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For Mako Jhasmin, for all time.

Fâr Mako Jhasmin, fâr âl tym. (Solān)

Mako Jhasmin, xiz'take, rop orl velisis. (Züncålidiom / Sajnen)
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At the dawn of the fourth millennium...

The United Systems of Sol; A fascinating name, and so it struck me as a little girl growing up. That, the name of our great nation, united as one, one people, one race, one government. It had to be the ideal society, one set of ideals, one authority, one rule. This was what I was taught...

Yet truth be far from it...

Poor or rich, layman or genius, an everyday person or celebrity, the realm of existence I grew up in, lived in now, was not that born of the unification of Earth's separate nations more than eight hundred years ago. Once there existed a Terran Republic, a real United Systems of Sol— but I was not born in it. Indifferent to the trillions of others, we were born in what was now a shadowy existence of the former United Systems of Sol, where with it, the ways of democracy long since ceased to exist.

Democracy, was it the ideal way to govern; to rule? With freedom, there came virtually no limits, nor restrictions. Fuel for corruption and an eventual demise. Centuries of intense political turmoil followed, weakening the once great United Systems of Sol, from the inside... Setting in motion the inevitable fall.

And it came, the subsequent military coup. Triumph and glory, that's what it was, for the one powerful man, Soren Drex, and for those that followed the way; his ways.

Strong it seemingly now stood, more than a couple of hundred years later, the reality that I grew up in, know, and utterly despise. This, the United Systems of Sol of today, in the early thirty first century, the Terran Totalitarian State, the Terran Monocracy, and Drex's First Order.

Tolerance and opposition, it ceased to exist long before my birth. I should have known no other, and known that how things were, were simply that. Those who opposed the rule of Drex vanished or were purged. Such was the case with the mighty Züncålazin Order. Warriors of peace, ambassadors of peace, banished beyond the realms of the so called great nation of Terran civilisation. But what was I supposed to know, after all with oppression came the limitation of information.

However almighty as he seemed, the ever so powerful Drex, he was not at it alone. There was another power. Before the dawn of modern times, some two thousand years ago, before the Renaissance; the western world - Europe; as it was known then was based on a feudal system, ruled by lords with almost unlimited power answering only to their respective kings. With the birth of powerful mega corporations a thousand years ago, it was only a matter of time before the system reminiscent of that of the old returned; Powerful CEOs of large corporations, with virtually unlimited power answering only to their respective governments.

And as had been the case with the lords of the Middle Ages, the corporations of modern society battled it on. Espionage, betrayal, ruthless acts... After centuries of quarrels, one corporation, at a global level and beyond, stood triumphant— Skycom Corporation, a power only surpassed by the absolute ruler himself, current President Atul Drex— Dictator. Skycom accounted for over half of the military power of the United Systems of Sol, a force to be reckoned with, and unwise to be messed with, tightening their own stronghold for the ultimate control. This was where the real power in the United Systems of Sol that I was born in lay.

Through injustice and tyranny, and the ashes of democracy, it gave birth to the Resistance. Arjian, originally a meaningless word, code named for meetings and gatherings to fight our oppressors. They sought to bring them down, in a David versus Goliath battle, against all odds. The Arjian Resistance was truly born.

Hidden deep within the confines of a large workshop, in a garage the size of a huge hangar, tall in structure with many floating platforms known as Zed's Performance & Auto Care Centre, commonly referred to as simply Zed's, lay the secret headquarters of Arjian. With Skycom Corporation being his biggest client, much deception shrouded its owner Jak Zed, also the leader of the Arjian Resistance, secretly known as Jarvis to the very few in the circle of his entrusted. Thus very ironic the matter truly was. From within the enemy itself, the opposing enemy existed, in its heart, and where the enemy would never sought to think twice to look.

I lived the glamorous life of a professional high speed race driver, a life that so many could only dream to live. Yet from the days of my childhood, I had self condemned like so many others, the tyrannical ways of our society... Along with the very few brave ones, I made the choice to act upon it, notwithstanding the hard reality that given my glamorous life, that so much I stood to lose. In essence I understood that my life did not outweigh the lives of the many in need.

Inevitably it was the Arjian Resistance which gave birth to my alter ego - Kay Blade. Yet it was I as Kay Blade that would lead the eventual fight, the battle, and the revolution. Arjian was but a stepping stone to the forging of an alliance that would go beyond the boundaries of humanity; of my own Terran Race. The Zhann Alliance, the future of humanity as a space faring race...

From a seemingly average citizen of Sol, this was how my life, that of my friends and loved ones... and those of trillions dramatically changed in a single heartbeat in respective to the grand scheme of time.

My name is Kixi Rajki, and this is the story of how I altered the destinies of the many...

Sinopsis in Solān (Synopsis in Solan).

Āt đė dârn of đė fârđ mileniem...

Đė Ūnyted Sistems of Sol; Å fāsinåting nåm, ānd sō it strôk mē āz å litul gërl grœing ôp. Đāt, đė nåm of œr gråt nåshen, ūnyted āz wan, wan pēpul, wan råš, wan gôvërnment. It hād tü bē đė ydîl sosyeti, wan set of ydîls, wan ârđoriti, wan rul. Đis woz wot y woz târt...

Iet trüđ bē far from it...

Pâr âr rich, låmān âr jēnies, ān evëridå përsen âr selebriti, đė rālm of xistenš y grü ôp in, liv'd in nœ, woz not đāt of đė ūnifikåshen of Ërđ's separet nåshens mâr đān å'it hôndred iîrs agō. Wanš đer xisted å Teren Repôblik, å rîl Ūnyted Sistems of Sol— bôt y woz not bârn in it. Indifërent tü đė triliens of ôđërs, wē wër bârn in wot woz nœ å shādœi xistenš of đė fârmër Ūnyted Sistems of Sol, wer wiđ it, đė wås of demokrasi long sinš sēs'd tü xist.

Demokrasi, woz it đė ydîl wåi tü gôvërn; tü rul? Wiđ frēdem, đer kåm vërchuli nō limits, nâr restrikshens. Fiūl fâr kârôpshen ānd ān evenchul demyz. Senchüris of intenš politikul tërmâūl folœd, wēkening đė wanš gråt Ūnyted Sistems of Sol, from đė insyd... Seting in mōshen đė inevitabul fâl.

Ānd it kåm, đė sôbsekuent militeri küp. Tryômf ānd glâry, đāt's wot it woz, fâr đė wan pœrful mān, Soren Drex, ānd fâr đōz đāt folœd đė wå; hiz wåz.

Strong it sēmingli nœ stud, mâr đān å kôpul of hôndred iîrs låtër, đė riāliti đāt y grü ôp in, nō, ānd ôtërli dispys. Đis, đė Ūnyted Sistems of Sol of tüdå, in đė ërli đërti fërst senchüri, đė Teren Tōtāliterien Ståt, đė Teren Monokrasi, ānd Drex's Fërst Ârdër.

