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CHAPTER ONE

Adrift
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Silently, the ships carrying the first evacuees of Earth drifted in space, their grey hulls dark except for the minimal lights along their sides. They were long, rectangular vessels with rounded corners and white underbellies. The bridge was a bulbous raised pimple with a visor strip as its viewport. Five in all, they were the size of small cities tethered together by a tracking field and being towed by the lead ship.

Each ship had four levels filled to the gills with humans frozen in blocks of cryo-ice waiting to be returned home. White smoke created by the extreme cold drifted off the blocks. The bodies were mere shapes inside like watercolors disintegrating on the surface. Nothing moved along the main corridors. The only sounds were the soft humming of equipment and the occasional drip falling onto the metal grates below. Overhead lights had been shut off long ago to preserve power since they were not necessary.

On the bridge of the lead ship, the navigator did his daily check of the systems and the ship’s current position. He leaned over his station scrutinizing the data, moving his dark bangs from his eyes every time they fell forward. His gray eyes moved rapidly as he read. When he was satisfied with the information, he stood straight, letting the tiny folds in his grey bodysuit settle back in place to hug his figure. The red stripe on the fabric that ran from his shoulders to the sides of his legs signified his rank.

Soft light illuminated the bridge. Unless there was an emergency, the usually bright consoles would stay dimmed. The crew lounged around as if on vacation and the navigator felt the same. They weren’t on any particular course. The main objective was to keep the human cargo away from Earth until a signal with further instructions was received. The silence of the bridge was only broken by the soft swishing of the door opening and closing whenever a crewmember left or came back.

The communications officer was manning his station and leisurely checked for any indications to return. He too felt a little lazy, his long body stretched out in his seat with his feet covered in black boots resting on the edge of his console. He let his dark, reddish hair flop back over the top of his chair as he closed his eyes, breathing slowly. His light grey body suit sporting double blue stripes that seemed to elongate him more.

“How much longer you think we’ll have to haul these humans?” The navigator asked him.

The communications officer swung his legs off the edge of his console and swiveled his seat around.

“Given that we have no idea if Earth is still intact? Probably for longer than we’d like.” He eyed the navigator. “Not feeling charitable? Are you tired of lounging around doing nothing for decades?”

“That I don’t mind. A mini vacation from battle is a gift.” The navigator sat down and leaned back in his seat, arms out as he stretched his upper body. “I’m worried that once we get the signal to wake them up, they’ll have a hard time adjusting to space for the possibly years of travel to their final destination.”

One of the other crewmen swung around from his console. His brow furrowed as he spoke.

“Humans are not a technologically advanced race. That small jumpstart from us did them no favors.”

“That may be true, but we couldn’t just leave them, now could we?” The communications officer replied.

Miffed, the crewman turned back to his console.

The navigator stared out the view port mesmerized by the solar system ahead. His crew had never been to this part of the galaxy in what the humans called the Milky Way. They had a different name for it. After encountering so many civilizations it never occurred to them to venture so far out. If it hadn’t been for Captain Darnizva making that emergency jump with random coordinates, the Karysilan race would not have known about Earth.

Neither would the Relliants who came chasing after them.

There was a distress signal years ago from one of the last ships to leave Earth space. The navigator could do nothing to assist. His group was too far out in a different solar system by then. He wondered if help was on the way or already arrived.

“Did you hear anything about the last ships?” He asked the communications officer.

“From what I gathered, they went off course and two of them were damaged.”

“To help would mean changing course with five extra ships in tow. I don’t envy the pathfinder.”

The communications officer leaned back over his console. He hoped all was well. Darnizva would never forgive them if even one human ended up dead during the mission.
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Two Karysilan ark ships sat in orbit of the close to erupting planet while giant cubes of refrozen humans were loaded through the cargo bays of transport ships on the surface ready to dock with them. There was limited room in the ships’ storage units. The ones that couldn’t fit were being assembled in the previously damaged ships now reconfigured as shipping containers to be towed along with the heavier ships. It would mean slower speeds to accommodate the added mass.

