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​​Prologue
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In the universe where our tale unfolds, the aftermath of the story, "The Hunt for the Lost Core - Uncovering the Reptilian Plot," reverberates. Ancient rivalries smolder and immensely powerful weapons are in play. The Reptilian species, led by the fearsome Chief Warrior Zekkor, were on a quest for a potent weapon core, intending to obliterate Earth. Catching wind of this insidious scheme, the technologically advanced Nordic civilization rallied Earth's young adults to their cause. Together with Nordic teenagers, they formed the collective known as TerNor8 and embarked on a daunting mission to protect their home planet. The enigmatic alien race, the Greys, guided them through numerous adversities throughout their journey.

Deception, uprisings, and clashes followed as the Reptilians endeavored to recover the stolen core and obliterate Earth. Simultaneously, the TerNor8 team, displaying courage and tenacity, battled the Reptilians and Greys on the desolate planet Zelion 4. As tensions heightened towards an impending war, the team unearthed the sorrowful past of the Kronians and the mighty sword in the possession of the Nordic Princess, Mila.

With Earth's military forces mobilizing and the Nordics ready to lend support against the forthcoming Reptilian invasion, a ceasefire was negotiated, culminating in a peace treaty between the Reptilians and Nordics. Earth's safety was guaranteed, and the TerNor8 team was celebrated as heroes. However, fresh challenges were on the horizon. Mila, the Nordic Princess, and her team braced themselves for the next adventure - a mission to liberate the oppressed Kronians and bring hope back to a universe teetering on the edge of uncertainty.

Now, our saga, "Secret of the Sword - Saving the Kronians," commences. The TerNor8 team, spearheaded by Mila, the Nordic Princess, embarks on their new mission: to free the beleaguered Kronians and rekindle hope in a galaxy shrouded in darkness. The road ahead is filled with unknown risks, but the undaunted TerNor8 team stands firm, ready to confront the challenges and fight for freedom, justice, and the fate of all sentient beings in the cosmos.
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​​Chapter 1 – Unraveling the Legend
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Mila, the Nordic princess-in-waiting, found herself engrossed in an ancient book. This adventurous royal from the Nordics was unaccustomed to handling books, as the last book printed on Auriga was centuries old. Yet, the affable information assistant and historian at the center proved to be a helpful guide.

Having returned from a daring mission on Earth, Mila devoted her spare time to research on the Kronians, an ancient and forgotten race. Her curiosity was sparked when she discovered an old sword in a cave system on the planet Zellion 4. Each day, her fascination intensified. A cry for help from a device found near the sword, employing technology akin to their modern Quantum Entanglement (QE) devices, fanned the flames of her resolve to assist the Kronians. The message was not a recording; it was live.

Regrettably, the person attempting to communicate in the distress call was incomprehensible. Caitlin, Mila's Earthling friend, recorded the message on a device Earthlings term a "mobile phone." Despite his efforts, Meister Grellin, Mila's mentor, struggled to decode the recording and sought help from the Greys, once allies of the Kronians. Yet, they were reluctant to lend a hand.

Meister Grellin surmised that the Greys feared their past betrayal of the Kronians might be exposed. Complicating matters was a recent discord between Princess Alictra, the Nordic Federation's ruler, and Smeisk, the Grey's President. Without the Greys' aid, untangling the Kronian mystery was daunting. Still, Mila was undeterred.

Frustration grew within Mila due to the scarcity of Kronian information. It appeared as if data had been systematically purged from all digital databases, with even the AI possessing minimal knowledge. If not for the information assistant's suggestion to explore the ancient archives deep within the center's basement, the truth about the Kronians would have remained concealed.

Mila grappled with the archaic scripts before her. The planet Kron, home to the Kronians, was nestled in the Andromeda galaxy, a cosmic treasure. Kron was rich with cosmite, a rare and valuable resource that had guided the planet and its inhabitants' evolution. The Kronians were depicted as beautiful beings with copper-toned skin, golden brown hair, and emerald green eyes.

However, the location of Kron was elusive to other civilizations. Hidden within a space fold, a mysterious space anomaly that warps spacetime, the planet was effectively cloaked and nearly impossible to locate using conventional methods. Without the precise coordinates to the space tunnel's entrance, finding Kron was unachievable.

