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VOLUME I: BEYOND SIBLING
RIVALRY

By Kixi Rajki

 


In the year
CE 3043.

 


 


Cradling a
baby securely in her arms, Kristy Langley and her
tiny daughter Emilia were bathed in a gloomy blue light that
emanated from under the grid flooring of her ship’s
interior as they passed the threshold of the airlock
together.

 


Kristy
preferred to keep her child as nearest to her as possible at all
times, thus once she reached the cockpit she gently lay the baby
down in a crib that she purposely kept there. Out of breath she
quickly turned on the life support systems before checking the
thrusters and setting the inertial stabilisers to minimum output.
This would help the drone perform the takeoff sequence without
extra effort. Through the honeycomb glass, she waved at the father
of her child, Zaen Xenk. He returned the gesture and started the
sequence.

 


The ship
slowly lifted, detaching from the platform. Kristy was lost in her
thoughts staring beyond the window. She wondered how the minor
glitches that they’d encountered with the ship had occurred,
concerned of the possibility that some evil intent lurked
nearby.

 


A trembling of
the ship roused her. The drone had lifted the ship into the
cylinder, past the first valve. As her husband Zaen had predicted,
the takeoff sequence came to a halt. It was now up to him.

 


Kristy leaned
against the window to look at him, some fifteen metres below, as he
reconnected the cable that powered the valve. His fingers slid the
connectors into place, then rotated to lock them. 

 


The valve’s
casing that housed the field emitters sizzled. Oddly, the shield
did not turn on. Kristy was overcome with tension, but Zaen
reassured her giving a thumbs up. He pressed the comms button on
the console and his voice resounded in the cockpit. 

 


“Don’t worry,
it’s normal. I bypassed the modulator, so the condenser has to
charge up first. It will activate shortly.” 

 


Kristy stared
at the valve below and saw that the sizzling had increased in
intensity, and thin streaks of energy were starting to accumulate
along the rim. It was definitely about to activate so Zaen was
right. 

 


Kristy looked
back at him and returned the thumbs up.

 


Despite the
distance, she could clearly see him smiling back. The thought alone
of being with him rekindled and warmed her heart. But, in an
instant, that smile died on her lips— her worst nightmare was
about to unfold.

 


Zaen brought
both hands to his neck as his body levitated in the grip of some
obscure telekinetic hold. Excruciating pain seemed to spread from
his throat, and his face distorted in agony. As quick as lightning,
he flew backwards, like a flag torn from its pole by a strong gale,
and violently fell onto the platform floor at Paige’s feet.

 


It was then
that Kristy realised that her worst fears had finally caught
up with her— Paige Langley, her younger sibling had found
them when in a vulnerable position.

 


He tried to
get up. He was dizzy and confused, a searing twinge piercing
his right side. He had likely broken a few ribs. When he raised his
head and saw his sister-in-law looming over him, he reached the
terrifying realisation that he was trapped with no way out.
His heart raced, furiously, pumping torrents of adrenaline
through his arteries. 

 


Trembling,
Zaen looked up in terror and crossed Kristy’s stare. It was like
hearing the most desperate cry for help. She hesitated no
further. 

 


She sprung
like a thunderbolt towards the handle of the airlock, pulled it,
and the warm air pushed by the drone’s thrusters rustled her
clothes and hair.

 


With the valve
activating there was a possibility of Kristy dying, but
in that moment all that mattered to her was saving her one and
only sweet love. However Kristy was no Züncålazin, nor was she
a Bladestrider. In more recent times she’d taken up training
lessons using a long blade with her Bladestrider cousin Raven
Skyhawk. She’d learnt a lot but that had come
to an abrupt end when incredulously, Raven had tasted
defeat at the hands of her younger sister’s former Züncålazin
Master, the deceitful Kixi Rajki. For years Kixi had tricked her by
masquerading as a sincere friend, when in actual fact she was
nothing more than a murderous monster— the dreaded Kay
Blade who the whole time had been capable of shapeshifting her
face to the latter. Paige had helped her by defecting to her
many years ago. Together they had murdered Cerberus in cold blood,
but Paige was never done in wanting to exact revenge on her much
despised family. With the vast resources available to her as the
CEO of the Skycom Corporation, Kristy had managed to keep her
distance from Paige, though much of that had been attributed to
Bladestrider Skyhawk. But with her gone, Paige had finally found a
way to get to her. And now here they were…

 


Kristy jumped
down the cylinder, falling as the energy field was forming. Two
deadly reddish laser tongues closed right above her head as she
landed unscathed.

 


She got up
quickly and saw Paige’s hand grabbing Zaen by the throat, lifting
him like a ragdoll. In the other hand, a green blade lit
up. 

 


Paige pierced
his side and slashed him in two, as if he were nothing but an
insignificant bug. His lower torso and legs detached and
slumped to the floor. Zaen let out a deafening scream, cut short by
the gurgling of blood in his throat. His eyes rolled back and, with
a whimper, life fled from what was left of his mortal body or what
was still dangling of it from Paige’s merciless hand. She
unclenched her fist, letting it fall to the ground. His face hit
the floor, like time moving in slow motion. 

 


Horror, pain,
and a raging wrath burst from Kristy’s heart. She charged at her
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