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"We are all stardust seeking our way home."  
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One day, when the last drop of oil vaporized, a great war erupted between the final two factions of humanity. No matter what they claimed, only two kinds remained: One believed in saving resources, while Others wanted to overuse them. But a man enlightened enough, ended the war with grace.

A treaty was signed, beginning a new age. Humans explored far off planets. Colonies grew into cities, and cities became kingdoms. Each planet ruled by a king thus expanded the reach of life in the Milkyway Galaxy.

Then came ‘The Great Silence’. Communication went quiet for unknown years, forcing humans to rebuild from only what they remembered. All other knowledge was lost with time, like myths and tales from the past.

​Chapter 1

​S E A S H O R E

––––––––
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"His blood was not the only blood found on my Manduri. I sacrificed more than they could ever deserve. I did my sacred duty. But lost what life could ever afford; hence, I break the cycle."

"But Grandfather, why did you kill her?" the boy asked.

The old man coughed and sneezed, "To break the curse.!”

“...Manvantar plays tricks with time. We are mere puppets in acts of cosmic illusions — Maaya, the mirror world, my child.”

“I broke the mirror, now I see no reflections. I am on the road to Nirvaana, my death is on the way."

"No, you cannot leave like this!" the boy screamed. "You cannot leave like this! You have to tell me everything! The curse — how do we break free from it?"

"Curse of Maaya!” He growled. “I have no time left, kid. I cannot give you all the knowledge right now. But take this..."

The old man handed him a sleek device with a tiny screen. It blinked with blue vocal entries, recorded in his own voice or his memories.

The man choked, spilling blood, but the boy had no time to shed tears, he just walked. Quickly ran to the basement, to his room, where a larger screen flickered with codes and noises in lush green.

He placed the device, labeled as Axil which got sucked in Abacus — the computer reader, a memory visualizer. Scenes of past memories on a bright coloured screen.

Hazy interference cleared, and the screen came to life. Different folders blinked before him. His eyes traced to find it, he clicked the first one, opened the file.

It zoomed, and words appeared — SEASHORE

And sand piles.

A moving footage played with the sound of rain, his hands got folded.

He seemed rushed for answers, but too young to understand good things takes time — just like Abacus' screen. It started showing waves and raging ocean, a city shimmered out from a dream.

***
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Years back, diving into the past.

Eldora (Aquastation capital)

It all started with a soul-frightening storm. Glass-shattering thunder roared through the skies, a blend with bone-chilling cries of the relentless rains from the cloud. The city was drowned in shallow darkness.

A storm was on the peak.

It was barely afternoon, yet clouds thickened so dark that the atmosphere turned almost night-like—no matter where you looked. The shiny towers stood hidden in the murk, their silhouettes revealing occasional flashes of lightning bathing them in a bluish haze.

A dull monochromatic tint spread across, the ambience looked painted with shades of sapphire over the canvas of charcoalish tartan — wet, cold; dim and dark.

But no men could be seen anywhere, the city looked empty.

At the coastline of vast sandy beaches, stretching to turbulent sea, a chaotic realm of crashing waves. The sea pounded the shore with terrifying roars, each collision echoed deafening like booms, heard even in this noisy storm.

Suddenly, a strange scenario emerged—something was floating on the waters, rising up and down over them, drawing closer to the seashore. Pushed by the storm, the object—or ‘a being’ to be precise, drifted nearer to the coast as every second passed.

A sudden swell lifted it high, then hurled it down violently onto the wet sands.

Revealing it wore a long blue jacket, face covered with a breathing mask. Soaked in pale sand, the body showed no signs of life within, laid straight on the seashore.

Seconds turned into minutes. Minutes into hours. Maybe hours to days... the storm raged, while the body remained—silent and unnoticed by any living presence under this merciless storm.

After whole three days, the act finally stopped. Silence returned, and the air grew warmer. Morning arrived, sunlight shone over the city once again. The golden rays lit up its presence, revealing the city’s true colours.

Dewdrops sparkled falling from leaves toward the muddy ground, shimmering like jewels with the city's reflection contained inside.

Eldora, the capital city of planet Aquastation, was a colossal urban presence—stretching outward toward all radial horizons.

It was filled with towering skyscrapers, massive megastructures.

But at its dazzling centre stood a huge dystopian pyramid—dark, brooding, and built like a gigantic castle piercing the sky, higher than any other in the city.

Clouds cleared, and people of Eldora finally showed up, slowly stepping out of their houses to witness the devastating aftermath left behind. Shattering their spirits they saw vehicles turned upside down, trees uprooted from grounds, houses reduced to debris, and muddy water flooding the lower suburbs littering through city alleys.

They stood frightened and bewildered because none of them had ever seen a storm of such scale before.

Suddenly, strange sounds caught their attention—as they looked up.

Jet-black flying vehicles with yellow stripes on them, swept across the horizon. Their engines wheezed as they moved rapidly, one by one, with blinking red lights and blaring sirens cutting through the silence.

These were Police Glidars of Eldora—scanning the city for any uncertain sight.

Alongside them, agents from the City Rescue Department were deployed over the ground, searching for stranded refugees and survivors.

Beyond the wall, the ocean now gleamed under the fresh sunlight. Its waves shimmered, flickering with soft light. The wet sand lay still—until a few land vehicles rolled in along the coastal roads, crossing the shoreline.

One of the rescuers noticed something strange.

He stopped and raised his hand, pointing for them to notice, and others turned their eyes towards the seashore.

From a distance, it looked vaguely human—whether alive or dead, they couldn’t tell. But it needed their attention.

A few rescuers cautiously approached up close and found it was a man—lying motionless, possibly dead.

To their surprise, he carried no identification unlike the citizens—nor did he resemble any known human species they ever witnessed.

Even though he looked human, but with an enormous physique—taller than any other man from their city. The being was roughly ten feet tall.

His body was cloaked with a blue coat. A breathing mask concealed his face. A black, hooded scarf was wrapped around his neck. Though clearly dead, there were no visible wounds to justify the cause for it.

Confused and unable to draw an immediate conclusion, they decided to call for help.

A rescuer pulled out a device from his suit—a Hyperfone. Flipping it open, he tapped a few buttons and got connected with the Planet Police Department. He relayed the coordinates and requested for an immediate investigation.

Within minutes, a police team arrived at the seashore in their flying Glidars, touching down the site with wheezing engines. Some officers secured the perimeter with barricades while others unpacked departmental scanners to begin their investigation.

***
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The Investigation Begins

Faraan, a young police captain, was leading this team. Wearing a brown jacket over his armour—signifying his authority—he stood silently, struck by the discovery. His mind already began to churn with questions.

He pulled a cigarette box from his jacket, lit one, stared at it smoking—trying to comprehend how it could have reached here.

A white levitating drone rose behind him, its lens glowing green. It began scanning the area, clicking, snapping photos from every angle, and beeping at intervals. It circled around the body, analyzing its physical attributes to compile the data for investigation.

“Doodles!” Faraan called, still staring ahead. “Time of death?”

“Analyzing...” A low-pitched synthetic voice responded, the drone was still scanning.

“The found male species has been dead for about fifty hours from now. Stem cells show signs of severe contraction and rupture.”

“Cause of death?” Faraan asked, gazing at the seashore.

“Heavy fluid presence detected in its swollen lungs. No anti-drowning devices embedded in the subject. Probable cause: Drowning, later induced with a faint followed by cardiac failure. Cardiac arrest must be the probable cause.”

“Any trace of origin? Region, planet—or something?” Faraan asked.

“First-hand scans indicate no similarity with the species registered on records. DNA analysis is recommended to determine the subject’s origin.”

“No similarities, huh...” Faraan muttered to himself. “An unknown traveller, lying dead on our seashore after a noisy storm. Well... what a scene to start the day.”