The ancient text painted a picture of a world of stunning beauty and incredible diversity. From lush, life-filled forests to vast deserts with towering sand dunes, the varied landscapes bore testament to the planet's adaptability and resilience. Mighty mountains stretched across the land, their peaks capped with perpetual snow, while below, crystal-clear rivers and lakes punctuated the valleys. A temperate and welcoming climate allowed a rich variety of flora and fauna to thrive. The planet's vegetation was vibrant and varied, while a plethora of animal species filled the land, air, and seas with a spectacle of sights, sounds, and activity.

Kronian society fostered a harmonious relationship with their natural resources, especially cosmite. They developed advanced technologies to harness this resource without harming their environment, ensuring their world stayed pristine for future generations.

However, the text recounted how the Kronians' benevolence was exploited. They aided a group of space dwellers called the Nexarites, who had ruined their own world through resource mismanagement and sought refuge. The Kronians allowed these underground dwellers to establish a settlement on Kron. However, they were betrayed. Once settled, the Nexarites began to undermine Kron, creating tunnels to reach the cosmite deposits, integral for the Kronians' survival.

It emerged that the Nexarites were not solitary space dwellers as initially assumed, but part of a formidable nation striving for galactic dominance. By the time they invaded Kron, they had already displaced and subjugated numerous reptilian worlds. The text referred to the Reptilians as a peaceful civilization, exiled from the Nuhmeb galaxy, seeking refuge in an isolated cluster called the Eltor cluster. By this point, many of their colonies, including their homeworld, Basiliskar, had been seized by the Nexarites. The surviving Reptilians were enslaved.

The Kronians, an advanced race, retaliated, but their kindness proved to be their downfall. As they made headway in repelling the Nexarites on Kron, they received a distress call from the Greys. They sent a warrior named ‘Tharrigon’ armed with a secret weapon to aid the Greys. This warrior managed to tip the scales in the Greys' favor but perished in the process, and his remains were never recovered.

This incident proved catastrophic for the Kronians. Devoid of their secret weapon, they gradually lost ground to the Nexarites until many sought refuge on an island in the heart of a vast ocean. Here, they erected a formidable energy shield for protection. Those who failed to reach the island faced death or enslavement.

The peace agreement between the Greys, backed by the Nordics and Reptilians, and the Nexarites was a bitter pill for Mila to swallow. The fact that it legitimized the Nexarites' claim over Kron was a slap in the face. Mila's eyes turned to steel, her cheeks flushed with a rage that set her heart pounding. "How could they betray us like this?" she spat out the words, her voice echoing in the silent room. "Our hands are stained with the blood of our own people. Our ancestors were nothing more than traitors!" Her words hung heavy in the air, a damning indictment of the past. The Information Assistant recoiled, her eyes wide with fear. "I...I'm sorry, Princess," she stammered, her voice barely above a whisper. "I'm just the messenger."

Mila's features softened slightly, and she offered a weak smile. "I'm sorry, it's not your fault. You've been immensely helpful. I'm just so...disappointed." The Information Assistant gestured towards a small table. "Let me get you some Vrika berry juice, Princess. It's known for its calming properties," she suggested, pouring Mila a tall, thin glass of the vibrant, ruby-red juice.

The juice was a unique blend of sweet and tart, with a hint of exotic spices that were native to the Vrika berry. It had a velvety texture that was both refreshing and soothing. As Mila brought the glass to her lips, the aroma of the juice filled her senses, a mix of ripe berries and a hint of a floral note that was uniquely Vrika.

She took a small sip, letting the juice roll over her tongue before swallowing. The taste was a burst of flavors, the sweetness of the berries perfectly balanced by the tartness, with the spices adding a warm, comforting note. It was like a symphony of flavors in her mouth, a sensory experience that momentarily took her mind off her disappointment.

As Mila savored the juice, her fingers gently tracing the rim of the glass, she skimmed through the book. She decided to contact the Meister. Retrieving her QE device, she initiated the call, and soon, the Meister responded. "Good day, Mila. Have you made any progress with your research?" he queried.

Mila adjusted the device so that Meister Grellin could clearly see the ancient book she held. "Indeed, I have!" she declared, her eyes sparkling with a mischievous glint. "This ancient tome is inscribed in a script as old as time itself." Her smile faded, replaced by a pensive frown. "Our forebears were not the heroes we believed them to be. In fact, we are the offspring of traitors," she confessed, her voice heavy with disappointment.

