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Prologue

Somewhere. Somewhen.

   “Where am I?” the girl asked again. 

   She was scared and alone. She couldn’t remember how

she had got here, but wherever she was it seemed to be

everywhere  and  nowhere  and  pitch  black.  She  felt

different, strange, as if sapped of energy. And every now

and  again  fleeting,  flashing  jumbled-up  images  pulsed

through her mind——an explosion, escape, and a desperate

fight for life. Her head pounded in the darkness.

   Hushed voices hovered around her.

   “Who’s there?” she cried out into the darkness, her

eyes failing to adjust to anything in the nothingness

around her.

   There was a sense of movement toward her and a feeling

of  warmth  emanated  toward  her,  followed  by  a  voice,

neither harsh nor threatening, but insistent.

  “I am Techmoses,” answered a being from the shadows.

  “I  am  Urvursur,”  answered  a  second,  a  much  deeper

voice, though the girl could not see either one of them.

  “We need you to help us,” said Techmoses. “You attacked

our universe and we want to know why.”

  The girl didn’t know what he was talking about. She

tried to move and though she couldn't even see beyond

herself,  she  knew  she  was  strapped  down  upon  a  metal

apparatus tilted almost upright toward her captors. She

squirmed  uselessly  against  what  she  perceived  to  be

temporal bonds.

  Techmoses  addressed  another.  “Antrameda,  are  you

ready?” 

   “Yes,” came the solitary answer. A female voice. From

behind the girl who jolted in terror and shuddered from

the coldness of that voice.

   From in front, the warmth spread to the girl again.

“Who are you?” Techmoses asked, gentleness in his firm

voice.

  She twisted in her bonds trying to see her captors. She

screamed in frustration at her failure.

  Then she froze as the briefest of flashes of some form

of dark light, flared long enough for the girl to see the

darkest of forms raise a hand. From his hand a strange

black dense energy infused the girl.

   The girl screamed, her soul feeling as if on fire.

   “Where are you from?” Techmoses asked in a soft voice.

  She could feel the words being dragged from her being.

“Earth!”  screamed  the  girl,  in  agony.  “Earth!”  she

repeated in heaving gasps.

   “Why are you here?”

   Her tongue was agonisingly dry, but the words scraped

over it. “I... I don't know. I don't know... where I am,”
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she gasped. 

   “What are you?”

   The girl's eyes widened in shock as residual black

energy wreaked through her body. 

   “What are you?” Techmoses repeated. There was more

tension under his soft voice.

   The girl was breathing erratically, her eyes searching

for  some  recognisable  form  around  her  to  find  some

purchase in reality, something to cling to, a place of

sanity, but all was deep unfathomable darkness.

   Her mind searched for the answer, if if directed by an

outer force. “Astral. I'm an Astral!” she whispered, her

mind numb with pain.

   In the darkness, Techmoses and Urvursur turned to each

other.  “So  they  exist!  We  will  alert  the  others!”

Techmoses turned back to the girl. “You will not remember

any  of  this,  but  thank  you.”  He  addressed  Antrameda,

still behind the girl. “Return her to her timestream.

Observe her. We have new enemies to destroy.”

 Techmoses  and  Urvursur  turned  and  blinked  out  of

existence in a flash of blackness. 

  The girl was alone with the female, whose cold presence

she felt walk around slowly to her side, yet the girl

could only see a black outline. 

  Antrameda reached out and touched the girl's head.

  And Zane screamed and screamed until unconsciousness 

swept her away. 
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PART ONE

THE KING OF MAGNA AURA 

Of Odyssey Ends and Beginnings
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Prologue

   The storm had appeared more than twenty years ago. At 

first, it had seemed like a continual area of climate 

depression, not seen before on Halcyon, and not 

responsive to any climate control fields. Probes did not 

return and lives were not risked to enter its black 

swirling depths.

   Every year the clouds had grown denser, centred over a

small islet of the Astral Islands, circling in a 

prescribed manner ten miles across and twenty miles high.

Scanners could not penetrate the cloud layers; they 

indicated nothing was there. The storm did not exist.

   A quarantine perimeter had been set up and no one was 

allowed to approach the area. Communications about the 

storm was restricted until it could be figured out what 

it was and how long it would persist. Sky and Star 

Warriors monitored its nature constantly.

   But there was a theory, that the storm was not of this

dimension. It was a breach; from where and by whom it was

not known. If it was the Lore, then they would stand 

ready. All they could do was watch. And wait for things 

to change.

   Then change came. The Starguards returned home.
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CHAPTER ONE

  

   “Halt, fly no further! Identify yourselves!” a voice 

boomed over the manoeuvre suit comms.

   Sceptre, Urana, Decion, and Azure stopped as they flew

through space, several hundred miles above Halcyon. 

   The Sword ship barring their way was huge, much bigger

than any that had built during their time on Magna Aura. 

It still had the same streamlined, silver frame, but more

weapons seemed to bristle from its ports and command 

towers studded the main body. It was very much a warship,

built in the traditional Trinari exacting lines, the kind

they could have used while fighting the Lore.

   Decion very much admired the approaching Sword, but 

looking beyond it he spied nebulous black clouds on the 

far side of Halcyon as it turned; a storm like he’d never

seen before or could believe could exist on Halcyon. He 

wasn’t sure if the others had also seen the tempest, but 

he didn’t have time to raise the question. 

