survival. In this universe, empires crumble from within and ancient forces collide with raw human ambition. Every installment is a relentless journey through brutal conflict and existential revelations, challenging you to confront a destiny where fate is forged by violence, betrayal, and the unstoppable march of inevitable change.

Black Dawn

BLACK DAWN IS THE EXPLOSIVE cornerstone of the series—a visceral plunge into a universe where every secret of power is laid bare. This novel delivers relentless action and piercing insight as it exposes the dark, unyielding mechanisms that drive cosmic collapse. With every page, Black Dawn shatters comforting myths and forces you to confront the ruthless reality of interstellar warfare and the inevitability of empire decay. Its narrative intensity and uncompromising prose create an immersive experience that challenges your perceptions of fate, survival, and the true cost of ambition.

Battle of Paawan

BATTLE OF PAAWAN AMPLIFIES the saga with explosive combat and dramatic stakes that redefine interstellar conflict. This electrifying tale thrusts you into the heart of war, where strategic brilliance and raw physical might collide in a symphony of chaos and heroism. Every confrontation is painted with visceral detail, revealing not only the ferocity of battle but also the deep scars left on those who dare to fight. In Battle of Paawan, the clash of titanic forces and the bitter realities of warfare become the crucible in which the fate of civilizations is sealed, enriching the series with layers of intense action and profound emotional turmoil.

Escape to Hun-Kal

ESCAPE TO HUN-KAL IS a high-adrenaline odyssey of survival and defiance that deepens the intricate world of The Last Directive. This pulse-pounding narrative follows daring escapes and desperate resistance, capturing the raw essence of life on the edge of obliteration. Every moment is a test of ingenuity and courage as characters navigate treacherous landscapes and internal conflicts, striving to carve out hope in a realm of relentless danger. Escape to Hun-Kal not only builds critical backstory for pivotal characters but also enriches the overarching mythology, providing a dynamic counterpoint to the brutal forces that govern this collapsing cosmos.

Zero Soul

ZERO SOUL, THE SECOND full-length novel in the series, delves into the paradox of identity amid relentless chaos. This powerful narrative explores the dark underbelly of existence, where ancient systems of order and adaptation collide in a maelstrom of transformation and existential dread. Zero Soul challenges you to question what it means to be human in a universe ruled by unyielding logic and raw, brutal force. Its rich tapestry of philosophical inquiry and explosive action redefines survival and the price of ultimate power, cementing its place as a crucial, thought-provoking chapter in The Last Directive Series.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

The Last Directive: Escape to HUN-KAL

[image: ]


Space Marine Walker’s jets burned a furious orange as they counteracted the brutal velocity of his drop, slowing him to a controlled descent. The surface beneath him wasn’t much to look at—just a bleak, uneven expanse of stone and industrial infrastructure clinging to it like a parasite. Officially classified as a moon, the place was nothing more than an oversized rock drifting through the void, one that had been forcibly tamed by the will of its architects. Artificial gravity generators clawed it down, holding it fast, while a breathable atmosphere had been chemically engineered and contained within the thin, ever-thrumming atmospheric field. It was a rock, yes—but one that had been given lungs.

Above, a scattered graveyard of war machines loomed in orbit, caught between states of ruin and renewal. Ships of all sizes drifted under the supervision of repair scaffolds and dry docks, some gutted to their skeletal frames, others awaiting judgment in the slow-moving queue for refit. Further out, vessels lingered in a holding pattern, distant enough not to interfere with station operations yet close enough to rush in should hostilities arise. The entire shipyard had the eerie stillness of a battlefield long after the fighting had ceased—a silence heavy with the ghosts of past conflicts and the anticipation of future ones.

Captain Thalia’s stealth scout ship, sleek and predatory, ghosted away from the drop site, its thrusters whisper-quiet against the void. She piloted it with a casual expertise, knowing precisely where to slip in unnoticed. Among the waiting fleet, where dozens of vessels lay in limbo, her ship would be invisible—not through cloaking or deception, but simply by hiding in plain sight. A vessel in line for docking was just another part of the scenery, and no one wasted time scrutinizing the expected. The ship was small, barely more than a cockpit and cargo hold, designed for two personnel and the precious payload they were here to extract.