Meister Grellin, taken aback by Mila's stark revelation, responded with a tremor in his hands and a look of shock in his eyes. "Mila, we had no control over or understanding of the past. Choose your words wisely," he cautioned, his voice tinged with concern

Ignoring his comment, she asked about the recorded message from the individual they suspected to be Kronian. "Meister, have you made any headway in translating the message from the Kronian boy?" she pressed.

The Meister ran his hand through his hair, his frustration apparent. "No, Princess, the Greys are obstinate. They argue that assisting us would violate the peace agreement with the Nexarites, ratified by the Intergalactic Assembly of Planetary Alliances (IAPA) centuries ago."

Mila gently closed the ancient book, her fingers lingering on the worn cover. "It appears, Meister, that I must confront this issue on my own," she declared, her voice resolute. With that, she ended the conversation and carefully stowed her device. As she prepared to leave, the Information Assistant deftly navigated the narrow, dimly lit corridors of the Information Center. This labyrinthine basement, steeped in the musty scent of old parchment, had been Mila's sanctuary for countless hours as she unraveled the mysteries of ancient texts.

Emerging into the dim light, the Assistant brimmed with excitement. "Look here, Princess," she proclaimed. "I found another book, 'The Journey to Kron.' It's 5000 Cosmite Years old!" Her voice echoed with enthusiasm in the archaic corridor. 

A Cosmite Year, this fascinating measure of time, was birthed from the decay rhythm of the scarce element Cosmite. 

Just like Earthlings have a year on Earth, there's also something called a 'Cosmite Year', or a 'Cosm'. It's the same length as an Earth year, but it's not about Earth at all - it's all about this amazing element called Cosmite.

As the planet Earth spins around its axis, it gives Earth a day. Something similar happens with Cosmite. When it breaks down, or 'decays', it creates a 'Cosmite Day'. So it's not about the Earth spinning or the Sun rising and setting, but about what this special and scarce element is doing. So, in a strange coincidence, Cosmite Years and Days are very similar to Earthly time.

Despite its incredible age, the book was in excellent condition, testament to the enduring nature of knowledge. Mila's eyes sparkled with curiosity as she reached out to take the book, already brimming with anticipation of the new insights that might lie within its ancient pages.

Mila gazed in awe at the book's cover, depicting three planets connected by a dotted line. The first planet was Auriga, the third was Kron, but sandwiched between them was a planet she never anticipated seeing in such a context: Earth!

***

[image: ]


ON EARTH, GENERAL HOFFMAN was immersed in a serious discussion with the human members of the TerNor8 team. His team had setup a video conference call. Caitlin logged in from her mobile phone in Pretoria, Arno was visiting a relative in Johannesburg and Thabo and Lebo were in Cape Town where Lebo was writing University exams. “We cannot afford to believe that we won't face similar threats in the future. Earth's abundance of Cosmite will perpetually draw cosmic fallout, just as spoiled food attracts flies!” he declared sternly. “Consequently, I have decided to establish an Intergalactic Youth Alliance (IYA) to impart knowledge about cosmic culture and politics to young recruits.” He cast a glance at the four teenagers before him. “Should you accept, you will be my inaugural appointees as advisors,” he proposed.

To Caitlin, this opportunity was a dream realized. She had always aspired to delve into education, and this initiative would provide her with the chance to do so. Conversely, Lebo, Thabo, and Arno were more inclined towards adventure. Thabo was eager to explore the possibilities. “Will we have opportunities for space travel and visits to other planets?” he queried.

General Hoffman replied with a smile, “Yes, we've already ratified a pact with the Nordics that encompasses expeditions, missions, and mutual learning opportunities. We will gradually incorporate more civilizations.”

General Hoffman further elaborated that the formation of the IYA was an urgent necessity. Its headquarters would be based in Geneva, with regional offices on each continent. “We've received a request from the Nordic Youth Ambassador for a cultural visit. The aim is to explore similarities between Earth's ancient structures, like the Pyramids and Stonehenge, and comparable structures within the Nordic Federation. We anticipate her arrival, along with her delegation, on Earth in approximately a month from now,” he concluded.

