
Savil walked into the Demiurge’s chamber.  

“…you have failed us.” (Savil partially responsible for the crystal skull events) 

“No. I have come with a solution.” 

Savil tried to stand tall, but they slithered and moved around him eliciting fear from 

his *Dacwen body. A cold sweat broke out on the back of his neck and his heart rate rapidly 

climbed until it was pounding in his chest.  

“…then speak it.” 

“The Black Knight Satellite. The humans of earth that refuse to take back their power, 

we take it from them. The Anunnaki have abandoned the planet to continue their war with 

Heven. Heven has forsaken them. The Galactic Federation is in pieces and will take time to 

rebuild. That energy is ripe for the taking. Take it. Rip their souls from their bodies, send the 

soul back. That kind of power will allow you to take form on Earth. With it, you can find the 

doorways the Horan’s guard and open them. Once you have that power, you will no longer 

be bound to earth. No planet in the cosmos will be safe from you. Any planet ascended or 

not can be bound by the Demiurge.” 

They hissed and withered because what Savil said enticed them. Power was the 

ultimate aphrodisiac.  

“…and in return?” 

Savil smiled. It was not a smile of warmth or love. It was cold, but dripped with the 

pleasure of an ego that wanted destruction and the pain of chaos. That wanted revenge.  “I 

wish to be one of you. And I wish for Dacwen to be the first planet that you enslave.” 

They were laughing. It sounded nothing like the laughter that came from a being with 

form. This lacked *human emotion, it cut right through him and inspired a fear that shook 

Savil down to his very soul.  

“…Deal.” 

The single word boomed in the chamber. The contract was sealed.  

Savil had no time to smile before he felt himself being ejected, thrust back through the 

portal that brought him here, nausea overtaking him in the milliseconds it took. He was spit 



out onto the floor of his room in the palace on (Capital city name goes here). Savil stood up, 

dusting himself off arrogantly, inwardly smirking at what was to come. 

Time was of the essence. He would need to move now, while one of his meddling 

sisters was serving out the length of her sentence.  

 

**** 

Atomeia was pretty sure Savil had been switched at birth. Their mother had had four 

children, two daughters, two sons and Savil had been a *douche (need alien word here) from 

day one.  

He was also up to something. She followed him through the *market (alien word) and 

frowned because the path he was taking was familiar. The destination was the *control room 

(better term for this) that controlled what the Earth conspiracy theorists (who were usually 

right) had called The Black Knight Satellite.  

It was a satellite. It could also be used as a weapon. It had been put in place to monitor 

the seven seals that kept the doorways closed. And, should something happen on earth that 

the Kalturo couldn’t stop, should the doorways become threatened by the people of earth, 

the Black Knight had a setting that would forcibly remove every single soul from earth in 

one sweep. Death basically. It was a *fucking (alien word) death beam.  

Atomeia didn’t like, but no one who was halfway decent did. The idea of mass 

genocide didn’t sit right with her, but the idea of what letting what was behind those 

doorways out didn’t sit right with her either. It was a necessary thing one hoped and *prayed 

(hmm different word?) they would never, ever have to use.  

So what the *fuck was Savil doing heading towards the closed off area? Atomeia 

frowned, she thought to call Jochlan but he had his hands full at the moment, and she might 

be wrong. She didn’t want to send Savil off into a temper tantrum that would feed the ire of 

the men on the planet who suddenly thought not having a king was affecting their manhood. 

Masculinity was just so fragile at times, Atomeia thought with a smirk, a symptom of an 

internal lack of the feminine. Basically those *whiney *fucks were out of balance and needed 

to head to the *Temple of Healing (this title is weak and must be approved upon) stat. 



She shook her head, and rounded the corner Savil had ducked behind. She pulled up 

short because she was suddenly face to face with her brother.  

Savil grabbed her arm, and Atomeia felt a pinprick from his grasp. He’d just dosed her 

something.  