   Without warning, four figures materialised around 

them. Of the four men, two donned the unmistakable two-

toned-blue Sky Warrior manoeuvre suits, but with helmets 

for their occupants to breathe within the suit's personal

forcefield. However, the other two men wore the open 

helmets and armour which Sceptre recognised from his 

studies on Earth as being stylised Greek armour. They 

were also protected by natural forcefields, like the 

Starguards, but these weren’t Starguards. They were 

Astrals. And upon closer inspection, twins at that.

   Sceptre could feel the other Starguards tense, as they

realised the same thing. 

   “Who are you?” Sceptre asked, perturbed at having been

halted by their upstart kin. “Identify yourselves, now!”

   The four men looked at each other, each refusing to 

answer. But Sceptre could see in their eyes that they 

recognised the newcomers, but didn’t want to acknowledge 

the fact too quickly. They were young unblooded warriors,

Sceptre suspected, but not used to being challenged. He 

looked over at Decion, whose eyes shared the same 

thought.

   For once, Sceptre wanted Decion to cut loose and teach

these Astral whelplings a lesson. Decion took a sideways 

glance over at Sceptre, sensing his attention and 

understanding the silent command.

   Welcome home! Sceptre thought.

  The swordship hung between them and the Halcyon in 

silent splendour, like a jewelled dagger, Sceptre 

thinking of how to evade or disable it, if it intervened.

   Just as the silent tension threatened to boil over, 

Urana intervened.

   “Stop!” she commanded, before any blood was shed. She 
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addressed the four strangers. “You know who we are! I am 

Urana, sister of Cirrius. Who are you and where is my 

brother?” she said in a polite voice with an undercurrent

of charged anger. 

   “Urana?” spoke up one of the apparent brothers. “But 

you, you have all been missing for forty years!” 

   “Forty... did you say forty years?” Urana exclaimed, 

looking at the other Starguards’ reactions.

   “That’s not possible,” Sceptre said. “We were on Earth

less than ten years!” Then he thought of the battle with 

the Storm of Stars. He shook his head not knowing what to

believe. Are the Storm of Stars still playing with us? 

his mind dared ask. He did not want an answer. The other 

Starguards looked just as perplexed.

   “If you are who you say you are,” the same brother 

spoke, “then you must be Sceptre,” he looked at Aerl, 

“and Decion,” he added, bowing to them. “And you, you 

must be...” His voice took on a tone of disgust, but the 

man on his right, his twin, chided him with a click of 

his tongue.

   “... Azure,” he finished for his brother, “Loremaiden.

Daughter of the Traitor Synther.” Azure flinched at the 

unwanted honourific. “Saviour of the Magna Aura system.” 

He bowed, but he seemed to mock her.

   Azure was about to protest, but a strange sensation 

surged through her, her body feeling weirdly energised.

    Urana interrupted her answer. “Hey! I asked who are 

you and where is my brother?”

   One of the twins smiled proudly, as if to reveal a big

secret. “The King is on Halcyon, where he has ruled for 

the past thirty years. And we are the Astrals, his allies

and warriors!” He proclaimed. “I am Antichilles. This is 

my brother Tyran,” he indicated his twin.  With us are 

Sky Leaders Tymmon and Maxsos.”

   There were mutual exchanges of greetings.

   “King?” Urana interrupted the cordialness, still not 

able to take it all in.

   “It’s a long story. He can explain it to you,” 

Antichilles said. 

   “Where are Altair and Alpha Rion?” Tyran asked.

   “They are not here?” Sceptre asked in return, looking 

down at the slowly-spinning world as if he could see them

himself. 

   The Astrals shook their heads.

   “Then we do not know,” Sceptre answered. “We hoped 

they would be here. It looks like they may have died on 

Earth.”

   Decion scowled, not pleased at the thought of his 

brother being dead. “Weren’t you Astrals watching over 

Earth? Watching us? Shouldn’t you know?” He asked; a 

curious thought coming to mind as the young men again 
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looked at each other and then Antichilles.

   “As I said, the King can explain,” he left it at that.

And before the Starguards could ask any more questions, 

Antichilles threw his arms open to the cosmic air and the

party of Astrals, Sky Warriors, and Starguards 

disappeared from the environs of outer space...

   ... to land on Sky Command.

   In the main hanger bay to be exact, Azure recognising 

the smell of the skimmers, the slight creaking of the 

bulkheads and hull and the faint soothing vibrations from

the grav-engines, keeping the Sky Warriors' headquarters 

aloft. This was the hanger she had first met Novan. This 

reminded her to ask:

   “Have you heard from Novan?”

   There was no answer from their escort, but a new voice

spoke up.

   “No, we haven’t heard from any other Starguard, until 

you arrived today.” A female voice said, entering from 

the opposite end of the hanger. “It’s very good to see 

you,” she continued...

   “Timechantress!” Decion yelled, seeing the blue-haired

Astral ahead of them. “How dare you greet us! What are 

you doing here, bitch?” Decion raged. He made ready to 

grab his lancesword from its otherworldly sheath and 

charge the Astral, but Sceptre and Urana held him back, 

just.

   “Let her speak!” Sceptre urged. “You have a lot of 

explaining to do, Astral, for your part in our abductions

to Earth!”

  Timechantress stood before them. Her daughter, 

Celestra, and another, younger, blue-haired girl stood 

beside her. 

   Antichilles turned on them. “How dare you address the 

Queen in such a manner! You should be kneeling before 

her!”

   “Queen?” Urana sneered; a horrible feeling inside her.

  “And our mother!” Antichilles announced as he and Tyran

took off their helmets, their bright blue hair confirming

their heritage. “... Aunt Urana!” he sneered back.