***
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ON THE PLANET OF KRON, now renamed Kron-Nex by the invading Nexarites, life had drastically changed. Following the 'Great Betrayal', as the Kronians referred to it in their history lessons, they established an energy shield over the island of Mrekeni, an expansive territory spanning approximately nine hundred square miles. For over four centuries, those fortunate enough to reach the island in time reconstructed their existence, living relatively normal and joyful lives within this sanctuary. The population had burgeoned to more than 60 million individuals.

The kronians in Mrekeni had evolved into a society full of intrigue. Their shield protected those who managed to reach the island, but it came at a cost—they lost all their advanced research facilities and most of their scientists. Their top priority became maintaining the shield in pristine condition; everything else took a backseat.

Over the years, they gradually lost the ability to use airborne vehicles. Instead, they started domesticating wild Hexapeds, robust mountain creatures of Kron that moved with powerful grace on their six muscular legs. These large beings, about the size of horses, possessed luminescent eyes and antennae that keenly scanned the environment. Their scaled-hide bodies housed a pair of robust lungs, perfectly adapted to Kron's unique atmosphere.

The Aerowagons, which were carts pulled by the Hexapeds, served as a testament to the Kronians' past mastery of flight. Streamlined and with a sleek, aerodynamic design that minimized resistance, the Hexapeds could pull them with relative ease. These carts were lightweight, made from a durable yet light material similar to the alloys used in their former airborne vehicles. With a low center of gravity for stability and large, wide wheels capable of traversing Kron's varied terrains, the carts proved highly practical. Despite their functional design, the carts bore intricate symbols and designs, a reflection of the Kronians' artistic sensibilities, and a nostalgic reminder of their airborne past.

The Nexarites were unable to penetrate the shield. Should they dare to obliterate the entire planet, they would also forfeit the cosmite; the most substantial deposit lay right beneath the island. However, recent developments suggested the shield was weakening, having been breached on several occasions. While they succeeded in repelling the Nexarites, it was inevitable that the shield would eventually collapse entirely.

Jorveth, a youthful Guardian, appeared apprehensive as he recorded some energy measurements on the island's distant side. The erratic energy fluctuations within the shield perplexed Kronian scientists, and time was swiftly running out. Jorveth, a robust figure with his copper-tinted skin, dark, golden brown hair, and emerald green eyes, was considered attractive by many.

The Guardians were the backbone of the Kronian defense initiative. They conducted the majority of the patrols, scouting, and combat to safeguard the Kronians. Seating himself on a fallen tree trunk, Jorveth carefully retrieved a small, circular device from his pocket. His grandfather had gifted it to him when he was a mere five Cosms old, stating it was a communication device that could contact the extraterrestrial world.

However, throughout his upbringing, no one took this claim seriously, dismissing it as a type of mirror. Yet, he now knew better. A couple of weeks prior, he attempted to activate it, and inexplicably, he heard voices, even catching a glimpse of a figure wielding a sword! However, before he could fully comprehend the situation, four Nexarites penetrated the shield nearby, forcing him to make a hasty retreat. Fortunately, a Kronian patrol was in the vicinity and swiftly neutralized the Nexarites.

Jorveth was now endeavoring to operate the device once more. He fumbled with it, rotating it, searching for some form of activation mechanism. After a moment, it began to emit faint sparkles before abruptly projecting an image of an elderly man with disheveled white hair. This was the outcome Jorveth had anticipated, and this time he was better prepared.

Jorveth produced a handheld tablet, displaying it to the elderly man. The tablet depicted a Nexarite poised to attack a young Kronian woman, with a distressed infant crying in the background. Beneath the image, a plea for help was inscribed in three languages: Kronian, Nordic, and Egyptian Hieroglyphics, languages which, according to his research, were utilized on a trading outpost known as Earth.

The elderly man attempted to respond, but Jorveth was unable to decipher his message. Abruptly, the communication ceased. Uncertain of what the future held, he cautiously stowed the communication device back in his pocket and began his journey back to base.

***
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IN THE AFTERMATH OF his destroyer's obliteration by the Reptilians, Moltron, a senior military commander of the Nexarites, was consumed by rage. He directed his ire towards Zalaxar, the erstwhile Supreme Leader of the Reptilians, holding him responsible for his current predicament. Moltron's assignment was to seize control of Vrakon, the Reptilians' home planet, but he had spectacularly failed in his mission. The central command stationed on Crypitr, the Nexarite headquarters within the Andromeda galaxy, had summoned him for an urgent meeting. Moltron was acutely aware that this meeting was unlikely to bode well for him.