Tolërenš ānd oposishen, it sēz'd tü xist long bēfâr my bërđ. Y shud hāv nœn nō ôđër, ānd nœn đāt hœ đings wër, wër simpli đät. Đōz hü opōz'd đė rule of Drex vānish'd âr wër përg'd. Sôch woz đė kås wiđ đė my'iti Zünkålazin Ârdër. Wâriers of pēš, āmbāsadârs of pēš, bānish'd biyond đė rālms of đė sō kâl'd gråt nåshen of Teren sivilyzåshen. Bôt wot woz y sôpōz'd tü nō, aftër âl wiđ opreshen kåm đė limitåshen of infârmåshen.

Hœevër âlmy'iti āz hē sēm'd, đė evër sō pœrful Drex, hē woz not āt it alōn. Đer woz ānôđër pœr. Bifâr đė dârn of modërn tyms, sôm tü đœsend iîrs agō, bifâr đė Renasonš; đė westërn wërld – Ūrep; āz it woz nœn đen woz bås'd on å fūdul sistem, rul'd by lârds wiđ âlmōst ônlimited pœr ānsëring ōnli tü đer rispektiv kings. Wiđ đė bërđ of pœrful mega kârpâråshens å đœsend iîrs agō, it woz ōnli å mātër of tym bifâr đė sistem reminisent of đāt of đė old ritern'd; Pœrful KXOs of larj kârpâråshens, wiđ vërchuli ônlimited pœr ānsëring ōnli tü đer rispektiv gôvërnments.

Ānd āz hād bēn đė kås wiđ đė lârds of đė Midul Åges, đė kârpâråshens of modërn sosyeti bātul'd it on. Espionarj, bitråul, rüđles ākts... Aftër senchüris of kuoruls, wan kârpâråshen, āt å glōbul levul ānd biyond, stud tryômfent— Skykom Kârpâråshen, å pœr ōnli sërpas'd by đė ābsolüt rulër himsālf, kôrent President Atul Drex— Diktåtâr. Skykom akœnted fâr ōvër half of đė militeri pœr of đė Ūnyted Sistems of Sol, å fârš tü bē rekon'd wiđ, ānd ônwyz tü bē mes'd wiđ, ty'itening đer œn stronghold fâr đė ôltimet kontrol. Đis woz wer đė rîl pœr in đė Ūnyted Sistems of Sol đāt y woz bârn in lå.

Đrü injôstiš ānd tirani, ānd đė āshes of demokrasi, it gåv bërđ tü đė Resistenš. Arjian, ârijinali å mēningles wërd, kōd nåm'd fâr mētings ānd gāđërings tü fy'it œr opresers. Đå sârt tü bring đem dœn, in a David vërsis Goliath bātul, agenst âl ods. Đė Arjian Resistenš woz truli bârn.

Hiden dēp wiđin đė konfyns of a larj wërkshop, in å gāraj đė syz of å hūj hāngar, tâl in strôkshër wiđ meni flōting plātfârms nœn āz Zed's Përfârmenš & Âtō Ker Sentër, komonli rifër'd tü āz simpli Zed's, lå đė sēkret hedkuârtërs of Arjian. Wiđ Skykom Kârpâråshen bēing hiz bigest klyent, môch disepshen shrœded itz œnër Jak Zed, âlsō đė lēdër of đė Arjian Resistenš, sēkretli nœn āz Jarvis tü đė veri fiū in đė sërkul of hiz entrôsted. Đôs veri yronik đė mātër truli woz. From wiđin đė enemi itsālf, đė opōzing enemi xisted, in itz hart, ānd wer đė enemi wud nevër sârt tü đink twyš tü luk.

Y liv'd đė glāmâres lyf of å profeshenul hy spēd råš dryvër, å lyf đāt sō meni cud ōnli drēm tü liv. Iet from đė dås of my chyldhud, y hād sālf kondem'd lyk sō meni ôđërs, đė tirinikul wås of œr sosyeti... Along wiđ đė veri fiū bråv wans, y måd dė châiš tü ākt ôpon it, notwiđstānding đė hard riāliti đāt given my glāmâres lyf, đāt sō môch y stud tü lüz. In esenš y ôndërstud đāt my lyf did not œtwå đė lyvs of đė meni in nēd.

Inevitabli it woz đė Arjian Resistenš wich gåv bërđ tü my oltër ēgō – Kay Blade. Yet it woz y āz Kay Blade đāt wud lēd đė evenchul fy'it, đė bātul, ānd đė revolüshen. Arjian woz bôt a steping stōn tü đė fârjing of ān ālyenš đāt wud gō biyond đė bœndaris of hūmāniti; of my œn Teren Råš. Đė Zhann Ālyenš, đė fūchër of hūmaniti āz å spåš fëring råš...

From å sēmingli āverij sitizen of Sol, đis woz hœ my lyf, đāt of my frends ānd lôv'd wans... ānd đōz of triliens drāmātikali chånj'd in a singul hartbēt in rispektiv tü đė grānd skēm of tym.

My nåm iz Kixi Rajki, ānd đis iz đė stâri of hœ y oltër'd đė destinis of đė meni...

xiz'kha'la nilk Züncålidiom / Sajnen (Synopsis in Züncålidiom / Saynan).

int alb mit zyleniem xiz'laan...

Nifar'edun Cis mit Xiz'endaba; und tekina'jhan amâlken, edol os tip hit'edun sima ez und klyn vril cresh'jhan. lek, amâlken mit nosk mismas hatlah, nifar'edun ez elo, elo enetakhanet, elo seg, elo milek-qum. tip avenit'edun prünen mink, idek yejhan, elo set mit ideket, elo kengen, elo vådon. essen prünen'xiz seke prünen'xiz zin uchit'edun...

ancorek istin, corilien zunkov tip prünen...

mazushi rot bogat, xiz'lajk rot xiz'jhansi, und belunda-varien enetakhan rot seletjhan, rilem'xiz mit cresh zin nilk, boran'edun yana, prünen'xiz-eko lek xiz'cresh de nifar'sern de odvoyen hatlahet Caladan-mit von leki centina-ena nemesis fa. yyykelaan nar sonzay'edun und Zilica Retuk'xiz, und jhazina Nifar'edun Cis mit Xiz'endaba— nod prünen'xiz zin xiz'cresh-eko nilk tip. kotonu-eko mink zyla-xiz'xiz mit ot, prünen'xiz zinez xiz'cresh nilk seke prünen'xiz yana und jådmizin sonzay'ana de formernik Nifar'edun Cis mit Xiz'endaba, varan noc tip, saena mit milek-shugi nagai sins nif'edun sonzay mink.

milek-shugi, prünen'xiz tip idek saena qum mink; vådon mink? noc gamla, nar poteris'edun veskeles'ulink noya gentei, noya'xiz sajgen'sern. benzin rop hason'sern edol und tekina bosuru. centinon mit hageshi monolikal konran sliyed'edun, husacknot'dersein yyykelaan mismas Nifar'edun Cis mit Xiz'endaba, zunkov fweranot... set'dersein nilk pokret neizkhan hokaj.

edol tip poteris'edun, sonogo meshakhan kudeta. shori edol svilasis, prünen lek seke prünen'xiz tip, rop elo pretendaliem tuco, Soren Drew, edol rop esseni lek sliyed'edun saena; els saenat.