He looked anxious. Eyes remained fixed on the dead being, searching for ways to conclude his arrival.

Flashes of memory ran through his mind—he recalled those moments from a meeting he had attended just days earlier inside the castle.

A dim room with a foggy atmosphere. Ancient men resting in pods—draped in white robes, eyes rolled upward in a trance-like state. Whispering words that echoed in an unknown tongue.

Previously, Faraan was invited to the Yearly Meet, a gathering held by the nobles of Aquastation. As captain of Eldora’s police force—not an elite post, but respected—he was invited to take part.

These meetings were called every year to chart out new laws, strategies, and policies to run the Planet. Ministers would make declarations, and planetary governance was discussed in detail in such meetings.

But what made this gathering unique... was the presence of the Scholars.

Beings of strange insight.

Wielders of unnatural potencies.

Artists of foresight—the art of predicting a possible future.

He could still hear their echoing voices:

Soon the capital will face a storm, no one from the past has encountered yet...

Raining three days reveals a ‘Four armed relic’, to destroy the whole nation...

Only one could save it from falling!

Faraan had been warned by the nobles.

He was told to report anything suspicious if found in the aftermath of the storm. So here he was, puzzled with the sight, thinking what if the discovery could be related to the prophecy.

***
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“No cards, no name tags, and no resemblance to our kind,” Faraan spoke to his associate deputy, who was crouched near the body. “If he’s a tourist, don’t you think the Space Travel Department would have his records in the IGTO database?”

“We’ve already checked with them, sir,” Deputy replied. “Found no profile matching his attributes. He doesn’t even look like a tourist on a vacation. Look closely at his boots,” Deputy continued, pointing.

“Those are made of heat-resistant material, only used by forces for ranked missions. His clothes are strange too... I’ve never seen anything like them on our planet. And the most unusual thing—his height. Such a tall being.”

“What about the DNA scans?” Faraan asked.

Deputy frowned. “DNA scan is beyond strange. It shows partial resemblance, but no direct match—with any species registered on the IGTO records.”

“What shall we do now, sir?”

Faraan stood trying to process how such a being could’ve arrived at their seashore. Even Interstellar travel was impossible without a space vehicle or ship—which was the only viable method for long-distance transports across planets.

“There must be a ship out there,” he said.

“We’ve already sent scanners into the ocean, but no sign either. Hopefully, they’ll find something in there soon.”

“Alright, deputy. Scan the beach again—look for more evidence. Meanwhile, I’ll report this to the HighTable.”

Faraan stepped a few metres away, pulled out his Hyperfone from the jacket, flipped it open, and got connected.

“This is Captain Faraan. Code: six-nine-six-nine-ex-eight,” he said, voice steady. “I’m at the shared coordinates, investigating the body of an unknown traveller near the seashore.”

He continued. “Fingerprints, eye scans, and DNA results show no match with any registered beings in IGTO databases,”

“Attributes: height—nine feet, eleven inches. Skin—white. Eyes—blue. Hair—blonde. Attire does not match any planetary native records. Genetic sequence code has been uploaded to the database. No sign of a space pod or ship yet, though the scanners are still searching the waters.”

“Estimated age of the species?” asked a low-pitched synthetic voice from the other end.

“Hard to say... but by our standards, I’d guess somewhere between sixty-five and eighty years, based on compiled data from Doodles... sorry, I mean the service drone.” he corrected.

“Interlinked. Information has been fed into the records. Contact for further support if needed,” the voice replied, ending the call with several beeps.

Faraan flipped the Hyperfone closed and kept it back, reaching for another cigarette—when suddenly, Deputy jumped in front of him, gasping.

“What the hell, deputy?” Faraan snapped.

“Captain! You need to see this!” Deputy said breathlessly, pointing back toward the body before rushing off again. Faraan, his curiosity piqued, followed him hesitantly.

After reaching he noticed his men standing in a tight circle around the body—tense, uncertain, and visibly shaken.

“What’s going on?” he asked. “Why are you guys standing like this?”

Deputy pointed toward the corpse’s neck and spoke, still gasping, “We were searching the body, and look what we found...”

Another officer stepped forward and gently lifted the scarf from around the dead man’s neck. He unzipped the jacket and opened it, exposing the man’s chest for all to see clearly.

The air thickened. And the dread consumed.

Around the man’s neck, faintly glowing, hung a locket. Attached to it, it revealed the man was wearing ... a Four-Armed Relic.

Shock rippled through the group.

Instinctively, they stepped back, one after another—hesitating, trying to secure a distance from the body and the mysterious object.

“All men, prepare to engage!” Faraan shouted.

“Threat detection—ON!” chirped Doodles in response.

Its soft green lights immediately flared red. The drone began circling rapidly around them, scanning the area with intense beeping.

Click—clack. Weapons were drawn out. Blades, guns, shields—all racked and ready. The squad formed a tight perimeter around the body.

Every soldier stood still. Eyes narrowed. Triggers half-squeezed. Waiting for the next command they all locked their targets on the body, shivering as if witnessing a ghost with their bare eyes.

“Captain...” Deputy whispered, trembling. “This is it. The thing which HighTable warned us about.”

“No one moves unless I command,” Faraan commanded. “Hold your formations. We’re alerting the HighTable—now.”

Keeping his eyes on the relic, Faraan grabbed the Hyperfone again and tapped in a rush.

“We’ve found the relic!” he reported.

“Confirm your service code to proceed.” came the dulled synthetic response from the other end.

“I—this is Captain Faraan. Code six-nine-six-nine-ex-eight,” he replied, correcting himself.

“Confirmed. Proceed with the query.”

“The man is wearing a Four-Armed Relic. I repeat, it has a four armed relic. Initiate Prophecy-Protocols, immediately. Seal off the city and send reinforcements. It’s an emergency. Hurry up, it's a state of emergency for us!”

“Prophecy Protocols initiated,” the voice confirmed, ending the line with three consecutive beeps and his eyes came down on the body again.

Faraan flipped it close, pulled out his rifle, and loaded it with a hard snap of the chamber. Taking an aim at the body, he froze like the rest.

The scene fell silent.

Everyone stood still, watching. Waiting.

Soon the capital will suffer a ruthless storm... Four armed relic will shatter its existence.... One could save it.

The voices of the scholars teased out their ears, annoyed them, scared them.

***
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Suddenly, loud sirens began to wail through city streets.

Police squads in black armour, Golden Kairian signia embossed on their back, began deploying across the city—loaded with weapons. Through loudspeakers, they commanded all citizens to return to their houses or head to underground bunkers.

The city’s lights turned all red, justifying an emergency had been declared.

People sprinted through the streets. Some clutched their children to safety, some closed the doors. Some covered the curtains and some looked above.

Strike Cruzars, Wing Fighters, and War Glidars, battle ready ships, got alerted and lifted into the air. Dozens of missile systems and silo hatches opened at the city's outer defenses—awaiting signals of an incoming danger.

“What shall we do now?” Deputy asked, noticing the fear on his captain’s face.

Faraan didn't look at him. His gaze remained fixed on the body.

“We don’t know what we’re dealing with. HighTable expects us to hold still—until ‘they’ arrive.”

“They? You mean...”

“Yes,” Faraan said calmly, “The Marshals will be arriving soon.”

“The Marshals?” Deputy asked nervously. “Bless Kairo... I fear what we’ll see once they come.”

“I’ve served the regime for five years,” Faraan said, voice low, “but the look on their faces when they spoke about the prophecy... I fear something is not right. That’s why I’m sure, The Marshals will come.”

They all knew what that meant.

White armour—lined with golden stripes on them. The Kairian emblem glowing on their chests adoring their legion. Wearing a terrifying black stripped armoured mask, piercing red eyes that hunted souls.