Upon his arrival at Crypitr, a planet ingeniously hollowed out, Moltron was greeted by a pair of guards. These guards, imposing in their stature and exuding an air of menace, escorted him through the labyrinthine tunnels of the nest.

The nest was a marvel of alien architecture, a vast network of tunnels and chambers carved into the planet's crust. The walls were lined with a hardened, resin-like substance, glistening under the dim, bioluminescent light. The air was heavy with a musky scent, a mix of damp earth and the peculiar, metallic odor unique to the nest's inhabitants.

Moltron had expected to be ushered into the presence of the queen, the heart of this sprawling nest. But to his surprise, he was met by a high-ranking adviser instead. This adviser, a creature of grotesque beauty with an unidentified substance slowly oozing from the corner of his mouth, regarded Moltron with a look of utter disdain. His eyes, multifaceted and gleaming, bore into Moltron, causing his insect-like heart to flutter erratically.

“I was on the verge of sanctioning your execution,” the adviser declared, his voice a low, threatening hiss that echoed through the chamber. The words hung in the air, a chilling reminder of the precarious situation Moltron found himself in.

Without pausing, the adviser continued, “I decided it would be prudent to offer you one last opportunity. Penetrate the Kronians’ shield and eliminate them once and for all. We require that cosmite, especially since your incompetence prevented us from acquiring any from the Reptilians.” With that, the adviser spun on his heel and departed, leaving Moltron to contemplate his daunting new mission.

***
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AS THE DAY DREW TO a close, Mila was settling in for the night. She had spent hours engrossed in a book she had unearthed at the information center. It revealed the existence of a portal on Earth, providing effortless access to Kron during specific stages of its celestial orbit. The alignment of Earth's Pyramids and Stonehenge, along with additional beacons, were indicators designed to locate this portal at the opportune times. Yet, despite her hours of study, she found herself grappling to fully comprehend the material. She resolved to consult the Meister the following day to discuss her discoveries. Simultaneously, she had lodged a request for a "Cultural" excursion to Earth to examine the Pyramids firsthand. However, more than the planets, she yearned to reunite with Arno, to envelop him in her embrace, and to savor the feeling of his lips against hers...

Before she could slip into her bed, her communication device hummed to life, projecting the Meister's image. “Princess, you wouldn't believe it! The Kronian boy made contact again. This time, I am certain he was appealing for help,” he explained, showcasing the image transmitted by the boy. The message was unmistakably inscribed in Nordic: “Please help Kron, the Nexarites are killing us.” Mila took a few moments to compose her response. “Meister, if there exists a way for me to reach Kron, I would spare no effort to aid them. I will see you in the morning; we have a challenging day ahead!” she declared, and with that, she terminated the conversation. Exhausted but emboldened, she surrendered to sleep, ready to embark on a new chapter at dawn.

***

[image: ]


ALICTRA WAS NEARING her wits' end, embroiled in a dispute with Mila. “Mila, I've already given my approval for your cultural visit to Earth, and I’m not getting in touch with Smeisk! You can let that idea go.” Mila stood her ground. “Alictra, it seems you've forgotten that I am a princess too, with my own web of contacts scattered throughout the universe, including Zeta Beroli. As the Youth Ambassador for the Nordic Federation, I have a wealth of connections. The interesting part is that the Greys actually take a liking to me. I can't say the same for you,” she replied with a teasing smile.

Alictra could sense the challenging conversation ahead with her sister. “Mila, I've told you already, I’m not contacting the Greys!” she insisted, her cheeks flushing with exasperation. Mila, however, turned her head, suppressing a smile. “I’m not asking you to dial them up. We're going to visit Zeta Beroli. Aren't you keeping up with the news?” As Alictra tried to digest her words, Mila switched on a virtual display just in time to hear a reporter announce, “A new era for relations between the Nordic Federation and the Union of Companions of the Greys. Princess Alictra is expected to declare within the hour whether she will accept the invitation to Zeta Beroli or not, but analysts predict that she's unlikely to decline.”

Alictra dropped her face into her hands. “You've backed me into a corner! You know I can't stand Smeisk!” Mila fluttered her eyelashes innocently. “I knew you would be upset, so I've come up with a backup plan to prevent you from sending me on some random mission,” she admitted, grinning. To mollify Alictra, she added, “I've arranged with General Brestin to have Major Gunnar lead the military side of our mission to Zeta Beroli. He'll be flying the Alexia with you. The Sapphire II will serve as a decoy, so it will only be the two of you, alone for at least five days!”