The lead navigator watched the progress from his ship’s command center. He wore the grey bodysuit with red stripe and black boots. His dirty blond hair had gotten long over the decade, so he kept it slicked back away from his face, making his blue eyes more prominent. He felt as if he had aged a hundred years after enduring the debacle of his charges being struck down by Relliant fire.

The jump would have been flawless if it weren’t for the last two ships getting clipped by a random blast right as they entered the vortex. Then again, getting out of the battle zone intact was a miracle in itself. He could still see the devastation as Earth was being pummeled by attacks from space. The Relliant general was relentless.

“Got an updated report.” One of his crewmen said, walking up to him. “Looks like we can get back on track soon.”

“This took longer than needed.” The lead navigator hung his head and let out a sigh.

“Well, I think it was pretty fast considering.” The crewman stood next to him. “It took five years for help to arrive then another two to get all the humans back in the cubes.”

“This planet is about to go.”

“Yes, and we will be long gone when it does. It’ll take about ten years to get to the rendezvous point.”

“Do you think Earth has been destroyed?” The navigator turned to him and they locked eyes.

“Hard to say. But, I do know the human forces were no match for General Tartha’s wrath.”

The vidscreen on the left flickered to life and the wreckage crew leader stood at the forefront with the carcass of a downed ark ship behind him.

“The beacon is in place for this one and the other. Our retrieval units will be able to find them later as instructed. We’re going up with the last cargo.”

“You have my gratitude.” The navigator went to his console and strapped in, hitting the commlink so the other ships could hear. “Prepare for launch. We are leaving orbit with the others. Navigators, coordinate sequences.”

The engines of the three ships still intact came to life and lights spread along their hulls. They ascended into space and rendezvoused with the two ready to tow them. The modified transports now containment units lifted off the surface and up into space behind the five ships in formation. The lead navigator and the others would follow, positioning themselves behind the others to create a diamond formation that would lessen the toll on towing.

The cluster of ships and containers moved as one away from the planet. When they were two days out away from the dying planet, the navigator of the lead ship opened the commlinks again.

“Prepare for jump sequence. Coordinate alignment and lock it in so no one gets dislodged. ET one hour.”

At the end of the countdown, all the ships’ thrusters engaged simultaneously. A vortex formed directly ahead, its black mouth opening wide to receive them. In one swift blur, they winked out of sight as blue fire consumed the planet.
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Once a ball of brown, blue, green, and yellow, Earth was influx with flames and lava as its surface churned in fury. The Litigator, known on Earth as Roland, sat cross-legged surrounded by an energy field as he floated above the atmosphere. A pale green glow surrounded the book of litigation hovered before him; its pages flipping on their own, and from his eyes absent of whites as they stared into nothing while he communicated with the planet.

An invisible wind flowed inside his bubble making his jet black hair stand straight up while it swirled around. The loose khaki white suit rippled over his body, the hems of his pants tickling the tiny hairs on his ankles. His bare feet twitched. The tunic was plastered against his chest showing the outline of his six pack abdomen.

Inside his bubble was pure silence. A void of all things. Below, the planet screamed in despair. He paid it no mind for a while. When it became annoying only two years later, he closed himself in and relished in the glorious calm.

Ten years had gone by since the universal guardians, Arenans, had stopped him from destroying the planet still inhabited by humans. They removed every species on the planet before giving him permission to be a catalyst for a new Creator to come in and re-terraform it. Irked about his plans being ruined, he decided to do as much damage as possible to let out his frustrations. Now that he had calmed down, he realized he was indeed wrong.

Humans needed to be truly tested by starting from scratch. Since that was not going to happen unless their memories were wiped out, they would get a new planet. How they treat it going forward would determine if they were worth saving. He thought about the child he and his counterpart was responsible for creating; Kevin. A human hybrid with the same lever of power he controlled yet no way of knowing how to use it properly.

A presence invaded his senses. The wispy voice of the Creator penetrated his bubble.