To see a Marshal was to feel death standing beside you.

Marshals believed to do anything for their king and his dynasty—the House of Great King Shalimaan, rulers of Aquastation.

Kairo by blood, evil by soul.

Called by their Commanders, they were now stepping out of their garrisons—boarding into a huge Strike Cruzar. Loading weapons and armours. Beating their chests they were preparing like a war has knocked on their door.

“I think we should remove the relic from the body,” Deputy suggested. “It hasn’t moved at all. This might be our chance.”

“I said—hold your position, deputy,” Faraan snapped. “We don’t know anything about this being. Where he came from and what harm he can do. One wrong move and we could spark chaos.”

For a moment, he stood silent... lost in thought.

Then his eyes turned to Deputy again.

“Why don't you deploy your... Microdroids?” he said.

Deputy froze. “What? How do you—?”

“How do I know? I’m your captain. And it's alright, deputy,” Faraan said quietly. “Just once, do it. After all, it's about protecting our people.”

“But Captain, they're banned. What if the regime finds out—”

“If that thing rises and we aren’t ready, then we are done here. I’ll take the responsibility if anything goes bad I will handle it, but till then trust me. Deploy them. Now. It's an order.”

For the sake of his request, Deputy released tiny, levitating marble-like objects, the Microdroids, flying around in circles, spinning faster and faster, eventually creating a virtual dome around them.

Microdroids floated around a host like a shield, designed to explode after any physical contact. But IGTO has put a ban on its use in the past for their lethal capabilities, though some like him still kept them through illegal means.

“Just hide them when they arrive,” Faraan suggested.

“Okay, Captain!”

Away from the beach, some people started to gather after the news spread. Policemen were trying hard to control them, but these curious, unsettling minds were littering the seashore like uncivilised savages.

“Look there,” Deputy said. “People are out of their minds. If something goes bad, it could even cost them their lives.”

“I can see that too,” Faraan said, without moving his eyes, “But not their fault, they are not aware of the prophecy.”

“The regime should have informed them too?”

“Not at all,” Faraan said. “There will be chaos. Prophecies divide people.”

“But I believe it could help save them,” Deputy said. “Well-informed crowds are better to handle than the rest.”

“Focus, deputy,” Faraan commanded. “Men are always curious about something new, but they never learn from the past. Purposeless curiosity sometimes demands life. So it's our job to keep them away, call it prophecy or harm.”

“Agreed, Captain,” Deputy exhaled.

People were chattering and making noises around the seashore, but eventually froze. A huge shadow slowly covered them from the sky, and they all looked above.

Someone shouted, “Marshals!” and they all began to scatter.

With an intense hum, a Marshal Cruzar landed on the beach, blowing sand across the seashore.

A slidable door slowly opened with fog and smoke. Faraan noticed a massive figure with a fluttering cape, stepping out from the ship passing the mist. The man jumped on the ground to reveal himself in front of everyone.

“Aghora! The SuperMarshal himself? Why has the regime deployed its SuperMarshal? If they’ve involved such a powerful figure, it means the situation has already become worse. But who is scaring the regime this much? Who will be coming to us? Who is this man? A lot of questions are already running through my mind, but I cannot reveal them on my face, I need to stay strong.” Faraan thought.

Aghora walked along the seashore, holding his armoured mask in his hands. He surveyed the scene with deep eyes, slowly approaching the site. His tied-up hairs staggered in the breeze—he looked solemn, with a commanding visage.

Tall and muscular, his skin looked grey, radiating a dark aura. He looked totally different from every other man present around the scene.

A black levitating drone followed him, similar to Doodles but presenting an ominous appearance—black in colour, with yellow stripes, and glowing red sensors scanning the field as it mirrored its master.

Passing through the kneeling masses, Aghora reached Faraan and his team. With suspicion and intensity in his gaze, he examined the body, crouched down to inspect his face, body, and clothing.

Once done with a quick check, Aghora rose and walked away toward his comrades without looking back at Faraan again. His comrades were setting up an inflatable camp nearby for their investigations, where others spread across the site like a military garrison.

Faraan and his men didn’t quite understand why he did so and exchanged confused glances. They eased their breath when they saw another Marshal walking out from the camp and approaching them.

The Marshal said, “I think the police are not very fond of seeing dead people on their planet nowadays.” He smirked. “Release your formations; everything is under control now.”

At his words, everyone exhaled deeply, wiping the tension off their faces. They broke formation and stood at ease.

“Who's the lead?” the Marshal asked. “Any captains here?”

“Yes, I’m the captain. My name is Faraan Kairo. Code six-nine-six-nine-ex-eight.”

“Captain Faraan. A new recruit, huh?” his words felt taunting, “Who came near the body first?” the Marshal asked.

“None of my men, Marshal,” Faraan replied, catching the Marshal’s mocking tone. “Maybe someone from the rescue team might have stumbled upon it first. They requested an investigation and called us here.”

“Rescue team? I see. Where are they now?” the Marshal asked. “Bring them to our camp as soon as possible. Master Aghora wants to see them.”

Faraan, unable to understand why the Marshals wanted to meet them, compelled without question—as a law-abiding officer he proceeded with his order.

Some moments passed and he called them, escorted the rescuers to the Marshal camp, where Aghora with other Marshals stood waiting.

“Hail Kairo, Master Aghora,” Faraan said. “The Marshals asked me to bring these men here. You wanted to see them?”

“Rescuers?” Aghora’s deep and chilling voice broke the silence. He was sitting on a couch, cleaning his sword. “Leave them and return. I want to ask a few questions.”

Very few people had ever spoken to Aghora. Though the moment he asked him to leave, Faraan sensed something bad was about to happen—but still, he followed orders and stepped out of the camp.

Aghora stared at each of the rescuers with his cold, investigative eyes.

“Good day, rescuers,” Aghora said slowly. “Busy day? The dirt on your shirt shows your dedication, for the wellbeing of these Freebell family men. But tell me—are you loyal to the regime too?”

“Yes, my lord.”

“I am.”

“We are.”

They replied.

“But I don’t feel,” Aghora said flatly, sliding his sword back into its suspender and he got up.

They all looked at one another in confusion. The rescuers didn’t know how to respond to such a sudden accusation—especially from the SuperMarshal, the commander himself.

“No? So tell me, who saw the body first?” Aghora asked, stepping close to them.

Nervous to step forward, one of the men cautiously emerged. He wore a white hazmat suit, his oxygen mask hanging loose around his neck.

“I saw it, my lord,” he said.

“Who are you?” 

“I’m Galipo. Galipo Roobie, Master Aghora.”

“A Roobie? What a coincidence. Well—explain how you found the body?”

“My lord, after the storm cleared, we were told to check the seashore for any casualties. One of our men spotted something on the sands, so we came here to investigate.”

“Interesting,” Aghora said. “Recall more.”

“My team sent me near it, and when I realised the body was strange in its presence, without a proper identification, I contacted the Planet Police to take the matter in their hands.”

As he spoke, Galipo’s hands subtly drifted toward the pockets of his suit. At first, he seemed unaware, but after feeling something inside it, his expression changed abruptly. He grew uneasy and words began to falter. He started stammering.

It looked like he was hiding something.

“Tell me more,” Aghora said.

“I... I’m not sure what you are asking, my lord,” Galipo became uneasy.

“Let me help you.” His voice deepened. “Did you take something from the body?”

Aghora’s shadow fell across Galipo’s face as he stepped closer.

“No, not at all, my lord,” he stammered.

“Are you sure?” Aghora asked, like he was asking it for one last time.

“My lord, I...” and yet he stammered again...

In a swift and decisive motion, Aghora drew his sword, severing Galipo's throat with a single strike, spraying blood and spattering all around, painting a gruesome scene with violent crimson.