Alictra, her cheeks warming, decided to switch gears. “So, Zeta Beroli it is. Then what's our next move?” she asked. Mila explained the fresh message from the Kronian boy and her need to study the Pyramids to locate the portal to Kron, instead of trying to reach Kron using traditional routes. She would use her contacts on Zeta Beroli to gather language models and other crucial information to assist with the mission to Kron.

Alictra conceded, albeit with a skeptical frown, clearly unconvinced by Mila's theories about the pyramids. However, she seized the opportunity to turn the tables on her younger sister. "Alright, but here's the deal," she began with a hint of vindictiveness in her tone. "You will have to convince the Nordic Federation’s High Council about your mission first. We have a meeting in three days on Volaria. Be ready, we leave tomorrow. Oh, and it's a perfect chance to patch things up with the Ambassador's son." At this, Mila's face fell, but Alictra pressed on, "One misstep, Mila, and I'll pull the plug on your entire plan. Don’t dare to cross me on this! Now, if you'll excuse me, I have a media briefing to prepare for,” she said, leaving the room with an air of triumph.

Mila took a few minutes to simmer down, but then realized that Alictra was giving her everything she wanted. She decided to do the right thing and followed Alictra to where the media briefing was taking place. As Alictra wrapped up the press meeting, reporters began to approach Mila. “Princess, we understand you are going to Volaria to brief the High Council. Do you have any comments?” Mila looked serious. “Yes, I’m going to brief the High Council on a very serious matter, but I can’t disclose what it is at the moment,” she responded.

The next reporter practically shouted, “Can we expect any diplomatic incidents? What message do you have for the Ambassador?” Everyone expected Mila to respond with anger or sarcasm, but instead, she looked down. “Yes, I have a message for the Ambassador and his son. Ambassador, I apologize. What I did was wrong, and I can’t justify it. All I can say is that I’m sincerely sorry. To the Ambassador's son Jerilin, if you can find it in your heart to forgive me, please do. I would be honored if you would accompany me to the official dinner following the Council meeting.” Mila appeared genuinely remorseful, but internally, she was chastising herself for her actions. The thought of spending an entire evening with Jerilin made her stomach churn. However, she said to herself, “If this is what I have to do to help the Kronians, I will do it, even though I would rather grapple with a hundred Nexarites bare-handed than sit next to Jerilin.”
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Chapter 2 – Gathering Support
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Celestara, the capital city of Volaria, presents an awe-inspiring sight. Nestled high above the ground on massive floating rock formations, the city owes its unique structure to the planet's unusual gravitational anomalies and natural phenomena. These anomalies, generated by potent magnetic fields and Volaria's unique mineral deposits, result in large landmasses hovering gracefully in the sky.

Intricate networks of organic vine bridges connect clusters of floating islands, which serve as home to majestic structures and lush, verdant gardens. The Volarians cultivate and reinforce these bridges, harnessing the planet's natural phenomena to create a harmonious and sustainable living environment.

The architecture in Celestara is an exquisite blend of artistry and practicality. Elegant, sweeping curves pay homage to the planet's natural beauty, and sustainable materials ensure the city's longevity. Soft, ethereal light from bioluminescent plants illuminates the city, casting a serene glow over the floating islands and their inhabitants.

The Nordic Federation's High Council meeting is set to take place in the Sovereign Spire, a magnificent palace built atop the largest floating rock formation. The palace offers breathtaking views of the surrounding landscape and is adorned with masterfully crafted frescoes and intricate reliefs that chronicle Volaria's rich history and culture.

Volaria was discovered thousands of years ago by the esteemed space explorer, Calimor. At that time, the existence of wormholes was still unknown, and his journey was a one-way expedition. He established a small colony on Volaria, and over a thousand years later, it was rediscovered. Volaria was the first planet to join Auriga and form the Nordic Federation. The federation has since expanded to encompass twenty-one territories and more than a thousand planets, making it the most potent alliance in the known universe.

Even though Nordics typically aren't fond of much protocol, the Governor of Volaria, along with the Volarian Ambassador to Auriga, welcomed the Nordic Princess and the Princess-in-waiting to Volaria. Thousands of Volarian Nordics lined the route from the spaceport to the Sovereign Spire. Alictra waved and attempted to engage with as many bystanders as possible. Mila followed a few steps behind, particularly captivating the young crowd.

