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Prologue
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Book Two: The Reptilians

A Prequel to Book One: Future Conquests

In the beginning, there was no time.

No stars, no galaxies. No space to contain them. No minds to envision their light.

Only presence.

From that eternal stillness, a singular will emerged.

There was the One—the Creator.

The One—unshaped and eternal—did not speak with a voice but with a force that rippled through the void. It was not sound, but intent. Not seen, but felt—a tremor in the bones of unborn realities.

With that sacred utterance, existence erupted.

Worlds spun into being.

Light met shadow.

And the multiverse unfolded—an infinite tapestry where every choice birthed a new reality, and every truth reflected another.

One Creator. Endless echoes.

As stars ignited and cooled, life stirred in the cosmic dark. Many ancient living things were created before humankind, and those remained in the dark.

Intelligent civilizations emerged, some brilliant, some fleeting. A few reached for the stars. Fewer still listened for the voice that had set it all in motion.

Among them, a fragile blue world called Earth would play a role far greater than its size suggested.

In the mists of early memory, humanity gazed at the sky with burning questions:

“Why are we here?”

“What lies beyond this world?”

They asked, and something answered—not with words, but with presence.

A promise carried in starlight:

“You are not alone. You never were.”

In those ancient epochs, magic seeped through the soil.

Tall, scaled, reptilian beings arrived, walking among men. They came not with armies, but with knowledge older than Earth itself.

The Reptilians.

Born of the Draco system, they were masters of arcane science and shaped the world with a power that seemed divine.

To early humans, they were gods.

To the universe, they were harbingers.

They blended sorcery with technology, warping nature and time. But Earth was unstable—its poles shifted, its memory reset. Civilizations crumbled, and myths swallowed truth.

Again and again, humanity began anew, forgetting the visitors, its past, the Creator’s whisper, and itself.

But the Creator did not forget.

It watched.

It waited.

This became the forgotten age of humanity, yet the Creator’s presence still echoed among the stars.

In every cycle, it seeded a spark—a single thread in the great weave that would eventually give rise to something greater.
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Long before the Imperium became a name feared across the galaxy, it was little more than a dream shared by scattered worlds—fractured, fragile, and searching for meaning in the dark.

Before the Imperium claimed a thousand systems...

Before it forged alliances, waged civil war, and stood toe-to-toe with Earth’s SOL Confederation...

This is not the story of the Imperium at its height.

This is the story of how it came to be.

Long before present-day Earth launched her first deep-space vessels...

Before the SOL Confederation challenged the stars...

And long before the Reptilians returned as conquerors...

Hundreds of thousands of years ago, there was the beginning.

The great turning.

The moment when scattered flames became the foundation of an empire yet to be named.

This is that story.

The origin of the Imperium.

The rise of the Reptilians.

There was only the whisper of beginnings.

The journey begins—not forward, but backward.

Not after the fall, but before the rise.

Not with conquest, but with a whisper.
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Across the Milky Way Galaxy, far from the reach of this new Imperium, war had come as humanity rose to fend off their masters, their oppressors, the Reptilians.
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Chapter 1 
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Echoes of Darkness

Darkness, thick and damp, enveloped him, clinging to his skin like a living entity. He gasped for breath, the musty scent of wet stone and decay filling his lungs. His body ached, muscles sluggish, as if he had been wrenched through the very fabric of reality.

Lying on the cold, uneven ground, he struggled to piece together the events that had just unfolded. His memories were fractured; he had been in a dangerous place, and then a blinding rupture in space had consumed him. Was it a misstep? An attack? He couldn’t tell.

His fingers twitched, brushing against something smooth and metallic. Familiar. He grasped the cold surface of a handheld flashlight, the only sliver of hope in the oppressive void. He clicked it on.

A dim, flickering beam sliced through the darkness, illuminating thick stone walls slick with condensation. The walls were not smooth; they were intricately carved with symbols, rows of ancient writing that felt foreign and familiar. His heart raced. He recognized this.

Sumerian-like.

Not from his Earth, but from one of the countless others in the multiverse he had explored.