“That’s enough. It needs to cool a bit before it’s malleable.”

Roland let the book of litigation close. The glow faded from him and his hair went flat against his shoulders. He would have to stay and assist as needed with the terraforming while keeping any predators lurking the galactic pathways from interrupting the Creator.

He glanced behind him at the giant pink eyes staring down at the planet. This was not the original Creator of Earth who the Arenans knew as Tralsi. The being had seen what became of his world and wrote it off to fend for itself. He did not deem it a failure nor a success therefore not of any interest.

This new Creator was eager to try her hand at transforming Earth into something more useful to the galaxy. She smelled green. Her aura shiny and pristine. He envied her uncorrupted soul.

“Fine. Will you fast cool it afterwards?” He asked.

“Of course. The faster we give humans a home to get back to, the more we get to observe the effects.”

“I don’t have much faith in them.”

“I know.” Her eyes shifted to the east. “Was that where your mountain was?”

Roland snorted. His mountain. Then he remembered, he did make that hill the size of one.

“Yes.”

“Would you be willing to make more? I think the humans need to see something majestic.”

“They had Mount Everest.” He shrugged. “Of course, many died trying to get to the top of it. Never understood that logic.”

“Still, they will want a new challenge. I feel like I’ve learned enough to understand their needs.”

You have no idea! He snapped at her inwardly.

Roland stood and let his bubble rise until it was in space so he could keep a good visual and distance.

“With the two of us, we can be done in twenty years.” The Creator smiled lovingly.
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Fifteen Years Later
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The communications board on the first evacuee convoy’s lead ship lit up and the viewport switch to a vidscreen displaying a message in the Karysilan language that spanned its entirety. Crewmen gasped with excitement while the navigator let out a sigh of relief. He addressed the communications officer.

“Send the acknowledgement.” To his co-navigator, his said. “Prepare the ship for jump. Set coordinates for Earth. ETA five years.”

The medical officer came onto the bridge. His tall, bulky frame of toned muscle towered over the navigator. A yellow stripe ran along his bodysuit and he wore a grey cloak over it clasped at the waist by a yellow sash. Short cropped dark hair was accompanied by green eyes thin lips. 

“When do you want to wake up the humans?” He asked, cheerful.

The navigator cocked his head in thought then turned back to the medical officer.

“There are thousands on board. We can accommodate all of them, of course. What are your thoughts?”

“I believe a few hundred at a time each month over the course of an Earth year would be ideal. That way the previous awakened can guide the others.”

“Let’s do that then.”

“The first round should be awake in two weeks. They’ve been asleep for a long time. Better to bring them out of it slowly.”

The navigator nodded. By the time the humans were back in Earth space, nearly fifty years would have passed. And it won’t be the Earth they remembered. At least the planet was still there. He stood from his station and walked off the bridge behind the medical officer. There was no doubt growing pains were in the crews’ future.
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“Well, there you have it,” the lead navigator of the damaged convoy said as he read the message that interrupted the viewscreen. “Time to bring them back out of stasis.”

The medical officer was seated in full uniform at a console on the other side of the bridge. Stocky, well-built and stoic, he was sometimes unapproachable. He turned around and placed both hands on his lap.

“They will not be pleased. It was hard enough to convince them to go back under.”

“That was an emergency! There was no way we could have corralled them this long.”

“There is the other problem,” his ship coordinator interrupted. “We have ten containers and eight ships. This will put them over capacity. Food will have to be rationed.”

“I’m sure they will understand that given the fact we had to use a lot of it from the other ships to keep them alive on that dying planet.” The navigator replied.

“Have you forgotten?” The communications officer said with disdain. “These Humans ae ungrateful.”

“And some have superiority complexes,” the medical officer added.

The navigator knew about the world leaders who realized at the last moment how dire the battle was going. They held on to what little power they assumed to possess until the very end. His eyes narrowed.

“If any of them pull any leadership stunts, throw them in one of the containment units. Refreeze them if necessary.”