   The Starguards could only look on startled. 

   Azure stifled a laugh, Urana giving her a look of pure

venom. Azure said, “Well you have to admit after all 

we’ve been through, you had to see this coming!”

   Urana twisted her mouth, trying not to laugh. But she 

was still in no mood to countenance having to obey an 

Astral. “Where’s my brother, Timechantress?”

  Her haughtiness intact, Timechantress stepped to one 

side, stretching out her arm. “This way,” she smiled at 

Urana. “Sister.”

   Urana bristled at the term, but held her tongue. They 
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followed, as Timechantress led them through the familiar 

corridors of Sky Command, the blue-hued corridors, a 

somewhat comforting sight.

  Decion smirked. 

  What are you smiling at now, Decion?” Sceptre asked.

  “These Astrals,” he whispered, “They are time 

travellers, yet did not foresee our return. They are 

worse than the other lot!”

   The two of them laughed. It was good to be home.

   Scores of Sky Warriors looked around at them and each 

other, whispers echoing through the halls and corridors: 

The Starguards had returned! Through more corridors, 

skylifts, and transtubes, Azure knew they were heading 

for the Sky Commander's office; she had been there enough

times and she hoped to see friendly faces. 

  However, the atmosphere was eerily muted, the 

Starguards feeling distinctly uneasy, even Azure, who 

nominally would have been the ranking Sky Warrior after 

Cirrius, following Gal Agar’s death. But she was shocked 

to see who the new Sky Commander was. 

   “Tol? Is that you?” She saw her old colleague standing

outside the Sky Commander’s office, his dark blue uniform

indicating his rank. Time had not sat well upon him. Even

for a Celestian’s longer lifespan than a human’s, forty 

years had seen the grey appear in Tol Valar’s hair and 

wrinkle lines and a faint scar on his forehead weathering

his face. 

   “Hallo, Deb, or should I say, Azure?” He saluted her. 

“Who would have thought you were a Starguard!” He smiled.

"And than you for saving our worlds!"

   “Thank you," she gave a slight bow, "And everyone is 

very welcome. It was a shock for me, too, you know. And 

now you’re the Commander. What happened to the rest?” 

Azure remembered Ade, Dessa, and Glith. A wave of nausea 

flooded through her and she barely heard Tol’s reply. 

   “All gone——Universe hold them,” he briefly closed his 

eyes and dipped his head in respect. “I was the highest 

ranking Sky Warrior left, so I was appointed the 

Commander.”

   “Well, you look... well,” Azure lied.

   Tol laughed without bitterness. “No I don’t. Thirty 

years of war have taken its toll.”

   “War!” The Starguards voiced as one.

   “That will be all, Sky Commander Valar,” Timechantress

said, dismissing him. 

   “Yes, your Highness,” he bowed, "If you will excuse 

me. I have duties to attend to." He took his leave, 

giving a look at Azure who half-returned it.

   “War, Timechantress?” Sceptre repeated, “Against 

whom?”

   “All will be explained. I did not want us gossiping in
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the corridors,” a frosty smile ended the conversation. 

She turned and opened the door, the young Astrals and 

four Starguards stepping in. 

   Cirrius sat at the Sky Commander’s desk.

   The office was much as Azure remembered it from Gal 

Agar's time. It had never been a big office, it was more 

his personal office than the battle and conference suites

down the corridor. Behind Cirrius and the desk, the large

portholes and air hatch still showed the glorious 

blueness of Halcyon's skies. However, the furniture and 

decorations had been changed. Gone were Gal Agar's 

personal touches replaced by Tol Valar's awards, 

trophies, and vid-pics of various events. The right-hand 

wall was a weapons panel with selections of projectile 

arms and swords, while the left-hand wall held screens 

and maps of the Magna Aura worlds and sword-ship status. 

On the desk was what looked like a flag and a coat of 

arms, though Azure was not sure if they belonged to the 

Magna Aura system or to Cirrius himself. 

   As the door had opened, Cirrius looked up suddenly, 

discreetly tucking away whatever he had been working on. 

His face brightened upon seeing the visitors. 

   “Rain?” Cirrius said with a big smile on his face. “It

really is you!” He rose and walked around the desk, 

hugging his sister who returned it with wholeheartedness.

    Urana looked at her ‘little’ brother. His blue hair 

was darkening and his square-faced features made him look

more like their father than the brilliant-but-shy youth 

she had left behind. “I suppose you’re older than me 

now?” she asked.

   Cirrius returned her smile. “I am at that, ‘big 

sister’. They laughed. He looked at the rest of the 

Starguards in turn and hugged them. “And look at you, 

little Azure. How you have grown. Thank you for saving us

all.”

   Azure blushed. She hadn’t expected any praise from 

Cirrius. 

   “You don’t expect us to call you ‘Your Highness’?” 

Decion smouldered. 

   Cirrius smiled back, but said nothing.

   “A king isn’t even a Celestian concept. Where did you 

get that from——Earth?” Sceptre asked.

   Cirrius sighed. “Well, it is good to see you all, 

too.” He said feeling less than welcomed himself. “Yes, 

Aerl” he addressed Sceptre, “King is an Earth term. We 

needed something for the Magna Aurans to rally around. 

Zasandra introduced me to the term and history of 

kingship on Earth. And, no, Decion, you do not have to 

address me as ‘Your Highness’. Though as the king you 

would have to respect me in public, even if you don’t in 

private. I am no dictator, but we needed to come together
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after the attacks.”