After a few hours of rest, they arrived at the Council room. A lavishly decorated auditorium, the Princess was seated right in the middle of the podium, flanked by the twenty-one High Chancellors representing different regions of the Federation. The Generals of the Federation's powerful military were also present, endowed with voting powers and speaking rights. Seated in front of the podium, they faced the delegates from the different planets, primarily comprised of their respective Governors. Together, they formed the highest decision-making body in the Nordic Federation. The guests of honor occupied a gallery to the left, where Mila sat alongside several high-ranking officials, sports stars, and popular entertainers.

Although the High Council's decisions can technically be overturned by the Princess, this is a rare occurrence. Typically, policy directions and important decisions are made, and the Princess is then tasked with implementing these decisions as the Federation's sole monarch.

Following several discussions on the economy, the environment, the war with the Reptilians, and the looming Nexarite threat, Princess Alictra finally moved to an agenda item titled "Requests for Council Approval." The first request was "Scout mission to find Kron." This was controversial because the Nexarites had renamed the planet Kron-Nex, indicating that the Nordic Federation did not accept the name change, despite it being hundreds of years old.

Alictra read the item and then invited Mila to the podium to address the High Council on the matter. Mila, a highly popular Princess, possibly more so than Alictra, walked down to the podium to resounding finger snaps—a gesture of support and encouragement in Nordic culture.

Mila felt butterflies in her stomach as she stood at the podium and began her speech. After addressing all the formalities and acknowledgments, she started, "As I stand before you today, don't regard me as your Princess-in-waiting, nor as a royal, but simply as a Nordic. We have values; we treasure life; we care for our environment." She paused for a moment to let her message sink in, then continued, "Yet we have committed an act no Nordic can be proud of. We have betrayed a nation for selfish gain!" This part of her speech was not well received by many High Chancellors and Governors. One High Chancellor raised an objection and requested Alictra remove Mila from the podium. When Alictra asked on what grounds she should be removed, he replied that she was insulting the Federation.

In accordance with Nordic rules, Alictra asked if there were three others who shared the same sentiment, but only two stood up. Thus, she allowed Mila to continue with her speech. The objection seemed to invigorate Mila. She switched off the streaming device that was broadcasting her speech to several locations and continued, "It will be difficult for us to accept that we have betrayed a nation, but if we don't acknowledge our wrongdoings, we will never be able to move forward. We can erase our misdeeds from our databases and reprogram the Artificial Intelligence, but can we eradicate this treacherous act from our consciousness?" She paused again, turned towards the High Chancellor who raised the objection, and said, "How can we sleep and act as if nothing has happened when we all know that 4500 Cosms ago, our ancestors betrayed the Kronians? What have we done since? We erased them from our history classes and wiped them from our databases! Is this what we, as Nordics, stand for?" She switched the display back on and displayed a digitally enhanced version of the latest interaction between Meister Grellin and the young boy. With a soft, emotional voice, she said, "They are crying out for our help, they have survived for 4500 Cosms, and after all this time, they still hold onto hope – hope that we, as Nordics, will do what is right and come to their aid." There was a chilling silence in the auditorium as she concluded her speech, "I hereby request that we establish a task force to locate Kron and to find ways to assist the Kronians." After her speech, she did not leave the podium; she merely stood there, waiting for the Council's discussion to unfold.

The discussion was heated, with several Governors and High Chancellors rejecting her request. Some cited the peace agreement with the Nexarites and its endorsement in subsequent years by the Intergalactic Assembly of Planetary Alliances (IAPA). Unexpected support came from the Ambassador of Volaria: "Perhaps we should begin to think like our Princess-in-waiting. She has demonstrated to the Federation that when she makes a mistake, she can apologize and move on. I urge everyone here to consider her request and the creation of a task team. If we find a way back to Kron, we must admit our mistakes. Even if they were made by our forefathers, we have an obligation to make things right!"

As the discussion progressed, it became apparent that Mila's request would not be approved. Too many delegates were unwilling to recognize the betrayal of long ago, and others were overly concerned that it would instigate a war with the Nexarites. Realizing that Mila's motion was not going to pass, Alictra made a last-ditch effort: "What is the opinion of the Military?" she asked.
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