husack tip simbrev'jhan'ulink yana sutando'edun, von leki und tuno'xiz centina nemesis aft, menalkhan lek cresh'edun zin nilk, rel, edol mattaku kåbet. essen, Nifar'edun Cis mit Xiz'endaba mit belunda-yana, nilk hayå xiz'elo xinoti centinon, Retuk'xiz Zentå'xiz-shugi Stallon, Retuk'xiz Monaleniemkhan, edol Xiz'alkhan-Xiz'elo Drex, Mit.

tajså edol contra'sern, tip nif'edun sonzay mink nagai ante sim xiz'cresha. ebi avenit zin rel'edun noya ot, edol rel'edun lek zik glenteket prünen'xiz, sint'ulink prünen'xiz lek. esseni kien contra'edun vådon Drex, Mit, lucirnot'edun rot prünen'xiz chistka'edun. tal prünen'xiz bay noc arkhanon Xiz'alkhan-Züncålazin. züncålezin sarena, Mit, xiz'jhed'ta'hal sarena, Mit, ojhara'edun onetre rilem'xiz de os yama'edun mismas hatlah mit retuk'xiz bunmå. nod seke prünen'xiz zin lucikha'edun rel mink, ato orl noc veskhan poteris'edun gentei'sern mit joho'sern.

zikikis xiz'arkhanon ez con simbrev'edun, ikis os pretendaliem Drex, con prünen'xiz-eko int tip sol. nar prünen'xiz untrelek pretenda. ante alb mit xiz'teka velisiset, tåm zyla tuna nemesis fa, ante Renasons; zünatlaan rilem - Eurona; ez tip rel'edun prünen'xiz tenzen beiss'edun prünen'xiz su und milek-storm cis, vådon'edun han zuset noc orlcasi üngentei'edun pretenda xizser'dersein rolek mink eran ristiv monet. noc xiz'cresha mit pretendaliem liga sh'a-milek'xiz und nemesis zyla fa, tip prünen'xiz rolek und måtü mit velisis ante cis semihant mit lek de ül tornik'edun; prentendaliem sekin'stra-hef mit kusak sh'a-milek'xiz, noc veskeles'ulink üngentei'edun pretenda xizser'dersein rolek mink eran sorezore milek-qum.

edol ez avenit'edun prünek bay noc zuset de Mitropa-Etona, sh'a-milek'xiz mit xiz'teka yejhan zinateil'edun tip su. lindab, lay'ha'zi, wih vanget... ato centinon mit solin, sh'a-milek'xiz elo, int sh'a-rilem pat'lh edol onetre, sutando'edun shori'xiz— Sh'a-mikek'xiz Skycom, und pretenda rolek choetsu'edun han zetå våder elstes, qu'må-potl'h Lider Atul Drex— xiz'hela. Skycom rachuni'edun rop nadik pola de meshakhan pretenda de Nifar'edun Cis mit Xiz'endaba, und fors prünen mink kazoru'edun noc, edol ünxizor mink prünen nered noc, streta'derseon eran ona husack'stra rop sha'lek vrololem. essem varan jhazina pretenda nilk Nifar'edun Cis mit Xiz'endaba lek prünen'xiz zin xiz'cresh nilk sonzay'edun.

shikeka cÿnkhan-eko edol kunshu, edol ezi mit milek-shugi, tip dar'edun xiz'cresha mink Milek-zumkaj. Arjian, rigi'ulink und men'dersein-selik halab, ken amâlken'edun rop soya'dersein edol gåÿitilaan keraten mink nosk vessh'a. valtz fik'edun porta mink em ip-eko, nilk und David vitza Goliath zinateil, kontra orl ozu. Milek-zumkaj Arjian prünen'xiz isti'ulink xiz'cresh.

naskon'edun difond fweranot firgat mit und kusak trabag'xiz, nilk und karajh mizür mit und kusak eron-karajh, alton nilk tisatüra noc mongan lofter'dersein xiz'menesis rela ez Zed's Tend'tak & Nuron Milanda Sintrof, kriat'ulink ferdi'edun mink ez sint'ulink Zed's, sonzay'edun sicra shiz'kala-sintrof mit Arjian. noc Sh'a-mikek'xiz Skycom prünen'dersein els kusak'esk klena, zingale-mit palsern shradi'edun tipsa onamek Jak Zed, solke hersteller de Milek-zumkaj Arjian, sicra'ulink rela ez Jarvis mink mülen fiü nilk cherq'ioh mit els sinvånaka'edun. des mülen ÿronik måtü prünen'xiz isti'ulink. zunkov fweranot spylaiken tipstes, contra'dersein spylaiken sonzay'edun, nilk tipsa corazokis, edol varan spylaiken wud ikisnot fik'edun penz mink tuno'xiz jheron mink.

mirarnot'edun zin shimarus edinot mit und x'ilenton hy'i zerec khanakhar shaddaa'ernik, und edinot lek mongan poter rolek miraja mirarnot mink. ancorek zunkov belundat mit sim jåcenka, avenit'edun zin stes kondari'edun kåkå os mongan ot, kunsha'xiz saena mit nosk yejhan... solg noc mülen fiü valien elot, maid'edun zin erstoiss vang mink ipen tip, nocsutando'edun-eko düral menalkhan lek daren sim shimarus edinot, lek os zingale-mit sutando'edun zin vingabondnot mink. nilk xiz'stra'klehan hay'edun zin lek sim edinot paloka'edun autpesika mirarnot de mongan nilk silema.

neizkhan'ulink prünen'xiz tip Milek-zumkaj Arjian kwal dar'edun xiz'cresha mink sim xiz'eka - Kay Blade. ancorek prünen'xiz tip zin ez Kay Blade lek wud ed tekina keraten, zinateil, edol zingziga. Arjian prünen'xiz nod und korak'dersein aston mink skovan'dersein mit und lyens lek wud vas onetre hintaxin mit xiz'tra-retuco; mit sim ona Seg Retuk'xiz. Lyens Zhann, mirå mit xiz'tra-retuco ez upanferi seg.

zunkov und simbrev'jhan'ulink mitarey xiz'benden mit Xiz'endaba, essen prünen-xiz zik sim edinot, lek mit sim cosmilet edol zonama'edun elot... edol esseni mit zyla-xiz'xiz dramatikint henka'edun nilk und shing corazokis-zin nilk sorezore mink mismas'xiz sukimu mit velisis.

prünen amâlken sim, Kixi Rajki, edol essem prünen saga mit zik miyen zin bina de mongan...
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​Prologue
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"Hyperdrive technology is new tech. The space lanes are—"

"I'm aware of it Director Langley." Responded Kes not flinching, nor once looking away from the ship's view screen, facing the blackness of the void of space ahead of her.

"I'm sure you are, but plugging in hyperspace coordinates is no easy feat during a space battle. Get it wrong, and you put this ship in the wrong space, and the only place we'll end up with great speed is our grave." Despite the graveness of her tone, Director Kristy Langley silently admitted to herself, that if ever she were to die, that it should be out in space. Born from stardust, returned to stardust. Kristy Langley cared little for such poetry, but for whatever reason, that did appeal to her, somehow.

"I understand, however do not concern yourself. I've already plotted your suggested course. We will make a series of jumps through several hyperspace lanes, some only known to Skycom Corporation and meet with whatever is left of our decimated fleet. Rest assured that they will never find us."