   “Which brings us back to this war,” Sceptre said.

  Cirrius sighed again. “So, you have heard." He looked 

at Timechantress who indicated it wasn't her. Cirrius 

said, "Ten years after you disappeared, well were taken 

by the Astrals to Earth...” He looked a bit sheepishly at

them all, “Magna Aura was attacked by an unknown enemy 

with powerful spacecraft. They caught us with our guard 

down. We thought we were were safe after the Lore attack.

And we had not encountered any other beings in the 

surrounding systems.  We have never even seen the 

enemies’ faces. They still attack, probing for weak 

spots. So, as the Supreme Commander of the Sky Warriors, 

I consolidated power establishing martial law on Halcyon.

But with these new attacks, I extended my powers to 

Placia, the outer planets and the city-states, to all 

intents and purposes ruling the Magna Aura system. I 

became King. But the new Protectress of the State for 

Placia, Astara, disagreed with my aims and resisted my 

command over Placia.”

   “Good for her!” Urana retorted with a joyful smile. 

“Placia is a sovereign world, and I would have done the 

same!”

   Cirrius continued, disregarding his sister’s outburst.

“There were years of tension, watched over by the 

Astrals, but Timechantress and Celestra eventually sided 

with me." He smiled at them. "I allowed Astara to return 

and protect Placia. We have a truce, but agree on the 

ultimate mutual protection of Magna Aura. Anyway, as time

went on, Zasandra and I fell in love, married, and had 

children, the twins Antichilles and Tyran, and our 

daughter Xestina,” the younger blue-haired girl gave a 

nervous smile.

   Azure looked at the young Astral, who returned her 

gaze, reminding Azure of a shy young girl who became a 

Starguard. She knew Xestina would have to grow up fast in

time to come and didn't envy her.

   “And so we have protected Magna Aura for the past 

thirty years, each time the attacks becoming stronger. We

have built more Swords, the city-states now converted 

back into Swords——sorry, Aerl,” Cirrius said to Sceptre. 

“We needed them and the citizens are now housed here or 

on Placia.”

   Sceptre nodded. Millennius city-state, his home, was 

now a spaceship once again.

   "You have seen my flagship, the Celestient; 

magnificent is she not? Her sisters, Rethemer and 

Exthereal, currently guard Halcyon and Placia, and rotate

with the seven other new swords in patrolling the 

system." He pointed his chin over the left wall with its 

status reports. "The Trinari have excelled themselves in 
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their craftsmanship!"

   “And the Star Warriors?” asked Decion, his battle 

senses intrigued.  

   “The Star Warriors still survive, under the leadership

of Star Commander Ilis Rona, a fine Xarian. But we could 

use your command, if you so wished.”

   Decion thought about it. He did not know Ilis Rona,  

but he did not want to seem to be changing sides, again 

and looked at Sceptre who seemed to have read his mind. 

He nodded his assent.

   “That would be agreeable,” Decion said, “I will meet 

with this Ilis Rona first," stiffly adding "Your 

Highness.”

   Cirrius graciously sniffed away Decion’s slight. "Star

Commander Ilis Rona is a fine capable commander, but she 

could learn a lot from you," Cirrius said.

   Azure was puzzled and asked: “But what about the other

Astrals; didn’t they help you in the war?” 

   Cirrius looked at his wife. The children bowed their 

heads. 

   Azure swallowed hard, knowing there would be a 

terrible answer.

   “There are no more Astrals,” Timechantress said, 

almost in a matter-of-fact manner. “They have disappeared

or are dead!”

   “Dead!” Azure was shocked. The Starguards looked at 

each other. As much as they loathed the Astrals, they 

knew that some of them had their best intentions at 

heart, except for Timechantress and the deceased sons of 

Destina, Netherlord and Archron. “But they brought us 

back. Or at least Zane did!” Azure added.

   Celestra made a face. “Zane? She’s dead!” she said. 

“My father said she died in an attack!”

   “An attack! Huh!” scoffed Azure, “Your father tried to

kill her and thought he had, but it turns out she was a 

Loremaiden, like me. She survived and ended up on Earth.”

   "A loremaiden?" Timechantress gasped in shocked. 

   “And then there is the Time Empress,” Sceptre said.

   Timechantress shook her head. “Time Empress? I do not 

understand any of this. We do not have an Empress!" she 

waved her hands in confusion. "What happened in Earth?”

   The Starguards took a collective sigh and told the 

gathered Astrals of their adventures since being taken 

from Magna Aura right up to the battle with the Storm of 

Stars and their return to Magna Aura.

   For hours, Cirrius and the Astrals listened with 

intent, astounded at the sheer scale of their adventures.

At the end their was an reverential silence, until 

Cirrius said: “So, the Storm of Stars really existed!” 

Cirrius said with awe.

   “And the Antiqchronals?” Timechantress' voice was 
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quiet.

   “It was all true what the Scrolls of History had 

within them and what the Knights Destina believed,” 

Decion added.

   Cirrius pondered this for while. “And I missed it! 

What I would have given to be there?”

   But his sister rebuked him. “Cirrius, a lot of people 

died, including a lot of humans we knew——friends. And 

possibly Altair and Alpha Rion. And it's all your fault!”

The last aimed at Timechantress.

   Cirrius grasped the sides of his head, exasperated. 

“No, it is not. How could we have known? We had a plan. 

No one was supposed to die, let alone in the realm of 

Gods.”