“How many you want to start off?” The medical officer reached over and pulled up the manifest. “We have roughly two hundred thousand.”

“First,” the navigator sighed. “We wake up Professors Riggs and Dunlop. Their wounds should be fully healed. We need them.”

“Good call.” The medical officer found their names and hit the release icon for their bay. “Just know that a hundred or so will be waking up with them.”

“We can handle that much for a start.”

The medial officer stood and detached his tablet from the console.

“I will be down in the containment center to monitor.”

As he left the bridge, the navigator turned to his counterpart.

“Let’s head back to Earth. We were the last out, but we shouldn’t be late to the party.”

––––––––
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Bree laid in bed staring out his chamber’s viewport on the abandoned Command Fleet ship. He watched Earth go through transition from a safe distance near Saturn. Even this far, the pale green light of the Litigator was visible. He reached out a hand towards Earth. Craig. His mate’s remains had dissipated to stardust that was carried off into nothingness. For so long, since the end of the battle, Bree had pushed his sorrow aside. With so much time to reflect after leaving Earth to the Arenans, his soul felt broken.

His chamber door opened and his commander, Gragor, stood in the entrance. He leaned against the frame and tilted his head inside to follow Bree’s gaze.

“Fascinating, isn’t it?”

Bree dropped his arm and let it land across his forehead. He didn’t turn away from the scene as he answered.

“I wonder what it will look like in the end.”

“Probably very similar to what it was before.”

“Hmm.” Bree moved his arm then brought his knees from under the cover so he could sit up. “That makes sense.”

“Come on.” Gragor gestured to the corridor. “You need to get out of this chamber for a while. It’s been nearly two weeks.”

A struggle brewed within Bree as his facial expression went through different phases. Finally, it resolved to remain blank. With empty eyes, Bree turned to him and nodded.

“Good.” Gragor smiled in approval. “You should eat too.”

The two Relliants made their way to the meal hall. Black surfaces with electric blue flooring and lights spanned two thousand square feet. The floor to ceiling viewports let everyone see all of space. On the other side of the main counter, were kiosks for ordering. A lone worker was in the kitchen programming his chefbots to prepare each meal. Farther down were the pick-up receptacles. Bree and Gragor ordered a full course meal from the automated chef system.

Conversation was at a low decibel. Not much to talk about without a battle or a mission. Even the sound of utensils scraping against bowls and platters was barely audible. About fifty soldiers were already seated, either eating or waiting for their order to be completed. The rest were in line at the kiosks. Gragor spotted Fravral at a table nearby with five platters in front of him. He signaled Bree to follow and they sat across from him, marveling at his appetite.

“If I didn’t know better, I’d say you were feeding the Cybok with that feast.”

Fravral frowned with a mouth full of food. He finished chewing and swallowed.

“He won’t eat again. Last time was four days ago. No idea why. He’s moody.”

“You need to send him to Estelar.” Gragor suggested.

“Like they’d take him! He was engineered specifically for the Relliance. They would hurt him.”

He shoved another load of food into his mouth.

Gragor noticed some men on the ship and those from the Command Fleets in general had changed over the decades. Like they were regressing to children. They fought many battles with the Karysilan League spanning centuries yet the last one left them unsure and divided. When they found the massive command ship listless in space Gragor expected it to be empty. There were multiple hull breeches, the emergency lights had failed, and the bridge was cold and dark. He was more than surprised to find one of the escape pods had malfunctioned with the main crew still inside surviving off the minimal rations. They were malnourished and grateful to be rescued.

A command fleet crew of one hundred and fifty. Gragor let out a small laugh. It would be comical if it weren’t so tragic. At least we’re not alone. Repairs went slow due to the lack of manpower. After five years, the ship was functional. The jump engine was dead. Travel was at a snail’s pace.

The order signal dinged loudly and those waiting looked up to see if theirs was ready. To his surprise, Bree and his own were so they went up along with the others to retrieve their meals. As they sat back down, Gragor looked at Bree’s platter in disappointment. Bree met his stare.