Galipo's headless body stood still, his head spiralled upward, leaving his lifeless form standing in stark contrast to the brutality that had just unfolded.

The camp was translucent for someone outside, only shadows and figures could be seen moving inside it. Watching the camp, Faraan suddenly noticed a spray of crimson splashing over the tartan walls.

Alarmed, he and his men immediately ran towards the camp. They got chills after witnessing the scene inside. They saw Galipo’s headless body standing straight in front of Aghora, who was holding a sword in his hands—dripping blood from it.

“Master? What happened? Why did you kill him?” Faraan exclaimed in fear and confusion.

“I heard you took two years of training,” Aghora quoted, walking around the body. “And three years to become a captain. But I wonder why you left the clues behind.”

“What?” he exclaimed, unable to perceive what had really happened.

Wiping the blood off his sword’s blade, Aghora stood silent and didn’t say anything further. A Marshal came forth holding a device attached to a digital tablet screen.

He played video on it, which was not great in quality, but it looked like some surveillance camera footage in which Galipo can be seen coming near the body and getting shocked after stumbling upon it. He  took out his Hyperfone and seemed to be calling someone.

While waiting for his men, a few moments later he can be seen kneeling and searching for something in his pockets. Looking around to make sure no one was watching. It looked like he found something which he kept inside his suit and didn’t inform the police when they arrived.

Aghora kept his sword back and drew his hand inside the suit worn by Galipo’s headless body, still standing straight, still spraying some drops of blood from it. He took that thing out and revealed it was a broken Kairian emblem—something Galipo had stolen from the body.

“Why didn't you check the cameras around before informing the HighTable?” the Marshal asked Faraan. “Kid, you don’t deserve to be a police captain of the city. It's a shame for the regime to have one like you.”

Aghora tapped on Faraan’s armour and quotes calming his voice, “Take off your armour and submit your weapons.”

“We are suspending you from your services. You made a blunder in your investigations.” the Marshal added.

Thousands of questions teased his mind, but he stayed quiet. He seemed in total shock from the death he had just witnessed. Stunned by fear and dread, as if he had lost a dear soul close to him, his eyes fell to the ground and he froze in front of everyone.

Taking a moment to regain consciousness, he took off his jacket, detached the armour from his body. The black armour—embossed with the Kairian emblem that had once shone on him—now lay on the table. He detached the gun, and an identity card from his pockets, and placed them beside the armour.

The eyes of his team members hung low, as if they were not willing to accept his suspension, yet not daring to speak in fear of attracting the regime’s attention. They decided to be  silent, like mannequins.

“Burn this Roobie on the seashore,” Aghora ordered while looking at Galipo’s fallen head. “And keep his head to see it burn.” he stepped on it, turned it.

Galipo’s eyes remained widened, in fear of death.

His voice deepened in anger as he spoke

“Let them see what they will face choosing such a path. I hate traitors—and they shall remember his fate. His burning body will haunt their nightmares because I won’t let them sleep in peace.”

It was their way—the Kairian way of punishing a traitor: slaying the head off, burning the body, keeping the skull to witness eternal pain.

As ordered, the Marshals quickly took Galipo’s body outside in front of the crowd. They burned it right away with a flamethrower, for everyone to see what had happened inside the camp. They held Galipo’s head in their hands and displayed it to all gathered near the seashore.

Faraan watched everything unfold before him, drowned in silence. His stillness drew Deputy’s attention when he saw him staring at Galipo’s burning, headless body.

“I can understand how it feels,” Deputy tried to console Faraan.

“No you can’t. Maybe you never will, deputy,” he replied, without taking his eyes off the fire.

“I’m sorry, Captain. But this is just a job,” Deputy tried explaining further. “I’m sure if we appeal to the regime, they will let you return in some days. It will take time—but they can surely let you come back.”

“Galipo was a friend, Deputy. I lost one today,” Faraan revealed—in his quietest speech yet.

It came as a surprise to Deputy when Faraan acknowledged his friendship with Galipo.

“Oh! I never knew that,” he said. “But I don’t understand why he took that thing. Even though it was a Kairian emblem—kind of important for any normie—hut it’s not worth stealing from a dead man’s pocket. Why did he do that?”

“He never had a habit of stealing things. I knew him since our childhood. I never saw him do anything like that before,” Faraan consoled himself. “Thousands of questions are triggering my mind.”

“How long are they going to keep you suspended?”

“I don’t know either. But right now, the only thing I care about are the two deaths I witnessed today.”

The death of one I never met before.

And the death of someone I knew very well.

“Captain, they’re going to take your assets away. I can’t help much—but these can,” Deputy said, pulling out all the microdroids from his pockets and giving them to Faraan. “Keep these with you. You’ll need them.”

“Thank you, deputy. I need to find the truth,” Faraan said, promisingly. “I swear I won’t stop until I discover the reason for all this. I lost a friend... I didn’t even get the chance to say some last words. It killed a part of me. I’ve got no role to play now—other than that of a seeker of justice.”

The gravity engines blew off dry sand from the seashore as the ship began levitating from the ground. The gathered Marshals, walking along with Aghora and carrying a casket, stepped inside it—cheered on by the crowd. With a wheeze and hammering echo, the ship lifted upwards, slowly turned towards the city, and reached a suitable height.

Faraan took another cigarette out of his box and lit it. Gazing at the ascending ship,  “I will reach them. And I will make them pay for his death.” he mumbled.

The ship wheezed and lifted up. In a flash, it flew off toward the main city, disappearing beyond the visible horizon.

***
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Kairian Castle (Ruling Center)

Passing through the clouds at its top speed, the ship arrived above the castle. A few men—apart from the larger formations below—stood waiting impatiently for its arrival as it descended down.

Ministers from the regime, along with some eye-catching figures, looked up in curiosity.

And leading them stood a towering man. His robust physique was encased in formidable armour that shimmered in the daylight. He gazed at the descending ship with a stern face.

A regal cape, adorned with the emblem of the heritage, billowed in the wind. A crown rested atop his head.

He wore a black Carbonium armour—solid as rock yet perfectly sculpted to fit him. Red and Yellow, glowing stripes pulsed slowly across it like a heartbeat.

King Shalimaan.

A figure whose influence spanned the planetary domain for decades, radiating an aura of undeniable dominance.

Rumours spoke of his control over galactic politics—even when sitting silently inside his castle. He bore pride on his face, backed by the support of the mighty I.G.T.O. alliance.

As the ship descended, he pinched his thumb, ring, and middle fingers together—and a protective, invisible aura encased his body. A force shield—silent, unseen, and powerful—surrounded him.

A handful of Marshals disembarked, carrying the casket containing a solemn burden, walking out of the ship. Following behind them came Aghora, bearing a white suitcase in his grasp.

“My lord, should we inform this to the alliance?” JD, one of the ministers standing beside him, spoke.

“Hold on, minister. I will see it for myself first. You can help me gather everyone at my hall for a meeting soon,” the King said.

“Okay, my lord.” JD looked into a journal and asked, “Shall we cancel the meeting with the Sharlians for tomorrow then?”

“No. Just ask them to return to their planets for now,” King Shalimaan signalled. “Tell them that I’m not well today. And make sure they don’t get to know anything about the discovery. Ask them to keep the comms active and deliver the Killships and Thumpers soon—just like they promised.”

“Sure, my lord.” JD made a note.

“Hail Kairo, my lord, Shalimaan. Everything is under control now,” Aghora said as he approached, carrying the box. “Marshals have recovered the body of that unknown traveller. He was found dead on the seashore. Harmless for now.”

“Did you find any traceables nearby? How did he manage to breach in? I wonder how none of our satellites caught him entering our atmosphere?” King Shalimaan approached him with several questions.