The journey from the inner system had been long, the silence between stars broken only by the quiet hum of engines and their own distractions. Thalia hadn’t anticipated the way she and Walker would pass the time. As his superior officer, it was well within regulations—though it wasn’t exactly her style. It had been a calculated indulgence, a fleeting convergence of bodies born from stress and proximity. They shared something now, a bond formed in fire and pressure, but she knew better than to romanticize it. Chemistry and pheromones—nothing more. It would fade when the war did. Until then, she could afford to let the memory linger at the edges of her mind, something to temper the cold calculus of command.

Her fingers danced over the console as she watched Walker’s descent on the display screen, a holographic projection integrated with the ship’s combat information center (CIC). The system was designed for fleet engagements, capable of coordinating firepower across multiple vessels, but tonight, its role was more subtle. It absorbed sensor data, translated it into a real-time tactical overlay, and fed it to her directly. Even on a mission like this—small, contained—the CIC’s intelligence was invaluable.

“I’m down,” Walker’s voice came through the secure low-power comm link, crisp despite the digital compression.

Thalia acknowledged with a quiet hum, fingers tapping a sequence that expanded the display into a more detailed topographical map. The CIC logged every sensor ping, every trace signature, and began stitching together a visual model of the shipyard. A blinking green marker indicated Walker’s position. A second marker, yellow, pulsed nearby—the warehouse. Their objective.

Walker had landed at the outer edge of the industrial sector, close enough to make his approach without unnecessary exposure. The place was a maze of automated assembly lines, cargo haulers, and refueling stations, all running on the skeleton crew necessary to maintain operations. His armor’s heads-up display (HUD) linked directly to Thalia’s feed, granting her a second pair of eyes as he moved. The CIC’s algorithm parsed the feed, highlighting relevant data points—power fluctuations, motion anomalies, untagged comm signals. Anything that didn’t belong.

His suit, a reinforced exo-frame designed for zero-G combat, bore no traditional firearms. Instead, its weapons were built into the structure—twin forearm-mounted blades honed to molecular sharpness. The decision had been deliberate. If they were discovered, gunfire wouldn’t save them. If it came to a firefight, they were already dead. Logistics dictated efficiency, and dead men didn’t require ammunition.

Walker moved in a crouched gait, steps controlled, barely more than shadows against metal. The HUD flickered as it registered movement ahead—two figures, pacing near the entrance of the target warehouse.

“I’m reading two guards,” he murmured. A pause. Then, a quiet curse. “Damn. They’re Machians.”

Thalia inhaled sharply through her nose. The Machians—descendants of the moon Machi, one of five celestial bodies that orbited the great ice giant TTayo. Each of TTayo’s moons had given rise to a distinct faction, but the Machians were something else. Loyalists to the old dominion. Zealots, even in the face of their world’s decline. Their presence here meant security was tighter than expected.

Walker’s suit emitted a localized dampening field, a bubble of silence in the digital spectrum. No signals would escape. No alarms would be tripped.

Thalia’s lips barely moved as she spoke into the comm.

“Do it.”

Walker did not hesitate.
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Walker lingered in the darkness a few beats longer than necessary, his gaze locked onto the two guards with an intensity that bordered on hesitation. He was a professional soldier, a trained killer, but this—this was different. This was the first time he would take a life without provocation, without the structured brutality of sanctioned combat. These weren’t nameless enemies on a distant battlefield. They were his own. His moon. His race.

His fingers flexed involuntarily against the grip of his blade, the weight of the moment pressing against his ribs like a vice. Killing Machians in promotion attempts or sanctioned trials was one thing—expected, even. It was the way of the fleet. Every combat prime had their tally, a ledger of blood earned through ambition. You didn’t rise to his rank without stepping over the corpses of those who failed to be better. But this? This was execution, not survival.

Walker exhaled, forcing sentiment aside as he moved forward, slipping through the shadows with the mechanical grace his armor provided. The suit was an extension of himself, its reinforced plating thick enough to withstand direct impact, yet lithe enough to allow for near-silent movement. Assisted algorithms whispered through his HUD, calculating optimal trajectories, measuring the rhythm of the guards' idle movements. They were lightly armored, relaxed. No war. No known threats. Their confidence was their doom.

They had no reason to suspect betrayal.

They were working for the enemy—but did they know it? A
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