“Eating too much after so long would make me nauseous.”

“True.” Gragor averted his gaze to his own food. “I am worried about you.”

The ship’s communications officer came into the cafeteria holding a remote tablet. He nervously glanced around searching the hall until his gaze landed on them. He made a beeline straight to Gragor.

“We intercepted a feed from a ship on the other side of the planet.” His voice came out in a rush.

“Oh?” Gragor set down his utensil.

“It seems the Arenans were keeping the Karysilans in the loop. They have signaled a return to Earth in five years.”

Life came into Bree’s eyes for the first time in years. Gragor saw a flicker of hope.

“So, it’s time.” Gragor picked his utensil back up. “Once we’re done eating get the ship ready for the slow journey back to Earth.”

“Yes, commander.” The officer fled out of the hall.

He felt bad for taking command of the ship when its commander was still alive eating a few tables down. The soldier hadn’t argued with him either. It was as if they welcomed being relieved of command. What’s done is done. He took a bite of his food and looked out viewports. Earth was coming along nicely.

––––––––
[image: ]


Gragor went to the bridge followed by Bree. The soldiers responsible for manning the consoles had beat them there from the meal hall and were well underway with their duties. He walked onto the raised dais in the center of the command station and watched each viewscreen overhead displaying the ship’s current position. They had drifted quite a way since boarding.

He was certain while they were preoccupied with checking out the ship on arrival that the Arenans had pushed them out of the way. A small nudge that sent them far out with no engine power. There was energy residue surrounding the drive from their meddling. Enough juice to keep them within range.

“What’s the status so far?” He asked the navigator.

The crewman didn’t look away from his station as he answered.

“Most of the systems are online. We shouldn’t have any trouble getting back to Earth in the proposed timeframe.”

“What about the other ships in the fleet?”

“Still no sign. We may have to resolve to the fact that we were left behind.”

Gragor felt tension beside him and turned to Bree. No, that wasn’t tension. The look in his soldier’s eyes told him it was anger. This would be unprecedented for a command fleet to not only leave a commanding officer but an entire crew. Granted, the ship they were on was being evacuated at the time. Which also made no sense.

Who gave the order?

The only reason he could think of was that General Tartha decided he didn’t need the command fleet any longer. They had been on the outskirts of Earth’s solar system all this time and no one had shown up to take the ship back to Rellia.

“That fucking planet,” Bree finally spoke.

Gragor realized he was thinking the same thing.

“Can you locate our homeworld?” Gragor asked the crewman.

This time the navigator turned his head towards him.

“Rellia is no longer in range. Looks like it too ran off.”

“It wanted Earth as a second hub for the fleet to alleviate its overpopulation.” Bree stood with hands clenched at his side. “Then it just leaves when Earth gets a little damage. It can’t be serious!”

“As the humans would say, our planet is trifling with a wishy washy agenda.” He leaned over the rail. “Have you scanned for open pathways?”

“Working on it. Looks like an influx of multiple vortices.”

“I can’t see them all coming at the same time. Their arrivals would have to be cascaded over a few years.” Bree stared up a the viewscreen directly before him. “What’s that?” He pointed to a glowing spec to the right of them farther out. “That’s not a star.”

The screen zoomed in on the object and they all seemed to gasp. Gragor gripped the rail as his eyes narrowed in disbelief. Bree’s demeanor relaxed and his arms went lax at his sides.

Sitting in orbit using minimal engine power was a massive black ship bathed in purple light. From its configuration it appeared to have been constructed hastily in space. Despite that, there was no mistake what it was. Gragor cursed the Arenans yet again.

Metropolis, a behemoth facility the size of four cities that sat half under water on Earth, was also adrift. One side of the makeshift vessel was damaged. They could see what looked like a deserted city through the flickering barrier shield keeping the effects of space out. From its seemingly decayed appearance Gragor assumed it was the part that had been underwater.

“I know the Arenans took every human off the planet, but this...” Bree raised one arm and gestured at it.