“Men are working to find his possible route,” Aghora responded. “But he must have landed in the far north, over the mountain ranges. Satellites don’t always cover that area—it could serve as a good place of breach.”

“But even after landing over those mountains, how did he manage to cover this far, without getting caught by the forces?” King Shalimaan questioned.

“Sure he took cover of that storm. Three days were  enough to travel that distance.”

“Cruzars? You found any?” asked the King.

“Not till now. Scanners are searching the water,” Aghora replied patiently and took the Emblem out of his pocket. “But alongside, we found this thing. It's a Kairian emblem. A valuable piece to investigate.”

Sealed within a plastic bag, he handed it over. Shining in his hands, King Shalimaan took a close look at it and gave it to JD.

JD interfered and asked, “Any war signs or attacking armadas?”

“If it did, you would have seen me loading the guns of my Wing Fighter, minister. But here I am,talking to you.” His eyes narrowed on him.

“I was just confirming,” JD said, realising Aghora’s way—as he always had an answer ready to throw at anyone interrupting him during a serious discussion.

“Send a team to the slums of Faavella,” King Shalimaan ordered Aghora. “It’s a proven place to cause chaos in such times. We can never trust these Roobies.”

“Sure, my lord. I will send a few Marshals to make sure they don’t gather into crowds.”

Interrupting again, JD continued to ask, “And what about that man? I heard someone got killed on the seashore. Don't tell me he was a Roobie too.”

“Yes, I did kill a man there, minister.” Aghora growled.

“Why? Was he involved?” JD kept questioning, trying to satisfy his curiosity with enough clues.

“No. I killed him because he was interrupting. And yes, he was a Roobie without a doubt.”

Realising Aghora was getting tired of such questions—and remembering why he was called an armour for the regime—JD decided to ask just one more.

“And that thing? That police captain mentioned they found a Relic?”

“Yes, he was right.” Aghora shined the box to the King. “We found one—just like the scholars mentioned in their prophecy.”

Aghora handed the suitcase which concealed the secret to JD and said, “Here it is. Hold it tight, old man—the relic is inside this.”

Aghora ended the conversation by saying, “I shall leave now. I have to train my men.”

“Be on comms,” the King said. “If anything goes bad, I want you and your men to slay our enemy’s heads first.” Shalimaan trusted Aghora more than anything else when it came to missions and wars.

“I’m sure I will make them fall on your feet.”

Aghora proceeded towards a large flying machine—The Wing fighter—his personal spacecraft, built to travel both in the air and in space. He boarded, accompanied by a handful of Marshals, and took flight, vanishing into the sky.

All the ministers, along with Shalimaan's eye narrowed over the people carrying the discovered essential, the casket with the body, being transported to a research facility located a few floors above the castle. A group of individuals wearing hazmat suits—protecting from possible biohazards—were already waiting for it to arrive. They were curious to see it.

The research facility was among the coldest places in the city, evident from the icy breath escaping with every spoken word. Moisture and water droplets accumulated over the casket’s outer covering. They carefully positioned the body on a floating platform. It was distended, bloated from being immersed in seawater—disgusting to witness, and scientists covered their noses from the odour.

Even after close examination, there was no immediate correlation between its form and the known characteristics of their own species—further strengthening the notion that this being was not one of their kind. Looking at each other, they stood still—confused as to where to begin.

King Shalimaan and his fellow ministers walked along the corridors carrying the box toward a secret and inaccessible hall. People and servants along the way were being cleared out by the guards. Some were trying to sneak a glimpse of what had been discovered but they were kept uninformed.

Passing by the men, they reached a hall—a dark and empty place without windows and just one door to enter. Poorly lit with levitating lamps, it was big enough to hold around a hundred people. As they entered, JD clapped thrice and a white platform rose from the ground—levitating, ready for the box to be placed upon it.

King Shalimaan also snapped, and a levitating chair rose from the ground, allowing him to make himself comfortable.

Everyone in the room was desperately holding their patience, waiting for it to open.

“Open the box!” he ordered.

Unlocking its hinges, upon opening a shining blue glimmer spread across the hall. A sudden flash made everyone cover their eyes for a moment. They all raised their hands, shielding their faces—everyone except the King, whose eyes glimmered with its aura.

The hall was bathed in a bluish glow. The light fell on every other man in the hall.

King Shalimaan came forth to perceive the sight. Drawing his hands inside, he took the relic out of the box, giving everyone a clear view.

Not glittering or bright like a flare, but with a shine somewhat faded with dullness—like a moon on its first night. It had changed its state unlike before.

Hard like a stone, its arms surrounding it were covered with an unknown metal. Designed with precision, it looked ancient—and not something created by them. A glass tube encased in the structures contained red liquid inside.

“Unbelievable...” A word slipped from JD's mouth as he rubbed his eyes. “It’s something unnatural. But where is the light coming from?

“Hail Kairo. It looks ancient,” King Shalimaan observed it closely in his hands.

“True. It looks ancient, I have never seen anything like this before,” JD said.

Everyone in the hall started chattering and mumbling, talking about the relic.

Radiating from its centre, the object featured four stone fused metallic arms extending outward. These arms bore intricate designs—appearing as inscriptions etched in an unfamiliar language. They were microscopic, yet they looked aesthetically appealing.

“Look at this concave core. It looks like something is taken out from this portion,” King Shalimaan said, asking JD to look closely at its centre.

Its dimensions were comparable to the size of a palm—not too big or small. Its sheer magnitude suggested it could be worn suspended from the neck as a huge locket.

“The metal used in creating this does not resemble anything to my knowledge,” JD admired it. “It shines light without any power source.”

“Just like the body we found—unknown and obscure.” another minister quotes.

A few ministers started speaking from the crowd, and one of them carried their words forward.

“My lord, there is something we feel like mentioning.” the minister uttered.

“What is it?”

“The moment we opened up the box and that bluish tint flashed on our eyes... I don’t know why, but I’m feeling restless and dizzy,” he said. “And I can notice others are feeling it too. I don’t think its presence is safe here.”

The crowd started to speak impatiently in front of the king:

“Yes!”

“True!”

“I was about to mention it!”

”I’m feeling it too!”

”Is this because of this object?”

”I knew it was... This object seems cursed!”

”Destroy it! It is a trap from our enemies!”

Annoyed with constant chatters, their words made King Shalimaan very angry, and he raged over everyone—screaming like a beast.

“Shut your fucking mouths!” he scolded. “Have you forgotten the Imperial Codes? There is nothing like magic and curses in our world. No one should mention such superstitious crap on my planet like those Roobies. Do it again, and I will throw you into the deepest voids of space for eternity—where you plead for death, floating frozen with your mouths shut!”

His Carbonium armour turned red, blazing with glowing red shimmers all around his body. A red aura covered him as he shouted:

“Do you understand? No... Superstition... On my planet!”

Everyone got scared witnessing the king’s wrath.

The armour he wore was truly a unique and rare thing in the universe. It was worn only by the powerful and elite of the realm.

Believed to possess the ability to amplify human emotions—joy, fury, grief, desire, affection, and fortitude—by a factor of thousands for its wielder. But it also provided immense defensive strength, so that no one could harm its wielder either.

It required tremendous control and patience to master the armour’s capabilities.

“I apologise on behalf of all the ministers,” JD jumped in between to calm his master. “They don't know how to convey. But medically, I believe it is producing some untraceable waves, causing them to feel this way.”

“We should send it for research—let the scientists come up with an explanation.”

The armour began to return to its normal state.

Seeing the king calm down, JD signalled to the servants to carry the relic to the facility above, with snapping fingers.

And a voice echoed which demanded everyone's attention.

“Maybe you should not, because I don’t feel there’s a necessity,” a figure emerged from the crowd and spoke, gathering everyone's faces turning towards him.