“Savil-“she started but words were failing her. In fact she felt herself rapidly falling into 

unconsciousness.  

“Don’t worry sister,” his voice sounded far away, but his words inspired an utterly 

helpless kind of panic.  “You won’t be alive to see the horror. My gift to you.” 

<cool section break> 

Ladanya was in meditation. Her arms made a gentle sweeping motion, her foot sliding 

forward, her body rocking back then front as she moved in tune with the simple *tai-chi 

form. Not for the first time, she stopped her brow furrowing. Something was wrong. The 

instincts of a mother were sending off alarm bells.  

She stopped moving, both hands instead moving over her heart, her distress rising. She 

began drawing in slow deep breaths, closing her eyes, trying to fight through her own panic 

and latch onto the feeling so she could determine which child was in need of her... Saraya 

was fine. Savil she could not feel, sadly this had been normal ever since his father's passing. 

Atomeia... 

Ladanya’s eyes shot open. "Kalturo!"  

Her shout caused the two Kalturo to run from archway to the outdoor place* she was 

standing in, their hands glowing with the suppressed power of their tanarull, searching for 

the threat.  

"Narozen -” 

"Find my daughter, find Atomeia. Find her now." 

 

**** 

 

Atomeia slowly opened up her eyes. The moment the soft light of the room registered 

she winced, pain lancing through her skull and she snapped them shut again. For seconds 



she was disoriented as she blinked open her gaze again, the pain fading to a dull throb as she 

began to remember what had happened. 

Savil. He had - cusamine. 

Atomeia shot to her feet, grabbing hold of the wall to steady herself as the room 

lurched. Recognition flashed. They were inside the *control center. Where was Savil, what 

had he done - 

He came from nowhere, or possible he just moved really fast and whatever he had 

given her was making it damn hard to see. Not that that much mattered because his fist had 

collided with her jaw, blood filled her mouth, pain lanced through her head again making 

her stumble.  

"I'll trust you're not too drugged, that you'll be able to at least fight back a little. It has 

to look convincing," he said.  

Atomeia gritted her teeth, her hands and forearms glowing as her tanarull came to life. 

She spit the blood in her mouth on the floor. "What are you doing, Savil?" 

He didn't answer, instead he came at her again. Atomeia growled and pushed off the 

wall, that momentum bringing her out of the way of Savil's fist. Still she stumbled again, her 

head still groggy.  

"You hadda drug me. Couldn't beat me in a fair fight?" she thrust a hand out where she 

thought he would be, a pulse of energy bursting from her palm. Her annoyance heightened 

at the ease in which he dodged it.  

"This isn't a movie, sister. I won't give you a monologue before you die. C'mon hit me." 

Atomeia growled again and with a fierce cry she launched herself forward, taking a 

wide swing at him. Whether he let her or it was accurate didn't matter much to her right 

then, she felt her fist connect, but she didn't let up. Now that she had the feel of him close, 

she didn't need to see. Her opposite hand curled underneath her, palm open another 

controlled energy blast shooting out, catching him in the stomach. He grunted in pain, and 

she felt the cut of air as he swung at her. Atomeia ducked, a short knife-like blade emerging 

from her tanarull, the hilt in her palm, the quick movement of her arm and she felt his skin 

give underneath the blade as it cut across his thigh. His sound of pain was like a balm on her 



pounding head and the nauseau creeping up, but that victory was short lived. She felt his 

hands on her back, her body being flung away from him. She couldn't get her feet to 

cooperate to go with the motion instead of stumbling against it and she careened forward, 

crashing into the control panels. 

The weapon was primed. Holy fuck. He was going to... but Savil didn't have the access 

codes. Only the princesses- 

Realization dawned, and panic slammed into her gut. Mother.  

Atomeia whirled around, but she moved too fast, her vision swimming again. He was 

there, his arm was coming, she grabbed his wrist a second too late. The blade pierced her 

stomach, driving in deep. Too deep.  