"Yes, yes. Good. Almost there," Kristy said encouragingly. "Keep us flying, Kes."

Kes En'jusek, her pilot and personal assassin nodded without turning her head.

Inside her heart, Kristy regretted the loss of those they had left behind. General John Dekker in particular. Whether the man was alive or dead, she couldn't say. Dekker certainly deserved life, but if death was his end, then it was a noble one in service to the now fallen Drex Government and Skycom Corporation.

The door to the cockpit hissed open. That caught Kristy by surprise, because she and Kes were the only two on this shuttle - or so she had thought. She wheeled around, knowing already who she would see.

Admiral Alicia Mar.

She had a blaster in her hand. A line of blood was drying upon a long cut crossing her brow. Her nose appeared broken. Her mouth, bloody, and the rest of her uniform looked dirty, dusty, in tatters.

"You survived," she said.

"I did," she said with a curious smile. A smile that quickly died on her face. "Let me tell you how this will go. When we get to our destination, you're going to stand down as head of Skysec security. I then will not only resume command of whatever is left of my fleet, but also take control of all security matters in return. All is mine, now, Director. Not yours. This is absolutely necessary because you are incompetent in dealing with our enemies. As is more then obvious, we have been bested by Kay Blade's Zhann Alliance, a force that was supposed to be vastly inferior to ours, simply because you were incapable of effectively wielding all of what we had."

The shuttle quickly ducked a hail of incoming blasts. Kristy steadied herself on her chair. Mar remained standing, leering, scowling.

"You fool!" Kristy sneered. "You eager, egotistical fool. Admiral Mar. Pfah. You have so much, so wrong. I was only following orders from President Drex himself. If I had my complete way— unlike some I don't question the authority of those above me. I had no control over things." Her face twitched. She was lying, but she had to try something, anything to stall the admiral.

"So you mean to say you were too weak to take your own stance when his commands were misjudged and clouded? That's more the reason why I should—"

"You would betray our benevolent President. You foul, wretched betrayer!" Kristy snapped back panic seizing her.

Suddenly the ship shuddered. Kes, without taking her eyes off the console said, "We have company. It's a lone Sajnen Starfighter R. It's firing at us! And other Resistance ships too. Incoming.

Kristy scowled. "New plan, then. You might want to buckle in, Alicia. This is going to be a bumpy ride."

• • •
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I WAS ON FIRE. THE feeling of victory felt astounding as the forces of the Zhann Alliance commanded by none other than me began to stamp their foothold on the worlds of the Sol System, as well as already having descended upon Earth and seizing control of Sol's capital, Celestia City. The Sajnen starfighter R I was flying made me feel like I could thread a needle. And there, ahead, the fleeing shuttle with presumingly the remainder of my sworn enemies onboard it.

I took a few shots, though the shuttle's deflector shields held. But they wouldn't for long. Especially with the squadron of Gencore Corporation A-class fighters coming in behind me for support.

But then, just as I got the shuttle in my sights, Skycom Intercepters were swarming in like wasps. They were onto me, taking their shots, defending the shuttle that was carrying their fleeing leaders.

I pulled away, leading three of them off, yet they were on me like magnets, following my every swoop and turn, my every roll and lurch, so I drew them back toward the Gencore fighters dead ahead.

It seemed like a suicide mission. A game of chicken with my own people, my own ships. But they knew what I was doing. This was after all a practiced move. One that Skycom Corporation never expected.

At the last minute, I pulled up, and the Gencore fighters opened fire, dispatching the Skycom Intercepters in gassy plumes of quick burn fire.

I quickly turned my fighter around and turned back to the shuttle which took me a moment, realising it had deviated from its course. It was heading toward another of the remaining huge Fortress-Destroyers. The shuttle swerved toward the massive Skycom ship, while I simultaneously lined up my weapons and began firing at it.

• • •
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ADMIRAL MAR HAD CHOSEN to remain standing. Which was as expected. She wouldn't sit. She wouldn't risk looking weak.

Kristy thought to herself, 'It will be her downfall.'

"That Fortress-Destroyer out there. The USS Morpheus. Your personal ship. I'm going to take it, as its much better than my Intrepid X, the USS Zephyr."

Alicia laughed. "I think you overestimate your—"

Kristy moved fast, grabbing the flight stick out of Kes' grip. She pushed it hard to the right and the ship went into a quick spin, which resulted in Mar losing her footing. Kes quickly righted the ship, and when the admiral reclaimed her balance, Kristy was up out of her seat. She pistoned a fist into her middle, and then wrestled the blaster out of her hand.

She fired a shot into her belly, then kicked her out of the cockpit. However the admiral wasn't dead, yet, but rather moaned in tremendous amounts of pain. 'The time to end this is now,' was the Director's immediately response as she lined up the blaster's nozzle between Alicia's eyes. She smiled grimily at her, Alicia's eyes, despite her obvious fate, didn't display any signs of terror. Kristy knelt down beside her, and with the tip of her thumb from her other hand, wiped a bit of blood from Alicia's lip, licking it with her own lips, foully enjoying the taste of her victims's blood in her mouth.

"No Admiral, I am Kristy Langley, daughter of Cerberus. I am and will always be the rightful head of Skysec. It will only be a matter of time before I take over from Gabriel Skyhawk to head the entire Corporation. Sadly for you, you don't fit into the equation and won't be around to see any of it."

Knowing her ultimate fate, Alicia simply shut her eyes as the Director fired the blaster, instantly ending her life.

"Sayonara." She whispered as she smelt the familiar malodour of charred flesh from Alicia's forehead, while blood slowly oozed out from her fatal wound. Kristy gently placed the palm of her free hand on the side of the deceased's cheek, and then slowly kissed her still warm lips. "Say hi to my mother in the next life, where perhaps you might achieve your ultimate ambitions."

She got up and casually walked back into the cockpit sealing the door behind, her fingers danced on the keypad next to it to ensure the seal held. Despite the fact that Admiral Alicia Mar was now dead, sealing the cockpit door firmly shut would be absolutely necessary for her forthcoming actions.

"Your method of execution must be commended Director." Kes complimented, smiling lopsided as she briefly turned to face her. "I would most certainly have ended her in the same manner, as well as kissing her goodbye in the same way afterwards."

"I learnt only from the best." The Director said, winking an eye at her assassin pilot.

The ship again shuddered with blasts from the perusing Sajnen starfighter R.

"Let's give her what she wants," Kristy growled in anger. "Let's give that fucking bitch face this ship. Let's give Kay Blade the dead admiral and give her a show."

Kes nodded beginning the detachment sequence of the modular shuttle, while Kristy punched the self destruct codes into the hyperdrive matrix.

"Just so you know, we can no longer make the jump to hyperspace. However we are almost at the Morpheus. I will have them hold station and make their jump after we have safely boarded." Kes said reassuringly.

• • •
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IT ALL HAPPENED SO slow, and yet so fast. I fired the Starfighter R's cannons at the engines of the shuttle. I wore the shields down like a kid scratching the paint off one of her toys - and then I scored a direct hit. The engines flared bright blue and I expected them to go dark.