The man took off the hooded cape from his head and stared at the ministers—like he knew something they didn’t.

He continued, “The thing you all are witnessing in front of you is an old, forgotten weapon—a curse that destroyed thousands of planets in the past. You don’t know its true purpose. It’s a weapon of mass destruction.”

“And people from the past... called it, the SWASTIK.”



​Chapter 2

​RELIC OR REDEMPTION

––––––––
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A man emerged from the crowd.

Everyone turned their attention toward him when he started narrating about the ‘Four-Armed Relic’.

“Swastik—a curse that terrorised ancient worlds for millennia,” he said, walking forward with a calm, narrative tone. “I recall the stories our elders used to tell when I was a child. They always spoke of its presence.”

He wore a long, hooded robe with a shiny greyish tint. On the back, the Kairian emblem was embroidered—a reminder that everything on this planet belonged to the regime, to the king. Every official wore it, marking the servitude of their loyalty.

But this man—this man looked different from the rest. Not by looks or attire, but his words felt different.

“Minister Dashmin? I never expected to find you here in this hall,” JD exclaimed, interrupting his approach.

Dashmin’s eyes scanned the room, but his attention remained fixed on the box holding the relic inside. Its glow lit up his face as he moved closer to King Shalimaan.

“Hail Kairo, my lord Shalimaan,” Dashmin bowed respectfully.

The ministers clearly found him unwelcome. They looked uneasy around him. Some made faces. JD himself seemed visibly displeased by his approach.

“I came because it was necessary, Minister JD,” Dashmin said calmly.

“What kind of necessity brings a Roobie to this hall, Dashmin?” JD asked with an even sharp tone.

“Minister JD, you asked all ministers to gather. Perhaps you forgot—I’m a minister too," Dashmin replied.

“Yes, we summoned a council,” JD said coldly. “But surely you know this hall is reserved for the high-born, imperials, to the Kairian bloodline.”

He sneered.

“What could a sanitation minister do in such a meeting?”

“Minister JD, thanks to my department you enjoy the cleanest air on this planet,” Dashmin replied. “Apart, there are things greater than our ranks—and more important than our egos too.”

“Really?” JD scoffed. “But still, participation in this meeting is not for everyone, Minister Dashmin. Especially for someone of your kind.”

“But why? Because I’m a Sanitation minister?”

“No. Because you’re a Roobie!” JD snapped. “And it's enough for us to keep you out of this hall. Now walk away. We don’t have time to waste.”

Dashmin saw the fire in JD’s eyes. He knew what he risked by staying. But he kept his composure. He had come for a reason—and he wasn’t ready to leave the hall soon.

“No matter where I come from, I serve the regime,” he said. “I’m a minister too, just like you all. His Majesty chose me. So it’s my duty to share what I know. My research... might save us all.”

“Save us?” JD scoffed. “You want us to believe in your Roobian myths?”

“They may sound like myths, but they’re not just stories, minister," Dashmin said. “Sometimes logic could also grow old with time.”

He turned to face the entire hall.

“We all heard the scholars. We were warned. And now... it has come to pass. The four armed relic, the Swastik they spoke of, has emerged. If we don’t act soon, this planet will meet fate just like it described in the prophecy. And our egos... Our ignorance will be the reason for its destruction."

“Hilarious,” JD scoffed. “We already know what the scholars said. What more do you have to add to the prophecy?”

“Yes, the scholars spoke,” Dashmin agreed. “But did they share the entire truth? Do we know everything they saw? I fear they only told us what we meant to hear. We know a scholar can utter a single sentence from the prophecy. We had only three and the rest... lies in darkness.”

JD's laughter carried a mocking tone.

“So now you’re blaming the scholars? Dashmin, these are the ones who’ve saved our cities from disasters—and you dare question them?”

“I’m not blaming the scholars either,” Dashmin replied. “Nor am I blaming the regime. But the prophecy warned us about its coming. Swastik! And instead, we’re treating it like a common natural disaster.”

King Shalimaan observed them quietly. He didn’t intervene. He wanted to see where this conflict would lead.

“Oh, damn these Roobies,” JD muttered. “And what the hell even is this Swastik thing, anyway?”

“A curse,” Dashmin said with conviction. “An ancient weapon created to destroy planets. And I’m the only one who knows how to stop it.”

“You?” JD snapped, laughing bitterly. “We’re not that weak to rely on a Roobie’s help, Dashmin.”

He pointed at him directly.

“You’re hiding something. I don’t know what or why—but I can see it in your eyes. Whatever it is you're planning—it’s not true... and it’s not safe for our people either.”

With every word Dashmin spoke, JD grew more antagonistic. He refused to believe any of Dashmin’s statements. His rejection wasn't political—it was personal.

It was clear JD hated him, and his people, like other Kairos of the planet.

“What I’m saying is breathing facts,” Dashmin said, defending himself.

“What you say are lies painted on bright white curtains!” JD shouted. “You’re hiding your true intentions. You Roobies are freaks of fantasies!"

“Say that word one more time,” Dashmin growled, “and I’ll show you what a fantasy looks like in real life.”

The room had grown too tense.

It was time for King Shalimaan to intervene.

“Quiet—both of you!” he commanded.

“Minister Dashmin, why are you here?”

Realising the king had finally spoken, Dashmin lowered his voice.

“Apologies, my lord. I know I’m not permitted to speak here—just because I belong to a much-hated clan of this planet. But I’m not trying to prove myself. I only desire to help the regime face the Swastik crisis.”

A trace of arrogance crossed the King’s face. He clearly did not welcome Dashmin’s involvement—no more than JD did.

“But we never asked for help, Minister Dashmin.”

“My lord, even if not, it's my duty. Anyone else in my place would do the same,” Dashmin replied with sincere conviction.

“Your duty,” the King said coldly, “is to make sure my planet stays clean. I don’t want my people feeling disgusted while they walk through the city.”

“Are we really talking about sanitation while our people are on the verge of extinction?” Dashmin answered with confidence.

Gasps and murmurs spread through the hall.

No one had ever spoken to King Shalimaan like that before.

“The only thing we should care about right now,” Dashmin continued, “...is saving our people from dying.”

“How dare you speak like that to the king—you bastard!” JD screamed in rage. “If I ever get the chance to wipe your kind from this planet, I will do it without a blink. You Roobies are savages!”

“Enough,” King Shalimaan declared.

“Minister Dashmin—you can leave this hall right now.”

Dashmin lowered his eyes. He was humiliated. Every stare burned into his back. He had failed to convince them. His intentions lay shattered before their prejudice.

Suddenly, a vision sparked across his mind—brief and burning.

~ An old being ran through a dense forest. It was all blue. Its face, body, hair, even his beard. Short in height; gasping, bleeding, dragging an old woman who looked like his kind behind—possibly wife. He cried in pain. His body was slashed in several places.

Behind him: a younger man, sword in hand, blade dripping red, chased them without mercy.

It was Dashmin.

The rain poured through the forest. The old couple stumbled in the mud, hiding behind trees and bushes, pleading for their lives.

Dashmin—enraged and blinded—was a predator in that dark jungle.

He snapped back to the present.

The memory—or was it a vision?—but it gave him certain clarity.

He turned around.

And walked back toward the king.

“What now?” JD said, pausing his discussion with the ministers. “Did you forget something?”

“Before I leave, I’d like to say one last thing,” Dashmin said.

His voice was stronger now—clear, determined.

“I know you won’t allow it. But this might be the last time I speak as a minister. I promise—I won’t take much of your time.”

“Didn’t you hear what the King said?” JD snapped.

“Hold on, JD. Let him speak,” King Shalimaan interrupted. “IGTO has sympathy for them, you know very well. He is just a Roobie, what difference he could make, let him continue. Afterall he is the best when it comes to cleaning the mess around.”

