Chapter
ONE
Kaukasos
The blinding flurry of sand swirled and shifted in the chaotic air. Visibility was little more than a
yellowish-brown veil with a faded background of contour lines that outlined the endless sea of dunes. A tall
wave of haze shimmered off the top of the hill as Lancaster James approached the crest. He ducked his head
down just as he reached it, and felt a gush of wind knock into his hat, the tiny pebbles tapping like raindrops
along the rim. His secondary sark, a long-flowing shirt often worn like a jacked, tied around his waist caught
and fluttered up behind him while Lancaster paused to catch his balance.
At last he rose his head slowly and peered into the ripples of sand to see what was ahead. He could find
nothing through the beige mass, and so he adjusted the settings on his goggles to get a better glimpse through
the storm. The distance cleared enough for him to spy where the next couple rises were, and some of the details
of the hills, but there were no signs of walls peeking through them. He adjusted the goggles to spot the structural
integrity of a barrier made of something other than a natural substance, or any sort of smooth surface. Nothing,
not even buried in the sand. Lancaster sighed with disappointment. It shouldn’t be much further.
He switched on another reading in his goggles, this time on the side. Information he had recorded
earlier rolled into position; coordinates along with pictures of a rocky floor and wall. Specific, tiny bumps in the
surfaces were highlighted into various colors based on their importance. This had been the view at the bottom of
a well Lancaster had climbed into a month earlier.
It had been an underground well beneath the surface of the planet Vallouris. Above ground, the remains
of an ancient Sigueran city sat mostly consumed by the wild weeds of the jungle. A secret passage had led him
to an underground labyrinth where he had found little of value except for a series of hidden arrows. The arrows
were hidden in that they looked like normal bumps on the wall until he felt around and discovered definitively
sized bulges which were smoother than others, and were placed in exacting patterns. Following the arrows, he
had discovered that they pointed into the well, wherein they stopped.
Having been in a hurry because the area was about to be demolished to make room for a Supramall,
Lancaster had gotten the scans of the wall and floor so he could study them later. He found the same bumps
and dots here as had been in the arrows, only this time they were in the shape of a map. The ones on the wall
were star patterns, as seen from the surface of Vallouris. One prominent bulge had been larger than the others.
Lancaster was certain that was the system to which he needed to go.
The other clue, the one that made up the floor, appeared to be a planetary map with two lines intersecting
at a specific point. This would be the spot on the planet where he needed to go. For what, he did not know, but
the Siguerans were the most elusive, violent, and fascinating race of all, and he had to find out what they were
hiding. They had appeared and disappeared throughout the history of the cosmos, each time conquering the
other races that existed in the galaxy before vanishing, then reappearing again when another epoch of alien races
evolved and became space faring.
The Siguerans themselves seemed to have separate over-ground and underground races. Those on the
surface built upon the ruins of their vanquished foes, while those below created vast networks of chambers,
carving out some of the most elaborate structures in the galaxy. They had vanished once and for all only a few
hundred thousand years before humanity appeared on the galactic scene, having abandoned their subterranean
dwellings a million years or so before their final disappearance.