“I guess teleporting them elsewhere was too much of a hassle.” Gragor stood straight and took a deep breath. “Okay. Let’s not disturb them just yet.”

“Good idea, commander.” The communications officer piped in.

“Oh?” Gragor asked. “Why is that?”

“Bio scans indicate no humans are awake on that vessel.”

“They’ve been asleep this whole time?” Bree bellowed. That startled the rest of the crew. Bree was known for his quiet temperament. “That’s not right.”

Gragor agreed. The Arenans’ liberties when it came to the humans was a bit too much for his tastes. He thought about the signal intercepted from the Karysilans. He was certain Metropolis had done the same. There may be no conscious humans onboard but there were those other things lurking. They had Cresnia of the Organics race to thank for that awful technology that used the bodies of the dead.
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Awakening
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Heavy. Groggy.

The taste of rusted metal lingered in George’s mouth.

He opened his eyes and rolled over to his side coughing as fell to the floor. Blood flecked onto the alabaster tile. The purple emergency lights flashing overhead made them look black. He glanced behind him and through his wet curly hair saw where he had fallen from. A sleep pod sat empty, its electrodes dangling over the sides along with a slimy solution oozing down. Loud hissing erupted as the seals of other pods released. Then he remembered.

The Arenans had come to Metropolis with their announcement to let the Litigator destroy everything so a new Creator could terraform Earth. There was no room to argue as they put everyone to sleep. He had been prepared to fight the celestial being which lasted a mere nanosecond. Right now he wondered how they all ended up in the pods. In answer, an automaton came into the bay. Human in form and ageless, it leaned over him.

“Do you need assistance?”

George looked up at the thing. Its bright purple eyes were accentuated by full lips and short brown hair.

“No. I can stand.”

“Very well. I will tend to the owner of this vessel.”

“Vessel?” George knelt and took hold of the automaton’s arm. “Where are we?”

“This vessel’s name is Metropolis correct?”

“But it’s a city, not a ship.”

“Oh? But, what about that then?” Its snarky response made George frown.

The automaton pointed to the viewport on the opposite side. George stared in astonishment at the vast darkness of space. He could see most of the solar system.

“How?”

“Can I continue my duties?” The automaton glanced at George’s hand on his arm.

“Sorry. Yes, please.”

He stood, using the automaton as leverage and released it. He followed it to a cluster of sleep pods further in the bay. Terence, Kevin, West, and all of Kevin’s children were in one area.

“Why was I not placed with them?” He asked.

The automaton turned from scrutinizing the life support monitors.

“You required a different feeding solution, so we had to route it to a separate tank.”

“Manufactured plasma.” George sighed.

“Correct.”

Terence rose with a sharp intake of air making her catch her breath. She leaned forward wincing in pain, clutching her chest covered by a strip of fabric. The automaton went to physically check her, and she slapped the thing’s hand away.

“What’s happening? What are you?” She turned to see George. “Answer me!”

George’s eyes turned yellow and she shrunk from him.

“It seems Metropolis was turned into a ship and we are in space.” George answered. Terence’s eyes went wide. “This,” he gestured with one hand to the automaton. “Has been taking care of us all this time.”

Terence suddenly became more animated.

“Oh.” She nodded. “The emergency system would have activated them if no human was detected as conscious.”

George stared at her in disbelief.

“Just how prepared were you when you had this monstrosity built?”

Terence gave him a grin.

“I learned from the worst kind of experience.”

That made George back away in guilt. As much as he wanted to admire Terence’s achievements, knowing what they stemmed from was a little hard to take. To distract himself from thinking about the details, he moved closer to the viewport and focused on the small dot that was Earth. A pale green glow winked, startling him. Out of curiosity, he probed the sector telepathically.

“What are you searching for?” The Litigator asked, scaring him out of his task.

George bent his head down and glared up at the stars.

“Not this! Why are you still there?” 

“Appeasing the Arenans, and the new Creator.” Roland replied.

“And Earth?”

“Come back. You’ll see. In five years, humanity will get to start over.”