Dashmin took a deep breath.

Finally, they had given him a second chance, and he wasn’t going to waste it.

“You all are seeing this relic for the first time?” he asked.

No one responded. The anger still lingered in the room.

“Okay, like you, even I’m seeing it for the first time too,” Dashmin continued. “No one saw it—until someone brought it here to the castle.”

He began rummaging through his pockets, searching for something.

“Even with a closer look,” he added, “one might still fail to notice its finest details. Isn’t that right?”

Still, no one answered him.

“What do you want to prove?” JD snapped.

At last, Dashmin found it—a notepad. Without addressing anyone further, he took it out and began scribbling something on it.

JD tried to sneak a peek. Others in the hall also leaned in, curious about what Dashmin was doing.

Even King Shalimaan was watching carefully now, waiting for him to speak again.

Dashmin wrote down a sentence in an unknown language.

After a few moments, he placed the notepad on the floating platform and looked directly at the King.

“What is this?” King Shalimaan asked, inspecting the notepad.

“On each arm of the relic,” Dashmin said, “there are inscriptions—written in an unknown language. They’re microscopic—almost invisible to their naked eye.”

“Maybe,” the King replied. “So what?”

“I request someone to compare them,” Dashmin said, pointing toward the relic. “If what I’ve written matches with those inscriptions, then you might believe I’m telling the truth. Then, you’ll trust that I know something more about it than anyone else here in this hall.”

Surprised by the approach, King Shalimaan turned to JD.

“Have a look,” he said, passing the notepad to him.

JD stepped forward and examined it.

Carefully, he compared the notepad’s scribbles to the inscriptions on the relic’s arms.

And to his shock—they really matched.

Perfectly.

JD stood silent. He didn’t say a word. But his eyes betrayed the truth—he was astonished.

King Shalimaan noticed the look on JD’s face and understood: Dashmin had written the language with precision.

Still unsure, but visibly curious now, the King turned to Dashmin.

“How? How did you do that?”

Dashmin’s confidence returned.

“As I said, my lord—the stories. They are not mere fantasies. They are messages—left by our ancestors to guide us in such times.”

The crowd murmured again. Only a few were still against him.

The rest now looked toward Dashmin with respect—or at least curiosity.

“Don’t fall for his tricks!” JD barked. “Don’t trust him! He’s trying to deceive us. I’m sure he got a glimpse of the relic earlier somewhere—he’s acting, playing games!”

“Maybe,” the King replied thoughtfully. “But he must know something more. That knowledge... could help us in our plans.”

“But my lord—he is a Roobie!” JD yelled, losing control. “We cannot trust him!”

His hatred had boiled over. His anger wasn’t just political anymore—it was personal, deep-rooted, and blinding.

“And I’m the king!” King Shalimaan snapped. “I know very well where I stand and what I must do, Minister JD.”

“But the Kairos are not!” JD shouted, his voice rising to a scream. His words echoed across the hall. “Kairos will never follow the lead of these bastard Roobies! We would rather die but never take help from them. This planet belongs to us.”

“Minister, don’t forget—this is my planet too,” Dashmin replied, his voice low but firm.

He could feel the anger rising in him, but he mastered stillness and remained calm.

JD, however, had lost control.

In a sudden burst of rage, JD pulled a sharp crimson knife from his robe.

“Is it?” JD growled. “Then let’s see if your god can save you from the pain of bleeding out till death!”

His eyes flashed red, matching the color of his knife. Filled with rage, JD threw the spinning blade across the hall, shouting:

“You son of a bitch!”

It sliced through air and struck Dashmin on the chest. The force of the blow made him stumble. The knife went in deep, blood spreading over his shiny grey robe. Dashmin fell victim to a brutal act of hate.

He gasped, his vision shrinking. Dashmin pushed himself up again. He was bleeding but stood tall to face the crowd.

Disturbed by the act, King Shalimaan rose in fury.

“JD! Why such violence in my hall?”

“I’m sorry, my lord,” JD said with urgency, “but I cannot accept this man’s presence. I opposed his appointment from the very beginning—yet I stayed quiet for your sake. But this time I won’t let him do any harm to the regime.”

Even after stabbing him, JD continued to stare at Dashmin with murder in his eyes.

It was clear—this wasn’t about politics anymore. This was rage stirling deep down his heart for the clan he hated the most.

“You’ll have to choose,” JD said with an icy tone. “These Roobies—or your own people. I will never accept these bastards, not even if I die.”

Dashmin held his wound. He stared back at JD, silent but composed. With one steady motion, he pulled the knife from his chest and used his sleeve to suppress the bleeding.

He was shaken. Broken, almost. But then—the relic called to him.

Its light shimmered brighter as he turned toward it. Drawn in, Dashmin walked slowly forward.

The glow reflected on his face.

In one swift movement, he raised the knife—and made a cut across his right palm. Blood streamed down the wound and he curled his wrist and let the blood drip onto the relic.

The hall froze.

To their surprise, the four armed relic began to vibrate.

It began to spin on the platform. At first, it was slow, but then it sped up—whirling like a top or an ancient wheel of wisdom.

Its blue glow intensified. Waves of energy pulsed outward. The relic spun faster and faster, emitting a high-pitched whistling sound.

Then, with a flash—

It lifted.

The relic levitated, hovering above to astonish them.

Everyone in the room stood stunned.

King Shalimaan’s breath caught in his throat. They watched in awe as the relic rose like a blue dwarf star, floating in front of Dashmin. The light it emitted filled the room with an eerie, psychic aura.

The relic spun and shimmered fast. Then, with a sudden spark, the hall went dark.

Only the relic’s glow remained, until it too faded—

—and the relic dropped back down to the platform.

The levitating lamps brightened again, restoring the room’s light to normal.

King Shalimaan stood frozen.

“What the hell...” he whispered.

For them, this was a world ruled by science, guided by law and logic of physics. What they saw shattered the worldview. Magic had always been a term for childish stories—but now... something had changed.

They had seen something they could not explain.

“How is it possible?” the King asked, still staring. “Does this relic have anti-gravity tech? Is it embedded with devices? How did you make it levitate?”

Dashmin stood without making a sound. His eyes welled with tears—but not from pain.

It was the memory of ignorance.

He thought of his people. Of his clan.

Years of silence. Prejudice. Hatred. Exclusion.

He wanted to speak—wanted to pour out everything he’d kept buried. But he knew it wouldn’t matter. Not here. Not now.

To them, he was still just a Roobie.

“For centuries, we’ve been treated like animals,” Dashmin began. “Discriminated in countless ways. They doubted our loyalty, accused us of betrayals—without proof or justification. Our men were thrown in jails and cages. On mercy of false hope to see their families again.”

He paced, eyes fierce and voice trembling.

“They call us terrorists. But we’re human. We live, we breathe—just like you all. We have families. Children. And many of us are even dying from hunger and poverty on this very planet.”

His voice rose.

“How can we terrorize anyone without the strength to barely survive?"

“And even after all this, I came here— Not in vengeance, or power—but for protection. Because I believe... This is my planet too. My wife, my children, our families—they all live here. They suffer everyday but you are here calling me a traitor?”

He turned to the crowd.

“These ministers call me a trickster!” His voice cracked. His chest heaved.

“Then too, I won’t stop. I will serve—to save the place enough to call home. Where I’ve shared with my people because they believe someone is out there, who can save them.”

He closed his eyes. The room was still.

Even if they didn’t share his pain, they could feel the weight behind his words. Even the King remained silent—as did the ministers.

But the bastard opened his mouth again.

“But my lord—” JD began.

“Keep your mouth shut, or I’ll throw you out, minister!” King Shalimaan’s voice thundered. “Just shut the fuck up for once in your life!”

Furious, he turned toward the ministers.