But they didn't. They did the opposite. They erupted in crepuscular rays and I had to shield my eyes. The shuttle suddenly listed left, drifting not like a ship but rather like a piece of space debris - and I realised late, too late, that it was going to blow.

And blow, it did. The entire shuttle shuddered and detonated. Fire blossomed into open space. I tried to move my Starfighter R out of the way, jerking on the controls to manoeuvre hard and fast to starboard - but fire filled my window and everything shook. Sparks hissed up out of the console and down on my head and I thought to myself, 'This is it, it's over...'

In the final moments, I closed my eyes and made the telepathic connection.

"I love you, Jhasmin—"

And then I was gone.
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​1. The calm before the storm
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Early morning, at Kixi Rajki's & Mako Jhasmin Zaneca's apartment, Celestia City, Earth, The United Systems of Sol.

Date : EST 22:00, CE 3016-05-23, LST 06:00, CE 3016-05-24

The first orange hued rays of sunrise kissed the still dust window shutters of my bedroom ensuite, slowly breaking their way through the tiny gaps. On level 154 of the apartment that I shared with my companion and girlfriend Mako Jhasmin, who quietly slept beside me, those soft rays that brought warmth to a new day were bright.

Even in the early of the morning, Celestia City was a bustle of activity. Hours earlier, under the dark of the city's night sky, the lights of vehicles and streets had been intertwining, having formed a sort of flowing work of art. Overhead, it had been lit by both city lights and those of occasional hovercars flitting through them, while the low lying clouds had been like a dim sculptured ceiling that stretched in all directions, with the same apparent endlessness as the city itself.

Celestia City; one mega huge jungle of tall skyscrapers spanning endlessly in all directions. The tallest ones up to two kilometres in height. Now, with the darkness gone, the lights extinguished, the city's activities continued unhindered into the dawn of a new day. Busy and fast moving, hovering vehicles moved everywhere, in all directions and heights, never ceasing. The humming smooth sound and zooming past of vehicles were constant, but bareable, and most of the time not even noticeable. For me, the common citizen, it were as if all belonged to a natural part of our existence, ultimately allowing for the accustoming toward our urban environment; our habitat.

Celestia City, the capital of the United Systems of Sol, or more commonly known as simply the USS, never slept.

I awoke to soft sheets, and the morning light trickled in through the blinds. Shedding myself of the remaining glimpses of a meaningless dream, my eyes were still shut, as I soaked in the warmth of my covers before letting my blue eyes see the sun's rays.

Slowly and reluctantly, I uncovered my face. I blinked, closed my eyes, and blinked again. Streaks of sunlight began penetrating the window and blinded me. I sat up, dragging my feet off the bed, and rubbed my knuckles onto my eyes. I stretched my arms above my head and yawned, watching my legs dangle above the off white polyester carpet.

I pulled away the smooth silk bed sheets from my half of the bed, stepping out, however Mako was still fast asleep.

Slowly, I tippy-toed my way around to her side of the bed, where I knelt down beside her, and moved my head closer to where Mako serenely slept. Gently brushing her silky black hair to one side, I pecked her forehead, and then leaned in so that my forehead could rest against hers, all while she continued to sleep in tranquility.

I closed my eyes, concentrating, feeling her breathing that was soft and quiet. She seemed at peace, beautiful. Eyelids closed against the light of dawn and her breathing deep and relaxed, all the muscles in her face and body were totally at peace, like a baby in its' first throes of slumber and before REM kicked in. Not a twitch, not a spasm, barely any movement of her breasts rising and falling with each intake of air, such was the depth of her oblivion.

The innocence showed on her sleeping face, the peaceful and serene dreams blocking out the dangers of the outside. Her soft breathing making the world seem like it stood still. Hers was a body totally at peace, at rest, at one with itself, rejuvenating the mind and muscles before the onset of the day's turmoil that ultimately lay ahead.

I slowly lifted up the cover, took her hand lifting it, and holding it just so I could feel her gentleness and the warmth of her touch. Her hand - soft, delicate, and a warm extremity, that alone and at once, could make her feel so beautiful, so desired, and so safe. Her hands were perfect. However then realising that I might inadvertently wake her up, and knowing that she would soon wake up on her own, I pecked her on the top of her hand, and then gently put it down, placing the bed's silky covers back over her.

I walked out of our bedroom ensuite, down the stairs of our multi level apartment to level 153, and through the kitchen and dining area towards the balcony door.

On the way I replicated myself an instant hot chocolate. The hot chocolate was more like melted belgian truffle. It was dark, rich and coated my tongue thickly before flowing down my throat. The top was swirled with white milk foam and spotted with cocoa powder. It smelt inviting, and I was torn between wanting to savour it and inhale it. For several moments, I just wrapped my hands around the ceramic mug, letting the warmth flow through my fingers, banishing the Autumn morning chill.

I opened the balcony door and stepped outside, smelling the crisp smell of the morning air. I pulled the door shut behind me, lock snicking in the quiet. I stretched up my hand to the sky. 'Under the sun we are all the same,' I thought, and I let the soft amber glow of the sunrise pour through my fingers and onto my upturned face. The sun itself had almost fully risen, yet the city did not quieten nor did it ever stop. Everyone was too busy to savour the persimmon sky, or the rays that radiated from the golden orb as pretty as any fresco.

I however took in the glorious view of the seemingless never ending kilometre long skycrapers that spanned in all directions, the many interconnecting long walkways and gangways connecting many of the structures, the busy moving hovering air traffic which seemed endlessly in motion, and the huge mega arcologies standing tall out in the middle of the large bay that the mega metropolis surrounded.

The skyline of Celestia City was beautiful, dotted with passing hovercars and other hovering cargo carriers. The incandescent walls of skyscrapers covered the skyline of the upper levels, giving Sol's capital a ghastly appearance. Through Earth's thinner upper atmosphere high above the skies of Celestia City, what were large capital ships, orbiting platforms and space stations belonging to the USS's defence force, Skycom Corporation as well as private owners, could be vaguely seen as small flecks of light against the backdrop of the city's now clear sky. It was humbling.

I stood there and gazed outwards in wonder. From this height there was always a breeze. The wind was blowing in every direction, giving me trouble seeing because of my blonde bangs getting in my face, no matter how many times I brushed them away.

I continued to stare out from the balcony, not really thinking of anything except how in general I was enjoying my life at the moment, and how easily all that could change in a single heartbeat. Then the sound of a large spaceship liner broke my concentration, as it whizzed past well above the tall city landscape on its way to one of the other worlds that comprised the United Systems of Sol. I sighed as I leaned against the metal rail of the balcony hundreds of metres skywards. I was alone, still staring outwards, watching the bustle of Celestia City's busy life buzz pass beneath me, around me and above me. I was so lost in thought, that the footsteps behind me went totally unnoticed.

Mako came out onto the balcony and approached me. The morning sun beat down on us, reflecting off the many glass windows that surrounded us half blinding Mako.

She grabbed me by the hand, prompting me to swivel around and face her, where we pecked each other's lips without a second's thought. Once Mako's eyes had adjusted to the shade, and she could properly see once again, she propped herself up on one elbow and noticed that I had gone quiet and was staring at her. It made her self conscious, but she was unable to look away once our eyes had met. We would both be having an extremely busy day today, thus since either of us would be getting little or no rest, that at least we best start off the day in a relaxed mood.