   “I should tell Astara about Alpha Rion,” Decion said 

sombrely.  

   Timechantress said, “She has already been told you are

back and she is on her way here.”

   Decion nodded, still hoping for a chance at some 

revenge on the Astral. 

   “And now you’re saying that the Astrals are gone as 

well,” Azure brought the conversation back to the 

Astrals. “How do you know this?”

   It was Timechantress’ time to sigh, composing herself;

resigned as if to tell a guilty secret. “Xathanius 

contacted me. Or rather Lightstream came to me. She said 

that he was sorry that Lazeron and Cal Xarien had died 

and that he wanted the Astrals to be together as a family

again, especially as his own had been extended. He had 

forgiven me... that meant a lot to me.” She held back as 

her eyes glistened, before continuing. “I thought it 

still might be a trick to capture me, so I left Celestra 

on Halcyon and went to the Chronopolis to see if things 

were safe.” Her eyes widened as she stared off into the 

distance as she remembered. “But I didn’t see anyone; 

there was just a surrounding wall of nothing around the 

Chronopolis. I looked along the wall, but there was 

nothing to see, no bodies or signs of fighting. But I 

could tell you I was scared...” she stared off into the 

distance again. “... and alone. I think they were 

attacked and one of them sealed off the Chronopolis for 

protection.” She shrugged, not knowing what else she 

could have done. 

   “So I came back to Halcyon, told Cirrius what had 

happened and we started planning from that moment onward.

It’s why he’s king and there’s martial law. We were 

protecting Magna Aura from whatever may have happened to 

the Astrals, for if the Astrals were attacked then the 

attackers are sure to come after me and my children. Then

Halcyon was attacked by these mysterious ships. It seems 

more than a coincidence, so we surmise that the two 
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enemies are one and the same. But we do not know for 

sure. So here we are, trapped in our own system, cut off 

from the Astrals, and from any help.” She sat on the edge

of Cirrius’ desk. 

   Decion shook his head. “Well, we have just fought the 

Storm of Stars. No offence to you Astrals, but we 

Starguards are honed fighters rather than watchers behind

the scenes. We will fight them,” he ventured.

   Timechantress was about to reply, when Azure spoke up.

   “No, Decion,” She said to the general shock of the 

group. “Remember when we were in the cave on Earth 

millions of year in the future and Zane went for help 

from the Astrals and she returned without them? She said 

the Astrals had gone. So at some point, the Astrals 

disappeared from the Chronopolis, leaving it walled-off 

for whatever reason. Timechantress may be right; I can’t 

see any other reason for the Astrals to have disappeared,

unless they had been forced to disappear. And now Magna 

Aura is under attack. Is that a coincidence?” 

   “But when did the Astrals disappear?” Sceptre asked. 

   “It must have been just after Sky’s birth,” Azure 

tried to fill in the blanks. “We met Sky as a little 

girl, but her parents weren’t with her. None of the 

Astrals were. And Timechantress must have been invited 

back to meet Sky,” she concluded. 

   But Sceptre was confused. “But Zane was millions of 

years in the future and Timechantress was here. How can 

they both have been at the Chronopolis around the same 

time? How can you Astrals tell your relative time when 

you’re time travelling?” he asked Timechantress.

   Timechantress shook her head. “The Chronopolis 

inhabits its own temporal dimension and is anchored to an

Astral’s individual present time, so no matter when we 

are in time, whenever we return to the Chronopolis we 

return to our own present, rather than to our past or 

future to avoid paradoxes.”

   “That sounds amazing!” Azure said. “How do you do 

that?”

   Timechantress shrugged again. “I do not know exactly; 

to us it is just like breathing. Phasia trained us in so 

many things, advanced things, but at heart, all of us 

Astrals were just warriors of the ancient world. Celestra

knows far more than I do,” she turned to her daughter. 

“And the younger ones know far more than me about it, the

physics goes beyond my ken. I just know it works!” She 

smiled.

   “So, do you all accept my reasons for rulership?” 

Cirrius asked. 

   “What else can we do?” Urana said. Her glum expression

mirrored the others as they contemplated the new Magna 

Aura order.
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   "So where are we on your royal court?" Urana asked.

   Cirrius laughed. "Well, I know you would not want to 

be 'Princess Urana' so you can just be yourselves. All of

you my loyal knights and defenders of the Magna Aura 

system."

   "Really?" Decion said. "Why not drop the king act and 

we all rule as a council? Why not let the people rule 

again?"

   An uneasy smile spread across Cirrius' face. "Decion, 

I've held these worlds together for forty years. Yes, I 

know I'm responsible that you weren't here, but that was 

unexpected, I was alone, with Astara and we had to defend

Magna Aura. What else could we have done?"

   Azure broke the silence. “You could have found Novan!”

she said. “We could use his help or he might need ours,” 

she rubbed her head, a strong headache coming on from 

nowhere. 

   Everyone looked at her.

   She turned back to Cirrius. “No offence, but we need 

Novan's leadership and extra Swords and warriors,” she 

reiterated. 

   “Novan? He is lost." Cirrus dismissed her idea with a 

swat of his hand. "We have no idea where he is. He has 

not contacted us and we have no idea what happened to him

and if he found his mother, the Goddess Elysius!” 

   Azure chuckled. “He did find her! In a place they call

the Ribbon System. But she’s dead now after saving them 

from the Lore!” Azure was upset, her head throbbing like 

a pulsar, like the universe wanted to spill out of it. 

   As she was about to explain what had happened, none of

them, least Azure herself expected what happened next. 