“Let me ask all of you,” the King growled. “Thirty-three ministers serving this planet, best of best, hand-picked by my ancestors. Thirty-three voices... and only one came speaking,” he pointed at Dashmin, “With assurance of knowing the truth?”

His glare intensified.

“You talk about choices and preferences? When a goddamn fantasy has become a reality!”

He stepped closer, voice rising like a storm.

“Without the prophecy decoders—what are you? Look at your faces!”

He paused, glaring at their blank, pale faces.

“No!? Then remember—I am the king. I own this planet. These people; their mind, body and their soul.”

He turned to JD, jabbing a finger toward his forehead.

“And you—you better remember that I decide what’s true or not. Don’t you ever dare to cross my words again. Because I swear to lord Kairo, You’ll beg for mercy after seeing the darkest side of a Kairian king, JD.”

His Carbonium armour began to glow red again, pulsating with fury. But he held back—choosing not to unleash it.

The ministers lowered their heads in shame. They had disappointed him.

“Dashmin. You will speak now.” The King’s tone dropped—dangerously calm.

“I want you to tell me everything without fantasizing stories. Or I’ll burn you alive without thinking twice.

Don’t forget—I could become your nightmare too.”

The room was quiet. All eyes turned to Dashmin.

And then—he was ready to speak the truth about swastik.

***
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ZONE X (NORTHERN MOUNTAINS)

Up in the foggy mountains far from the city, thick smoke rose from a glowing campfire at peak. Men in white armour stood around it. They talked, drank, and laughed with their comrades.

It was the Marshals’ weekly routine. After duty on weekends they would escape to places like this. Unwinding and breathing like men again. It was their chance to enjoy personal time.

Aghora sat on a rock beside the fire, its glowing flare illuminating his hardened face. He looked calm—quiet—lost in thought as he stared into the fading blue sky, breathing like a human.

Beside him, a Marshal was busy plucking seeds from the leaves of a blue plant. His hands moved with a soft rhythm, while the others passed around drinks.

“Enjoy the tastes of Herbis. It takes time and patience to get this right,” he told the waiting comrades. “Strip the leaves with care. Crush them with your palm until they’re fine.”

“You can mix it, roll it like this—and boom,” he said, snapping his fingers. “Medicine’s ready.”

“Yeah, medicine,” another Marshal chuckled. “My man Kartik is a wizard with this blue plant. One puff takes you deep—real deep—into the voids of your thoughts and imaginations. Relaxes the body. Satisfies the soul.”

“What a miracle, huh?” Kartik grinned. “But Kenny, you know a bad roll can tear someone down too, triggering the bad past. The side effects... are equally dangerous.”

Kenny nodded, swirling his drink. “Yeah. But for now, roll it anyway. We have got a long night to pass.”

Kartik's hands moved like a machine, prepping the Herbis joint for the group. They were eager to smoke, laugh, and forget the world for a while.

“Hail to the man who discovered Herbis!” Kartik lifted his wine glass.

A cheer followed.

“Toast! Toast! Toast!”

“It’s been a goddamn day,” Kenny said, clinking his glass. “But I’m glad that storm’s finally over.”

“That ridiculous storm prophecy was such a pain,” he added.

“Ridiculous?” Kartik raised an eyebrow.

“Think about it,” Kenny replied. “Old scholars want us to think our nation will collapse just because some unknown object shows up? It’s all a gamble. A bluff. A way to scare people.”

“Maybe,” Kartik shrugged. “I haven’t seen it myself yet. But what about that man they found on the seashore? Doesn’t that seem... strange to you?”

“Oh come on, Kartik. Haven’t you seen trespassers before?” Kenny laughed.  "Homeless migrants are not new to Aquastation. We are the richest economy. We have seen people begging for citizenship. What’s so different about this one?”

“You’re not wrong,” Kartik admitted. “But all the others had names,  and origins. But this guy... nothing at all. Not a single trace.”

“I thought the same, at first,” Kenny said. “But then I remembered something about the IGTO records.”

“What’s that?”

“The Dark Regions,” Kenny said. “IGTO doesn't have its records. This guy could be one from there. Just a dumb coincidence. Maybe he was seeking shelter, fleeing from those bastards.”

“But people are scared, Kenny,” Kartik said more seriously now. “When I was coming up here, some guy down the valley stopped me. He asked me something.”

“What?”

“He asked... ‘Is it really a relic? Or is it redemption?’”

“Fools,” Kenny scoffed. “Starting to sound like Roobies now.”

Just then, Kartik handed something over.

“Aghora—your chillum is ready.” He filled it with the Herbis mixture and passed it over. “I have put in more this time. "You’ll need it; you might feel tired."”

“Tired of killing Roobies?” Kenny laughed, enjoying his drink.

Aghora took it in his hand—held it for a moment—then muttered:

“Relic or redemption, huh...?” His eyes glinted in the firelight.

He touched the chillum with his scared lips. Took one puff, then two. After the third, he inhaled all the smoke. 

He paused, then blew the leftover out through his nose—like a bull.

“Not a relic. Nor a redemption. Tell those bastards—it's a test of refusal.”

Both Kartik and Kenny became attentive. Bewildered.

“The relic?” Aghora continued. “It’s a trap. A deception laid out for us. Prediction won’t come true on its own. Prophecies are for cowards who fall weak to fight a war.”

“A trap?” Kenny asked, startled. “But how? And how do you know?”

“We have plenty of enemies around, kids.” Aghora replied calmly. "There are signs, this  man could be from the Dark Regions. Trespassed by someone."

“The Dark Planet?” Kartik’s eyes lit up.

Deep in the galaxy's shadows, it held a bloody history of violence, spying, and attacks on allied nations. Aquastation and the Dark Planet had a long legacy of war and enmity.

“Those bastards will never change,” Aghora muttered. “But this time... we’ll end the war our way. Be ready. We will be heading for a battle soon.”

“But who might be behind it?” Kenny asked.

“Damn that bastard Allen!” Kartik exclaimed.

“The traitor sold out his father’s name already,” Kenny added bitterly. “Then the king, and now he’s ready to sell out his own people. If I ever see that snake again, I swear—I’ll kill him with my own hands!”

“I never thought Allen would stoop this low, helping those Asaurs.” Kartik continued, his anger flaring. “Now, I hate him more than ever. If he ever faces me, I won’t think twice to make a move, and the only thing he will beg for is death.”

Aghora didn’t respond. He quietly smoked his chillum, eyes fixed on the crackling fire.

Then he spoke, almost like a whisper to the flames.

“Fire scares men, more than anything. Use fire against your hate... and you’ll see what real joy feels like.”

He took another puff and enjoyed his wine.

Exactly who was this Allen—and why did they all seem to loathe him so deeply? It was yet to uncover the truth.

***
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KAIRIAN CASTLE

King Shalimaan had dismissed all the ministers now from the hall.

Only Dashmin and JD remained.

“So you’re telling me,” the King said, sipping his wine, “this relic is some kind of weapon—a cursed one?”

“Yes,” Dashmin replied. “A weapon of mass destruction that doesn't rely on science for its work. Its science is beyond our reach. The stories say it helped destroy countless planets during the Second Great War.”

“But how?” the King asked. “This little trinket... how could it wipe out worlds?”

Dashmin’s wound had been treated, stitched and bandaged to stop the flow of blood. The robe on his shoulder had slipped, revealing Roobian tattoos marked on his chest.

“Just like the ‘magic’ you saw moments ago,” he said, “This relic has divine power. It carries a curse. Only blood can activate it.”

“I could feel it,” Shalimaan admitted. “That radiating energy when it entered the hall.”

Dashmin leaned forward slightly.

“You see, wars fought in the past were unlike today’s,” he explained. "Before The Great Silence, humans lived in unimaginable ways."
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