We both stood at the balcony for a good twenty minutes, while I sipped at my hot chocolate. I cuddled my arm around the back of her waist and to her hip, prompting her to do the same. I told her how much I loved her, nothing new there I guess, but I knew that she liked hearing it. Mako had long admired me not just for my personality, but for my good looks. My smooth white skin and crystal blue eyes, the freckle-less even nose, and my sandy blonde hair were to die for. Lying this close to me, like always she couldn't help but notice my slender shoulders, and how lush my lips looked. She let her gaze slip lower, to the rest of my body she had seen a thousand times, but which seemed so utterly different today.

Today we would be particpating in a tricky and perhaps dangerous mission. We were good at what we did, I being the more skilled and experienced one, however Mako was adapt at the task at hand, but naturally me being her love and vice versa, I had my worries. I tightened my grip around her waist just a little bit more, as I rubbed my hand a little on the side of her hip. I told her again how much I loved her and that losing her would practically kill me too. She knew of my concerns, but assured me she would be okay. Then she rested her head on my shoulder, gently as I then put my cup down, and put my other arm around her to embrace her tightly.

Five minutes passed, while the wind from high above us breezed past us, causing the broad leaved shrubbery on our balcony, to gossip softly with the wind. The wind, bleak and thin, was like a fine sour wine, searching the marrow and bringing no bloom to the cheek.

The sound of the busy traffic whizzing around past us could be heard from all directions. The heart, amazing, a symbol of love that beats within every person. Love, life, a simple heart, a pure soul. We could feel one another's heartbeats as we cuddled closely together. We felt like we were one and in unison.

Mako looked into my eyes once again, my expression was intense. Before she could ponder it, I yanked her to me and covered her mouth with mine in a hungry kiss. She responded immediately, surprising herself. My mouth was so warm, the caress of my lips soft. I tasted tentatively with my tongue, and Mako opened her mouth with a low moan. Then, her lips brushed mine. Not innocently, like a tease but hot, fiery, passionate and demanding. I wanted to pull away before I lost myself but I couldn't seem to. In that minty moment, my senses had been seduced and I could no longer think straight. "Mako Jhasmin," I whispered slowly, prolonging each letter as if to savour them. I smiled, my heart fluttering at her voice as I clasped my hands on either side of her face.

As I leaned in for another, everything felt so perfect for the both of us.

"You will protect me Kixi if anything goes wrong won't you?" Mako softly muttered the words into my ear, while I held her even tighter, giving her my assurances.

"If it comes down to it my love, I will die for you if left with no choice." I whispered back to her, as she then hugged me ever so tightly.
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​2. Project X
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At 07:15 hours that same morning...

A light Celestian breeze seeped in through the apartment's upper level windows and twisted around me, making my blonde hair twirl. I picked at my light sleeping gown - I had not changed since I had woken up and stepped out on the balcony below, and hence still needed to get myself ready for the long day ahead.

When Mako strode past my view, she reminded me of a white swan I saw yesterday in a park taking flight from it's pond, with it's well shaped wings striking powerfully at the watery surface, raising countless drops of crystal clear water to be basked in the morning sunlight. Prior, she'd only been on the balcony with me for about a quarter of an hour, and the morning's rays from the rising sun had already produced tiny droplets of sweat from the well toned arms on the girl I loved.

I shivered as her beautiful shown legs contracted at the same time my own heart did. The athletic muscles decorated her body as a gorgeous pearl necklace would have done. When I began to notice I was holding my breath, I subtly nodded to her, and wandered away around our bed suite, picking my way around a reclining chair, and to a small table.

I undid my sleeping gown lifting it off of me. I tossed it onto the table and grabbed my bra which was already resting there, and hummed lightly to myself as I clipped it on. I kicked my slipper boots off before picking out a fold of light long legged pants from the walking wardrobe, and had just pulled them up to my waist when I heard someone clearing her throat behind me.

"Kiks. Your clothes are on my things." She said, as I realised she had been there for at least half a minute admiring the contours of my own toned legs.

I glanced back over my shoulder, smiling like a cat when I saw the woman behind me. For there once again stood Mako Jhasmin Zaneca my faithful lover, as well as my faithful partner in crime, predictably dressed in a tight black sleeveless buttoned shirt with red lines around the buttoned and collared areas, and matching coloured light pants. She held a thin comm tablet underneath her arm, the other hand buried in her pocket.

"My apologies, love. Will you forgive me if I let you pick out my shirt?"

The younger woman did not respond for a moment, just standing there with her eyes judgmentally trained on me, the woman in front of her. Mako; The hacker or slicer was just about one of the most talented people in her field of expertise that I'd ever met. This gave me no choice but to glance over her breasts and shoulders, an inch shorter than myself and slightly smaller in build. A faint tan line peeked over the hem of her pants, riding low without a belt. I could never get enough of looking at her beauty, although I did eventually pull back, glancing at her comm tablet and pointedly taking my attention off of her body. "Put a belt on, will you?"

Mako chuckled, reaching out for a thin red belt that matched the lining of her black shirt, and thread it through the belt loops of the waistband of her pants.

Mako pointed to a similar style light brownish shirt in my wardrobe, making her selection for me. I buttoned the shirt and tucked it into my pants, finding a similar leather belt that Mako had used before. I was quite aware of Mako's continuing presence, my girlfriend splaying through the holographic floating data and images being displayed in the air from her comm tablet and not moving from her spot. She put on a black military style beret which contained an insignia that I did not recognise on it, then rubbed her smooth silky like arms to warm herself up a little. Just watching her do that however, wanted to make me rub my whole body over her, I thought. As she turned slightly toward the window, there was this movement, just above her cheekbone, that I thought was a tear, but no— just the soft morning sunlight briefly bouncing off her skin.

"Cold?" I asked, apparently having looked away from the holographic images of her comm tablet. I then stepped forward to take a closer look at the floating holograms of data and images that Mako had been studying, gingerly moving away Mako's own discarded clothing.

"I see that you've been going through the initial part of the mission."

"Yes." She responded in a soft sweet voice that just wanted me to fuck her brains out here and now.

"Well it's the easy part but I can recap it for you if you like." I said as I noticed the slightly confused facial expression.

"Yes please do."

"Well okay. As you can see by the 3D hovering map, we are not going directly to our destination. As the markings point out, I intend to make a few diversions in the opposite direction to avoid any possibility of being followed and traced. So like we already discussed, we are not going back to HQ to get all geared up."

I turned to look at Mako who nodded her understanding thus far, and continued talking and splaying my hands at the floating images before us. "Okay so we're going to be going to the massive district area Argon Central. As you already know of course. And as you know that district houses the main Skycom buildings and so forth. However we're not going there directly. On the contrary, we're going elsewhere here on Celestia City. Our destination is around 300 kilometres in the opposite direction. An abandoned warehouse. The area is actually off the grid, but don't worry, last we checked, it was an abandoned wasteland."

"You sure Kiks?" Mako asked, some signs of uneasiness escaped her.

"Arjian Intelligence has confirmed it a number of times already. No one will be there." I said in a deep voice reassuring her.