George stepped back in awe. He turned away from the view and came in eye contact with Terence.

“So they forced him to help fix it.” Terence stated. She went to the automaton. “How long for us to reach Earth if we started back in the next few days?”

“Approximately six years. This vessel does not have a jump drive.”

“Of course not. Why would they give us one of those?” Terence huffed.

One of the pods opened and Kevin’s eldest son, Otto, sat up. His bare feet touched the floor as his long legs went over the sides. He leaned forward and took a few shallow breaths. George saw his eyes glow yellow then revert to normal in a split second. He stared at the young man then nervously looked around to see if Terence caught it. To his relief, Terence was talking with the automaton. Otto met his stare.

“Our little secret?” George asked.

Otto simply smiled and slid out of the pod. All lean muscle slick with slime, he was as tall as his father with straight chestnut hair that brushed the tops of his shoulders. The tiny speedo underwear didn’t cover much, leaving most of his junk exposed. He ran his fingers through his hair, clasping them behind his head as he stretched.

George realized he too was wearing the barely there speedos and shook his head. He didn’t dare look down for he saw Terence glance at him with utter disinterest. He felt she could have at least appreciated his physique. She wore the same underwear to match the band of cloth that ran across her breasts. More pods sprung open and the main crew started to get their bearings. The rest of the family members climbed out as well.

Except for Kevin.

Terence noticed too. They both went over to his pod, the automaton following. It checked the data on the display above the chamber then pushed the keyboard icon at the lower part of the screen. A virtual one appeared from a tiny beam coming out the bottom. The automaton began typing. Terence got impatient.

“Why is he not waking up?” Terence demanded.

“Oh.” The automaton paused for a moment. “His bio system is appearing to reset. We had to feed him a certain amount of blood plasma to keep it from going into shock.” It resumed typing. “He should wake up in the next week or so.”

“Blood?” Terence’s expression turned dark. “You fed him blood?”

George laid a hand on Terence’s shoulder and she smacked it away while stepping back from him. Her anger seemed to diminish, and her body sagged, crouching in defeat.

“You have to decide if you want him alive or dead. Not giving it to him would have the latter outcome.”

“I know that!” Tears welled up in Terence’s eyes. “I know,” she whispered.

Otto went over to them and stood before her. She looked up and flinched, scooting away from him. She was directly level with his crotch. He smiled mischievously. The same way his father did. George stifled a laugh attempting to come out.

“Sorry about the view.” Otto smirked. “But if you know this then why fight it? You should also understand what that means about any children he has. Even with you.”

Terence stared at him in astonishment which then turned to fear. George didn’t like that look one bit. She sensed his anger and turned her attention to him.

“I don’t know enough to gauge any of this,” She snapped at him. “All anyone had about Senigrankes was the transcript from Roland during that meeting in the United States when this all began.”

George let out a heavy sigh. She was right. He never divulged anything to fill in the gaps from that session either, being incognito at the time.

“Can we get some clothes, maybe?” Otto’s sister stood hugging her slender five foot ten frame in the middle of the room. Dark blonde strands sticky from the fluid plastered her face. Her voice was so soft they almost couldn’t hear her. “It’s kind of embarrassing.”

The automaton finished its task at Kevin’s pod and turned around

“Your garments have been preserved and can be retrieved in the lower chambers.”

“The housing area is intact?” Terence got up, excited. Relief conveyed on her face. “The damage looked pretty bad.”

“The damaged areas were purged. What remained was reconfigured with ship components.”

“Can we actually navigate this thing, or do you have primary control?”

The automaton gave her what appeared to be a side glance with pursed lips.

“I am simply here to make sure the population of Metropolis survives. I can relinquish control at any time.”

Terence gave it an exasperated stare.

“I meant from the command hub.”

“Oh!” The automaton folded its arms and brought one finger to its lips. “Diverting the new system controls to the main hub has not been attempted. There was no need.”

“Until now.” The hostile voice of West, Terence’s second in command, cut through
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