   There was an explosive flash of vibrant blue in her 

eyes. And then she fainted.

   “Universe, here we go again!” Cirrius rolled his eyes.

   Azure dreamed. It was so vivid and real that she could

not tell if she was actually asleep or awake. She looked 

around her, naked, standing within the starscape that had

suddenly taken hold of her. It showed her things, gave 

her answers, and awakened her soul. She could feel the 

power, the energy coursing through her, and she finally 

understood the reality of her life.

   She could feel the smile on her face, a beautific 

feeling. She could see the radiant blue light shining 

forth from her. She started to laughed. It rolled from 

her belly and out of her mouth like a non-stop flow of 

energising ecstasy. She whirled around in her bluening 

cosmos. She couldn’t stop laughing.  

   “Azure, wake up, what are you laughing about? What’s

going on?” a voice asked, startling her awake. 
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   Azure shot up bolt straight in bed.

   “Universe! What was that?” she heard the same voice 

say.  

   The starscape was gone and the world seemed blurry, 

slowly wavering into focus, reality flooding back. Her 

mind registered the voice and a memory was triggered.

   “Medtech Iesse, is that you?” a groggy Azure opened 

her eyes, just as the blueness faded away. She lay back 

down again.

   She found she was in the medbay. Not much had changed 

since the last time she had been here, perhaps a few more

diagnostic chambers and upgraded machines, but it was 

very much the same. However, Iesse seemed to have grown a

bit rounder. Her eyes were nevertheless the same doleful,

expressive brown orbs studying Azure with concern.

   Iesse stood by, a medical instrument in her hands. 

“Yes, it is me, though I have been a full medscholar for 

twenty years now. It is funny, this is the last place I 

saw you forty years ago. Still fainting, I see," she said

with mirth, "But with no Classia to help you escape this 

time!” her brown eyes smiled.

   Azure gave a wan smile at the memory. “I don't faint 

all the time.” At least her head felt much better. "And 

congratulations on your promotion." She looked around the

bay. "How did I get here?"

   Iesse approached her a bit tentatively, Azure noticing

her reluctance to look her in the eye. She remembered how

other Sky Warriors had looked at the Starguards as they 

had returned and the lack of excitement at their return. 

"Urana brought you here," Iesse replied. "She stayed a 

while then she was called back to the King." A sad smile 

tinged her next words. “I was saddened at the loss of Gal

Agar against the Lore,” Iesse said. “He was a great 

leader.”

   Azure pursed her lips in sorrow. “Thank you, he was 

like a father to me.” She raised her hand to thank Iesse,

who instinctively moved away, as if fearing a strike from

the Starguard.

   Propping herself up, Azure asked, “Why are the people 

afraid of us?” Iesse looked around furtively. “It’s 

okay,” Azure assured her. “I’m not Cirrius, you can speak

around me.”

   Iesse looked Azure straight in the eye this time 

weighing up her trust. Then she said: “You abandoned us. 

You left us to fight for other people rather than your 

own. You left us with Cirrius and those Astrals to rule 

over us. Even Astara could not stand alone. And then we 

were attacked and at war for thirty years before you 

returned. We do not know whose side you are on or if you 

will back Cirrius after the war!” She looked even more 

scared for having dared utter it.
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   Azure was astounded. “You think we abandoned you? Is 

that what you have been told?” Iesse nodded her head. 

“No, we were taken by the Astrals to their world, called 

Earth. We were there for some time and then to cut a very

long story short, we found ourselves in the far future 

fighting against the Storm of Stars alongside the 

Antiqchronals, including the Lore. One day the 

histographers will hear our stories. But for now, we have

to fight against this new enemy.”

   Iesse thought about this with a mixture of 

satisfaction and dubiousness. “The Scrolls of History 

were true!” she smiled at Azure's nod. “It must have been

a glorious battle! Are the Lore now dead?”

   Azure shook her head, laughing. “No, would you believe

they are now a force for good. At least that’s what I 

hope. All the Antiqchronals are now at peace.”

   Iesse smiled. “Oh, Universe praise them. And what of 

this world, Earth?”

   Now it was Azure’s turn to smile. “Much like Magna 

Aura. The people could be like Magna Aurans, but are more

primitive. They have centuries before they catch up to 

us. They can be the most selfish, war-like people or the 

most sensitive and selfless. The extremes are amazing, 

nothing like Magna Aura where everyone is happy and 

comfortable.”

   “But you liked it; I can tell. Did you like it more 

than Halcyon?”

   Azure pondered. “There’s a saying on Earth: ‘Nice 

place to visit, but wouldn’t want to live there!’” They 

both laughed, Iesse understanding its meaning. “A few 

years were good, but a lifetime would have been a 

nightmare. I’m a Halcyonite.” Her smile faded, as she 

remembered something. “How long have I been here?”

   “A good few hours,” Iesse replied. 

   "Hours?" Azure repeated. Her dream had seemed like 

scant minutes.

   “Yes, it’s almost the new day.” She hesitated before 

continuing. “Hmm, that strange energy in your eyes...”

   “Lore energy...”

   “... Lore energy,” Iesse hesitantly repeated, barely 

whispering the word, still afraid saying it would make 

them re-appear. “It was coursing through you. Why is it 

happening now? Do you know? Are the Lore coming back?”

   Azure smiled. “Yes, I do know what’s happening to me 

now. And no the Lore are not attacking again,” she said 

to quell Iesse’s fears. “But I do need to see the king.”