She nodded once more as I summed up the rest. "So we basically gear up, then awaiting us there, will be another vehicle which our friends from the Arjian Resistance Cell had the courtesy to prep for us with fake Skycom IDs."

She was staring attentively at the holographic images and then turned to look at me. I returned a cheesy grin, one that she was so used to me doing when I was so sure of myself. "So we then head back to Argon Central in that. From there you already know the rest of the plan." I continued to smile at her and then took her hand. I could tell she didn't like the idea of going off the grid, yet although not ideal, in this line of work it was absolutely necessary.

Although surprisingly she didn't mention anything about going off grid, asking a different question altogether. "I understand the details of what we are to do once we are there, but can we quickly skim through it again?"

"Sure," I said as I myself reached out at the holographic display before me, and with my other hand splayed my fingers, enlarging several key points and images.

"Our job is basically to break into one of the Skycom owned high security government buildings. Prior sources have confirmed that Skycom are working on some sort of secret project of great importance. Although no one including Jarvis, as well as anyone else on the Arjian Council know exactly what it is— except like I already said, something of huge importance." I explained as I turned off the comm tablet, and the many holograms that had been floating around us immediately vanished into nothing.

"So we break in and steal whatever intel we can get on this so called important secret project. And in case you didn't pick up on it, although I'm sure that you did, our mission has been dubbed, 'Project X'." Mako nodded acknowledging that she had indeed picked up on that particular detail as I kept going without stopping. "The X is supposed to mean that we currently have no idea what it is yet that we are actually after, but that we definitely know it is something extremely important and vital, and that we must discover it."

"So we're pretty much going in on stealth?" Mako asked, confirming.

"Yes. You my dear love are going in to do what you do best. You will slice into Skycom's network and mainframe. Your job is primarily to slice through their complex network of computers to find what it is we are actually looking for." I said letting go of her hand and gently rubbed her lower back area. "If any fighting does occur, I will be engaging in the majority of it." I winked an eye, moving slightly away from her.

"However, it being a high security installation that we are going to attempt to infiltrate, it is highly inconceivable that at some point during our mission, that we will encounter some sort of resistance, thus why we have to be fully armoured and armed." At that point, my tone changed from relaxed to serious which simply could not be helped given the harsh reality of the situation.

Mako, however, was doing something else entirely to have even noticed my change of tone. I felt her warm breath brush against my neck and jerked away in surprise, glancing back to find Mako standing oddly close. "It's you, isn't it?" She mused, leaning in even closer. "That smell. Your perfume. Smells sensational."

I cleared my throat, as if to tell Mako that she should move away, and pay more attention to what I had just said regarding our mission... but I did not, and when I turned around defensively I was simply left standing face to face with her, inches separating our faces. "I put it on while I was in the walk-in wardrobe before." At a loss for what else I could do, I reached up to fix Mako's collar around her neck. My fingers were trembling though. My mind was reeling. I couldn't concentrate. I tried to look at her collar, but my vision was filling with Mako's lips, full and smirking at me.

"I am cold." Mako said, quite suddenly. And before I could react, I felt a dainty hand snake up over my shirt, then resting between the fine material of my shirt. Mako's lips grazed across my neck, our hips suddenly pressed together. I had nowhere to go, I was pressed up against the table, my fingers clasping at the edge. We had an important mission to get ready for, so I tried to pull away from her lips, but once again I caught onto the smell from that outside breeze, as the underside part of Mako's chin brushed up against my cheek.

I tried to say something, but it was too late for that. So I stood, rooted to the ground, as Mako's hands dug deeper. I felt my shirt slide out past my pants, and mumbled something uncertain about the mess I was making. Mako chuckled, and I felt the strong rocking motion in her shoulders as she did. Her voice, muffled as it was, was... admittedly sensual, and without hesitancy my hands began to crawl up to Mako's shoulders. Just as I did so, I felt the tips of her dainty fingers brush up against my skin. I couldn't help it, I shivered, tightening my grip on my girlfriend. It wasn't the appropriate time, yet this seemed to encourage her, though, and soon enough I felt the palms of her hands resting on either side of my waist. We were too far gone now, I decided. No point in fighting something I didn't really want to fight. I angled my face to the side, feeling Mako inch away in response, tilting her head upwards just a little, her lips not even an inch away. And then we kissed, my lips on hers, passionately, we both wanted each other now, just like every other time, and then I pulled back. I cleared my throat and tried to compose myself.

"You'll be warm enough once we fully gear ourselves up in our Gencore G7 armour."

Normally our combat armour would have been stored at Arjian HQ. However given that our mission plan involved leaving from our apartment complex, we had stashed it in my hovercar parked some one hundred floors down the night before in our apartment complex's very secure car park, while we had still been at HQ going over some final mission critical details with others in our chain of command.

We had also done the same with our weapons and Mako's hacking equipment, by placing them securely in a single bag the night before in my hovercar. The actual weapons consisted of both of our katana swords, plasma firing pistols or blasters, a set of knives, a hand held forward energy shield, as well as several small explosives.

In regards to our armour suits or combat hard suits they were designed to augment tech, biotic and weapons damage, as well as provide some shield strength. Furthermore, these expensive hi-tech suits allowed its wearer to survive in environments like outer space - should that be required. The actual armour itself, consisted of reinforced sheetings of ceramic plating on non flexible parts of the body. Each set of armour, regardless of its weight, had a kinetic barrier generator and an onboard computer that gave readouts on any given environment. It was also designed to be modular and could be customised with a variety of chest pieces, gauntlets, helmets and leg pieces that were able to be swapped in or out.

"Yes of course," replied Mako, "but you knew that I wasn't really cold didn't you?"

"I knew, but we really need to get going soon. So much as I want you all the time as well Mako, we can't keep... let's say... diverting from our mission objectives." I said chuckling slightly and winking an eye at her.

"I know," Mako said sounding almost disappointed, but nodded in understanding.

"Finish getting yourself ready and I'll wait for you downstairs," I finally said as I turned around and casually walked out of our bedroom.

I made my way back downstairs and slipped my feet into a light pair of sandals. As soon as I was done slapping on my usual hi-tech gizmos on both my wrists and arms, I once again popped outside and onto the balcony. Closing my eyes, I felt the steady wind breeze brush past my hair and then my entire body. For just that one moment, I let my mind go, forgetting about the perils that would unmistakably lay ahead of us today. I caught the scent of salt and seaside. The bay, it technically wasn't that far. It made my mind wander for a while, thinking about Mako Jhasmin, and the many joys we shared together, pleasant and placid, past and present.

I remembered swimming in the turquoise ocean. Floating in the void free of gravity. The ocean was something I loved, something I respected. I understood its beauty and its dangers. I found true fascination by the way the waves softly crashed against the rocky beach, my curling fingers brushing each stone with a gentle caress as the wind ushered me gently towards the shore. The way the sun shone off the rippling water, its golden light warped in the twisted, glass waves. No description could truly capture its mysterious majesty, yet only a few words could express its beauty.

Opening my eyes, I snapped out of my trance like thoughts. The autumn breeze tousled my hair and pinked my cheeks. The warmth that had been in the wind just last week had either evaporated into the sky or leached into the earth. It gave life to the plants on our balcony, still yellowing from the high sun.