"...Why..." she whispered.  

Savil stared down at her, and she'd never seen so much hatred, so much anger from her 

brother before. "Because I can," he said, so coldly Atomeia shivered.  

He kissed her forehead, the gesture merely mocking. With his other hand, he closed it 

around hers, reaching backwards and pressed her palm over the launch panel. She tried to 

resist, tried to pull her arm back but she was simply too weak.  

"No, no..." Atomeia whispered.  

The mechanical voice behind her was too loud. Too daming. 

Confirmed Narosel. Weapon firing. 

**** 

"Narozen! Savil has alerted the Kalturo. Atomeia is in the command center, arming the 

Satellite. He's trying to stop her." 

It was a lie. She knew in her heart, it was. But lies were too easy to believe, especially in 

a time of unrest. "Send Jochlan to me, now." She moved quickly, following her guard out and 

once they cleared the palace doors she broke into a run.  

I'm coming Atomeia. I'm coming. 

**** 

Savil was slumped back against a wall, holding his bleeding leg, panic on his face. "I 

couldn't stop her - I tried, mother I tried." 



Ladanya ignored him, running over to Atomeia, falling to her knees next to her 

daughter, pulling her into her arms. Her face twisted as the pain in her heart manifested in 

her expression.  

Atomeia groaned, but didn't open her eyes. Her whisper a struggle. "I didn't... mom, I-I 

didn't..." 

"I know my beautiful girl. I know," she pulled her daughter closer, smoothing the hair 

from her face, pressing their foreheads together.  There was noise around her, the Kalturo's 

distressed tones because the weapon had been fired, the shout to call the healers, Savil's lies. 

For these precious seconds, Ladanya pushed it all away, wrapping up her dying daughter in 

the simplicity of a mother's love. "Should you choose me again in your next lifetime, it would 

be my honor to be your mother." 

The trembling smile on her daughters face, gave birth to the tears. Atomeia said 

nothing more, but she died moments later.  

 

**** 

 

It has been centuries since the satellite had awoken. The Black Knight satellite was 

built to withstand both time and neglect. A light inside came on, an alarm clock to rouse the 

AI from it’s hibernation.  

“Duplicate.” (Alien word – want this sound to resonate. Does sound carry in space? Is 

there an echo?) 

To the right and left of the Satellite an exact replica appeared. This happened again. 

And again. Six times in total until 13 surrounded earth.  

“Activate.” (Alien word) 

Simultaneously a dark violet beam shout out from the front (study picture of sat and 

get a good descrip) surrounding earth in the glow. From the view port of a interdimensional 

traveling vessel it would have looked pretty. On Earth it was a nightmare.  

 



[Information in the section below needs to be let loose via conversation between the 

MCs. Move this transition right into what’s happening with the Demiurge and what gets 

released.] 

The amount of souls that came and went into Earth was regulated. There was a kind of 

balance to it all. Wars. Baby Booms. Not just a product of humans but a kind of balance. The 

purpose was to keep the Demiurge in check. Should the doorways have ever come into 

danger and the Kalturo’s needed to fire the B.K.S. rules were set in place that those souls 

would be exempt from the contracts released back into the cosmos. Earth’s moon should 

have been activated before the BKS had gone off. A kind of cosmic net that would have 

sprung up around Earth ensuring that the Demiurge did not become what it was now. 

The walls in the Demiurges chamber rattled. Perhaps they made the sound of laughter, 

who can say. But theie freedom was eminent. Fear was not something commonly felt by a 

soul cruising around the universe, there was in fact nothing really to fear. But the ones who 

weren’t newly birthed by the Great Intelligence, the ones who had been in physical form 

before, they knew what fear felt like. They felt it again as the walls inside the Demiurge’s 

chamber began to crumble searching for an exit that did not exist.  

If the Demiurge could smile - it would have done so. 