   Iesse looked over her shoulder again toward the door. 

“The king has warriors posted, just in case.”

   “Just in case of what?” Azure was alarmed.

   Iesse shrugged.

   “Well, I’m a Starguard, so let’s see what they do.” 
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Azure said. She swung her legs over the side of the med 

table and shouted: “Hey, sky marks, I demand to see 

Cirrius now!”

   A couple of late-duty sky marks duly made their over 

to her bed.

   “What?” one of them said.

   “I demand to speak to the king,” Azure said, ignoring 

his blasé response to both a Starguard and ranking Sky 

Warrior. “I have important information for him; 

information that could save his life.” 

   “What information is that?” the other sky mark 

inquired.

   “I’ll only tell the king, in person.”

   “Why?” remarked the first sky mark.

    “I do not answer to you. As a Starguard, you would be

duty-bound to at least let the King know and for him to 

decide for himself. And as you can see, I still wear the 

Sky Warrior uniform and I outrank you. Yes?”

   The sky marks looked at each other. After a brief 

silent conversation: “We will pass on the message,” one 

of them said.

   “Oh, thank you,” Azure replied sarcastically, as a sky

mark blocked the doorway.

   Azure lay back down in the bed, ready to get up and 

confront the boorish juniors. But then she and Iesse 

heard a commotion at the door.

   “You heard her, do it now!” came a female voice.

   “Yes, Protectress,” came the snappy reply. 

   Azure heard footsteps quickly receding away. She sat 

up, staring at the door as a familiar figure dressed in 

the black and red of the Alphatronius clan came in.

   “Astara!” Azure ran up to Placia’s Protectress of 

State and gave her a hug. 

   The elder Starguard held Azure. “Dismissed, 

medscholar,” she looked at Iesse, who bowed silently and 

left, but not before giving Azure a reassuring smile.

   Her bright blue eyes gazed at Azure as she held her by

the shoulders. “I am glad you are all back. Decion has 

told me what happened, here, and to you all on Earth," 

she said with a sad smile. "You saved us all, Azure!” 

Astara hugged her again.

   “Not everyone,” Azure replied. “And we didn’t all 

return.”

   Astara nodded. “I know, but I know Alpha Rion’s heart 

as if it were my own. I would feel it if he were dead. 

And whoever this Chalant is, I am sure they are both 

safe. As for Altair, Universe, I don’t think anything can

kill him. His anger alone would get him through 

anything!” They laughed, though Astara studied the young 

Starguard. “But you have grown, both as a Celestian and 

as a Starguard. We could use you during this war!”
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   Azure regarded Astara. She still looked the same; 

beautifully chiselled features with her porcelain-white 

skin framed by her long black wavy trestles and eyes as 

blue as her own. But after forty years of missing a 

brother and thirty years of war even that took its toll 

on a Starguard. It might not have shown to the normal 

Magna Auran, but as a Starguard, Azure detected a slight 

bit of weariness about Astara. 

   Astara noted Azure observing her. She laughed, “Yes, I

am twice as old as I was and it’s showing, I‘m sure,” she

remarked.

   Azure shook her head. “Actually, I was thinking how 

much you haven’t changed, though Cirrius has. And I don't

think for the better. To win this war, we need Magna Aura

together. We need the Starguards together. And we need 

Novan back!”

   They started walking toward the door, the sky marks 

baulking at stopping them when they walked past. They 

followed at a discreet distance. 

   “What are you up to, Azure?” Astara asked, curiosity 

in her voice, as they walked through the corridors toward

the Sky Commander’s office.

   “You’ll see,” came Azure’s enigmatic reply. 

   Minutes later, Azure and Astara found themselves 

challenged by numerous sky marks posted at secure points 

along the command decks. But once they heard that Azure 

had been released from the medlabs under the authority of

Astara, they melted away into the background.

   Tol Valar awaited them at his office door. “Twice in 

one day!” he quipped, looking at Azure. He stepped aside.

“They are all in there.” He let Astara open the door and 

she let him know he was dismissed with a curt look.

   She and Azure stepped into the room, Azure noting that

everyone was indeed here.

   Cirrius was seated, with Timechantress and Celestra on

either side of him, while Tyran, Antichilles, and Xestina

stood to their right. On the left were Sceptre, Decion, 

and Urana. Astara joined them, while Azure stood in the 

middle, in front of Cirrius who looked none-the-pleased 

at being summoned by the youngest Starguard.

   “So, after your little sleep, you summoned me for what

reason?” Cirrius scoffed at her. “Are you going to tell 

me more about Novan? How we need him. How he would take 

my place as leader. Are you planning what those humans 

called a coup?” 

   Azure laughed at Cirrius.

   “Don’t laugh at me,” he ordered, everyone tensing for 

trouble.

   “Or what?” Azure teased. “What can you do to me?”

   “I am the King. I can imprison you or exile you!” He 

grimaced.
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    Azure laughed again. “I always thought you were the 

smart one,” Azure said. “With all your plans and 

analyses, you figured out who I was. But you didn’t 

figure everything out, did you?”

   Cirrius’ brows furrowed. “Figure what out?”

   “Cirrius, I formally request that you give up your 

authority as King and hand back power to the Magna 

Aurans. Then together, we Starguards can fight this 

mysterious enemy, as one.”

   Timechantress coughed in disbelief. “Why you little 

upstart bitch, how dare you talk to a superior like 

that...”

   “... Superior?” Azure shot back. “We’re all equal 

here, but we know who leads and that is Novan, or Aerl,” 

she looked at Sceptre. “We have no need of kings or 

dictators!”