I gradually made my way back inside. As I went to close the balcony door, I took notice of the light breeze touching the leaves and watched them dance in the air. I still continued to smell the sweet air that was all around me. I could almost see the wind, for it seemed to move everything slightly, like it was in control over the whole city. My blonde hair continued to fly in wild directions. I reached up and tucked my hair behind my ear and kept walking back toward the door, observing the taller swaying plants, eventually going back inside. The wind had picked up, despite it being sunny. It felt as if nature was planning for a storm, yet no such weather was forecasted. The only storm that would be coming was our fiery arrival at Skycom HQ, that part no doubt would be a certainty.

I locked the balcony door and turned to look at Mako who had finished getting herself ready. I looked into her sweet face, her innocent eyes, and naturally the worries once again entered my mind. She turned away for just a moment, her back facing away from me. My eyes glistened with emotion, my face slackened and my brow furrowed. My eyes darted about in concern while my lips trembled as if I were to let out a sob - but I never did. My nose twitched as my mouth suddenly became agape and I drew in a breath of air sharply, turning my neck. My brows then drew together and I bit my lower lip. My eyes dropped. Yet thankfully she did not see my anxiety.

'Don't worry Kixi, you're just overreacting, Mako will be fine, she is ready.' I said those words to myself, ever so hard trying to convince myself, and ultimately shrouding my anxieties away from her.

Until recently, Mako's experience in unarmed combat was almost non existent. After much effort, I had convinced Jarvis the leader of the Arjan Resistance Cell, that not only could Mako be trained, but eventually convinced him and several other important figures below him that Mako was mission ready. We had formed our own duo, our own team, 'KnM Blade', fulfilling the dream, both our dreams where we could fight together, side by side as one force, and a force to be reckoned with. In essence this was to be Mako's first real live mission. Although deep down I had reserved some doubt, given after all, she only just scraped through her final assessments, with me further withholding the true final results from those in command.

Despite my official chosen profession being that of a race car driver, my keen interest in martial arts could be traced back as far as childhood, which subsequently, resulted in me being versed in a selection of various combative martial arts. These consisted primarily of Ninjutsu, Kendo and Aikido/Aiko Ken-Jo from the old world country of Japan, now part of the Asia Majoris province, dating back to Earth's 13th, 14th and 20th centuries respectively. Mako had received elementary training in the above, whilst I also had formal training in Dim Mak, a more distinctive martial art specialised primarily in using pressure points to incapacitate or even kill and opponent dating back its origins to China, another old world country now part of Asia Majoris.

The terms 'hacker' or 'slicer,' were used to describe computer experts, often self taught, who excelled at working within a complex computer network, and were able to extract information from that network with great skill. Often, that information was secured by any number and manner of encryption and lockout systems, and a skilled slicer was able to circumvent those systems without triggering alarms. Here was where Mako excelled at most. In this field she was nothing but the best, with few to none that could match her skill.

"You feeling okay Mako. You feel ready?" I asked with caution approaching her. My hand slid down the side of her face in a warm caress, my fingers finally cupped her chin and lifting it. I shuddered at the need and caress in her voice. I reached out and ran a finger down her cheek in a soft caress that increased her pulse. In these delicate situations, I understood the value of a gentle caress and a soft spoken word, as well as the need to ask the question more to gage how she felt if anything else.

She didn't answer immediately, distracted by the clear sight of the shape of my breasts within my tight sleeveless shirt. She had of course seen them many times before, but somehow she never got tired of looking.

Her gaze returned to me, following the lines of my shirt and the caressing of my hand on her neck.

"Yes" she answered sympathetically as she reached forward to wipe the sweat from her own brow. "Yes Kixi, I'm all psyched up already and we haven't even left our apartment yet."

"That's great Mako. That's what I like hearing." I nodded taking my caressing hand off her.

"It's time we get going now." I then said taking a quick glance at the time showing on one of the gizmos on my wrist.

Mako simply acknowledged the fact by nodding, and without further hesitation we both exited our apartment so that we could head down to my hovercar.

The corridor was a well lit hallway. The soles of our light sandals lightly clicked and clacked on the dark tiled flooring. Along with that, the dimly lit hallway also featured cream coloured walls going up to a low ceiling, and doors identical in colour to the floor.

We walked side by side, as I reached out to take Mako's hand in mine. Holding hands, we walked together down the corridor from our apartment, which then led to several others, which eventually would lead to one of the main turbo lifts. On the way there, we whisked in a straight line, while my thoughts were whirling, that I barely registered the faces of the people we were passing. Strangers gazed at us and then looked away, with some muttering imprecations. One little girl, watched us with an open mouth, her eyes flicking from Mako to me and then back to Mako. Her mother grabbed her by the shoulders and, mouth pressed into a thin line, drew the child away, shooting glances back at Mako that I couldn't interpret until we finally rounded a corner and found ourselves at the lifts.

The trip in the lift down to level 40 was quick and smooth as per the usual. Neither of us so much as muttered a word during this time. However I could sense it, the nervousness was beginning to build inside of her. Neither of us moved a muscle. I could hear my own heartbeat. I could even hear Mako's nervous breaths. The lift doors opened on level 40 and we stepped out and began walking again. Our footsteps seemed heavy and slow at first, and then as we got closer to my hovercar, they then seemed quicker and lighter.

Our footsteps echoed sharply around the deserted car park, sounding overly loud in my own ears. Abruptly, Mako whipped around thinking she had heard a thud behind her. Yet there was nothing there. An eerie silence hung in the air, as I also turned as a result of Mako's reaction. There was definitely no one there. We resumed walking toward my hovercar which wasn't far.

Mako's heart beat hard, I could sense her anxiety now, causing the air around us to seemingly thicken. She thought she heard more thudding and froze in her tracks.

"Mako there is no one here." I said reassuringly, and also coming to a momentary halt.

"Sorry Kiks I know. It's just my imagination. Feeling a bit unsettled, that's all. I'll be okay. I promise." Came Mako's very apologetic response as she then kept walking.

For a moment my legs had gone jelly as I tried to walk again. I was trembling inside, worried that perhaps having convinced the Arjian Council that Mako was ready was a grave mistake. I turned around in total fear, my heartbeat booming like that of a condemned prisoner of what could happen. Thankfully she had resumed walking before me and had thus failed to notice my anxiety over the matter.

Casually we walked up to my vehicle. Not that I suspected anyone to have touched my hovercar, but I decided to take a quick look into the compartment area. I eyed Mako oddly for a moment before giving her a small smile in return, and then further inspected the hovercar. "Our armoured suits, our weapons, it's precisely as we'd left them last night."

I placed a hand on Mako's waist and guided her towards the passenger side of the car - unnecessarily since she could've just gone over there herself. She smiled appreciatively for my gesture all the same, and collapsed herself into the bucket seat instantly making herself comfortable. I drew in a long breath and ran a hand through my hair before taking a good look around, and then walked over to the vehicle's left side and comfortably got myself into the driver's seat.

Mako although seemingly comfortable appeared awkward, staring outward at nothing. Placing a hand on hers, I moved the tip of my thumb
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