He pushed himself up with effort, but the uneven, damp floor made it difficult to rise. The air tasted of age, of something long buried. He swept the beam of light across the chamber, revealing more markings. Some were deeply etched, while others had faded over time. The writing told a story he couldn't entirely decipher in his disoriented state. 

But one thing was clear.

He wasn’t alone here.

In the darkness beyond the reach of his flashlight, something shifted—a soft scrape against stone.

He froze.

His pulse hammered in his ears as he strained to listen. Was it merely the settling of an ancient structure, or had something else come through the gateway with him?

He tightened his grip on the flashlight, scanning the room for anything useful. He needed to regain his bearings, to determine which Earth he had landed on, and—more importantly—if he could escape before whatever lurked in the shadows found him first.

Another sound. Closer this time.

A slow, deliberate breath.

And then—

A whisper.

Not in a language he understood, but its meaning was unmistakable.

It knew he was here.

A cold shiver ran up his spine. He turned his head slowly, the flashlight trembling in his grip. His other hand clenched into a fist, the damp stone beneath him anchoring him in the moment.

Then, he saw it.

A figure, barely illuminated by the flickering beam, emerged from the shadows of the chamber.

Its shape was humanoid but... wrong. Slender yet powerful, it was cloaked in ancient, tattered robes that had once been ornate but had faded with time. The hood was drawn low, but beneath it, the unmistakable gleam of scaled skin caught the light—deep emerald green, with ridges along the elongated skull. Slitted golden eyes glimmered in the darkness, unblinking.

A Reptilian priest.

From the Draco system.

His foggy mind raced. He had encountered others like this before—some had been allies, scholars of lost knowledge willing to trade wisdom for understanding. Others... had not been so kind. In some worlds, they were warlords, guardians of ancient relics, and executioners of those who trespassed in sacred places.

And right now, he had no idea which type he was facing.

His breath quickened as his gaze dropped to the ground beside him.

There, half-buried in the damp dirt, its metallic surface catching the dim glow of the flashlight—a small staff, no longer than his forearm, made of sleek, almost liquid-like metal that pulsed faintly in the darkness. The jeweled buttons embedded in the handle were dull, their glow absent, as if drained of power... or waiting to be awakened.

It was his device.

His key to the multiverse.

If only he could remember how to use it.

His fingers twitched toward it, but the Reptilian priest shifted, stepping closer. A taloned hand, partially concealed in the folds of its robes, emerged slightly, fingers curling as if issuing a silent warning.

The whisper came again.

A different cadence this time, but no less unsettling.

The priest was speaking to him.

The words were foreign, thick with an ancient dialect, but fragments of meaning surfaced in his scattered memory.

“...Intruder... traveler... defiler of time...”

Each word was measured and precise, carrying a weight that made his skin prickle.

His fingers inched closer to the staff.

Another step from the priest.

If this went wrong, he had seconds before it ended badly.

The Reptilian’s golden eyes flicked downward, landing on the staff. Recognition flared in its gaze.

It knew what it was.

It knew who he was.

And its next move would determine everything.

His fingers barely grazed the smooth metal of the staff before the Reptilian priest acted.

Faster than he anticipated.

A flash of emerald-scaled muscle, a flick of clawed fingers, and the staff was yanked from the dirt before he could react. The force of the movement sent a gust of damp air rushing over him, displacing dust and moisture.

The priest stepped back, sharply throwing aside his heavy, tattered robe. Beneath it, a chest plate of worn but sturdy leather gleamed in the dim light. It was ancient, its edges frayed, but what caught his eye—what made his breath hitch—was the symbol.

Carved deep into the leather was a sigil.

The same sigil that adorned his chest plate.

A mark of something old. Something powerful.

Something he could not fully recall.

His pulse thundered in his ears as his mind scrambled for understanding. He had seen this symbol before—etched in ruins across multiple Earths, in the forgotten archives of lost civilizations. He had worn it for as long as he could remember, though its meaning eluded him, its origins buried in the fractured pathways of his memory.

The priest’s golden eyes narrowed.

It studied him now, its grip firm around the staff
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