   Timechantress gasped, about to throw back her arms and

unleash a temporal blast, but Cirrius intervened.

   “Enough! Azure, I will not tolerate this outburst. I 

may be a few years older than you, but there are more 

superior Starguards to both of us here, but the authority

to rule is mine. Your absence was unfortunate, but 

necessary, and the circumstances now, at war demand that 

I stay in power to bring order. Novan is not here. And 

for all we know, he never will be!”

   But Azure wouldn’t give up, asking “Why did you tell 

the people we had abandoned them?” She looked at 

Timechantress. “And I get the feeling that you haven’t 

revealed the whole truth about the Astrals to them 

either. Do they know about time travel?” Cirrius and 

Timechantress looked at each other; their children 

looking uneasy. “Thought so,” Azure said. “Why not?”

   Cirrius waved his hands absent-mindedly as he replied.

“You can imagine if ordinary Magna Aurans knew, they 

would demand we go back in time, bring back their 

deceased loved ones from the war with the Lore or even 

leave for the Old Worlds and help our parents defeat the 

Lore. We would be slaves to time, having to change every 

detail to perfect their lives. Time is a trap. No, we 

won’t tell them.”

   Sceptre shook his head, following the argument to its 

another logical conclusion. “It also makes you the 

perfect rulers. I bet you have gone in to the past and 

changed things, tweaked events to your advantage, become 

more god-like to them.”

   Cirrius turned his head and stared out the port to the

skies beyond. For a while he said nothing. Then: “That is

my right,” he almost whispered.

   Decion scoffed. “And everyone thought I was the god-

seeker!” He got a wry smile form Sceptre.

   “We are the rulers here,” Antichilles blurted, angry 
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that his parents were being questioned. “You should be 

grateful that we didn’t tell everyone you were dead. My 

father allowed you to return. He is the king! And you 

should be thanking the Universe for your lives!”

   Decion almost reached for his lancesword, but Cirrius 

stopped him. “No, Decion, my son speaks out of turn,” he 

gave Antichilles a dismissive look, before his son could 

utter another word. “But, I have been doing everything I 

can to protect Magna Aura...”

   “... Including lying to them and changing their 

history?” Sceptre asked. 

    Cirrius scowled at the question. 

    “But how did you explain the Astral’s presence?” 

Azure asked. “Surely the people knew they weren’t 

Starguards.”

   Timechantress shook her head. “That was the easy 

part,” she replied. “We told the truth of sorts, that we 

were discovered by Cirrius as being long lost progeny of 

another branch of Celestian Knights from the Hero Siege.”

She smiled triumphantly.

   “The Hero Siege? And they believed you?” Azure asked. 

“Suppose they return? Then what?”

   “They are lost forever,” Cirrius said dismissively. 

“And as for your absence, we told the Magna Aurans you 

had abandoned us all to protect other worlds from the 

Lore,” Cirrius explained. “We knew you would return, 

though not when. I am glad you are back, for now we need 

to support each other against the enemy at our solar 

boundary. The Magna Aurans have not turned against you; 

they are just... confused.”

   “They looked scared to me,” Azure said, trying to take

Cirrius’ apology to heart, but failing. 

   “Have you tried talking to the enemy?” Decion asked, 

trying to get a flavour of the enemies' nature. 

   “Of course we have," a tetchy Cirrius replied. He 

looked at Decion, calming himself. "Five years ago and 

they fired upon us with flare-rays. They do not want to 

talk.”

   “Novan would have made them talk,” Azure interjected.

   “Novan is still not here!” Cirrius shouted. Novan, 

Novan, Novan, why? Why? Why? His mind railed against the 

notion of Novan.

   Azure shook her head. “You already said that, but what

if he was?”

   There was silence as everyone looked at Cirrius, the 

very thought paralysing him.

   Azure walked toward his desk. Cirrius stood up, 

everyone tensing again. “And if he was, Cirrius?” Azure 

looked him straight in the eye. “I will bring him here, 

whether you want him here or not, because I know where he

is.”
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   “How...?” Cirrius whispered, before finding his voice.

“How will you do that without your powers?”

   Azure grinned so wide, Cirrius leaned back. “Oh, 

Cirrius, I have my powers and more, so much more!” She 

walked back, standing among the other Starguards.

   Cirrius and the others looked at each other. Surely a 

Loremaiden couldn’t have active powers without Lore 

present. There was dumbfounded silence.

   Azure laughed again. “The Lore, Cirrius, there were 

millions upon millions of them. They are energy. You 

can’t destroy energy only transform it. I transformed a 

lot of Lore——a lot of Lore!” she emphasised. “Their 

energy is still floating around this galaxy, even after 

forty years. And I can feel it. It is so strong. It is 

why I fainted; I was absorbing it like a drug, before I 

knew how to handle it. But now I do. I can tap into it,” 

she made her hand glow blue, “... and use it. So I have 

permanent powers now!” She grinned as she watched as 

Cirrius and the Astrals grew restless. “And the best 

thing about this power, Cirrius, is that it gives me the 

power of the Lore, not just the energy...” she grinned 

even wider as they looked at her knowing what was to 

come, “... but the temporal energy as well.”

   Timechantress tried to react. “Stop her!” her voice 

was a trembled shout. But she was too slow.

   “Bye, bye,” Azure waved her arms in the air, as she, 

Sceptre, Urana, Decion and Astara disappeared in a flash 

of blue light.
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