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Damocles came around the corner to a battle taking place. One of the large feral creatures had cornered a small woman between two broken down walls. She was fighting with everything she had. He could see her right arm hanging, bloody at her side but that didn’t stop her. She held some type of gun in her left and was firing repeatedly into the beast. It gave a great howl as the bullets struck it and charged the woman. Swinging with its great paw, it knocked the gun out of her hand and grabbed her by the leg. It sunk its claws into her ankle then lifted her up so that she dangled head down, above the street. He was sure she was done then, but she just twisted around and kicked with her free leg, jarring the beast enough that it let her go. 

As she crashed down to the littered and broken pavement he rushed out from his hiding place and shouting out strange words and flung his hands forward. A light of pulsing blue flared out and struck the beast in the center of the chest. It howled, loud and long, as it dissolved into the air. He walked over slowly, keeping an eye out for the beast's mate. When he reached the side of the woman he was amazed to see her still breathing. Landing on your head from three feet in the air could easily crush the skull. She moaned and opened her eyes. There was a glaze over them, she had obviously been dazed. He reached down and eased her head off the ground. He ran his fingers over her skull and sighed. Her skull was intact, which was good. She had enough injuries that he could see with a cursory glance.

Reaching into his hip pack, he pulled out an ampoule and broke it under her nose. Damocles hoped she would react normally, but you could never tell on this messed up world. She started up, sneezing. "What?!" She pushed back at his hand. 

"Take it easy, now. I'm here to help." His voice was deep and smooth. Without meaning to the woman relaxed, going limp and panting through the pain she felt. "Let me look you over.” He shook his head and sighed. “You're covered in blood." He lowered her head back to the pavement and slid his hands over her body, about an inch away. 

"Not good here," he whispered more to himself than the woman in English. "The arm is broken in two places, compound at the elbow." He moved down to the leg the beast had held her up by. "The knee is all torn up, but not too badly," then moved to the ankle. He hissed, "Punctures. Not good. Easy now. Stay still." 

Enya tried to get her eyes to focus. The blow to her head had addled her senses. "Who?" 

Bending over her was a man with long, thick, black hair. He was doing unpleasant things to her, but his voice held her still somehow. She felt calm, like she could trust him and this bothered her, but she couldn't remember why. "Why..?" As he moved to set her arm she passed out from the pain. 

"Not good, but it will be easier if you're not awake for all this, little one." The man continued working her wounds until he had them set and bandaged. He gave her a long look. She was around five foot two he guessed, slender yet muscular. The thinness was probably from lack of a healthy for her species diet. Something about her seemed to speak to him. The shook his head and then he reached inside his shirt and pulled out a small silver cylinder. Placing it to his lips, he blew. Within a few moments a small covered truck rounded the corner and stopped by his side. A small furry woman got out the passenger door and knelt down next to him. "Careful, she's pretty banged up." 

The woman gently moved the stranger onto an inflatable stretcher. Together they lifted and slid the stretcher into the open back of the vehicle. They swiftly moved about picking up the discarded equipment from around the fight scene and climbed into the vehicle. Damocles slapped his hand against the front of the truck, "Take off, Jed!" 

The larger bear like driver nodded, "all right Damocles. Head back to the base?" 

Damocles nodded, "and make it quick, she needs more care than I can give her." 

The woman spoke up, "What was she doing out here? I thought all humans were underground by now." 

Damocles turned, "I don't know, Sharli, but I plan on finding out." There was something in his eyes that told the Catkeen that he thought he knew more, but wouldn't say. 

The trip back to the base took them through the disputed territories. They had safe passage marks on the sides of the truck, but you could never tell who would be in charge each time you went out. So far they seemed to be working. Damocles held his breath until they reached the bridge over the river. It was the border that none of the monsters would pass. He looked out the side window as they passed the gates. No one was on duty. That was a bad sign. The last ruler of the outlands had someone watching the border at all times. Looked like it was time to pull the outriders back in. A purge must be on the way again, if the beast in the old city was a sign. His attention was pulled back inside as a moan came from the injured woman. She was coming around again. 

He bent down and whispered to her in English, "You're safe now, just rest." Her eyes opened as she moaned. They were a deep green in color, like dropping into an emerald. His suspicion was confirmed. Her hair was very rare her, but possible, but no human born on this world had eyes that color. She was a drop in. Some gate had sent her through into this messed up world. 

Enya opened her eyes to look right into a pair of large silver eyes. Pulling up strength from she wasn't sure where, she pushed herself up and away from the man in front of her. She looked frantically around for a way to escape. It took a moment for her to realize that she was inside a moving vehicle. She looked out the window and saw the road drop away as they moved onto a bridge over deep water. She moaned low and turned away, hiding her face in her hand. She sank back against the stretcher. "*Why does it have to be water?*" She started to mumble and shake. 

Damocles reached a hand out to comfort her. He could feel the fear coming off her in waves. Something had frightened her badly. He looked out the window. She had been afraid when she awoke to find herself in the vehicle, but this type of fear was different. It had intensified greatly when she saw the water. "Why was that?" he thought. He laid his hand over hers and gently pulled it away from her face. "It's all right," he whispered again. "Relax, you are safe." The woman just lay and shook. He had seen this before. Drop ins came to this nameless world in many ways and many were suffering from some type of trauma that could trigger flashbacks with the right stimuli. Obviously something about water was a part of her experience.

Damocles tried humming quietly under his breath. The melody was simple and should make the woman relax. One of the gifts of his people was the ability to use music to sooth and calm any creature. It was what saved his own life when he first came to this place. After a few moments her tremors eased and she opened her eyes. They still had a glazed look, but the fear she had been radiating was gone. She tried to speak, working her throat, but nothing was coming out. Damocles bent down closer to her and he caught a faint thank you as her eyes closed again. 

"What's going on, Damocles?" asked Sharli. She looked with concern at the human laying next to the team leader and medic. 

"I'm not sure, Sharli. She had a bad reaction to seeing the river." He looked again at the face lying below him. She looked like one of the humans who had once covered the face of this world, but he was sure she wasn’t.  He could say with certainty now just what world she slid in from. "She's out again." 

"Well, I hope she stays that way. Humans can be a handful when they're frightened." The small furry face showed a real dislike for the notion. "I don't understand you, Damocles. You're always bringing back stranglers. Head isn't going to like this new one. She's going to need a lot of care before she can contribute to the community. We don't even know if she's tame." 

Damocles laughed. "Oh, I'm sure she's tame. And leave Head to me. He owes me a few." 

Sharli snorted. "If you say so. I doubt any human is really tame though.” The Catkeen shook her head as she looked at the items they had gathered.”She sure has some strange belongings." She picked up the gun the woman had used on the beast in the ruins. "This thing sure made that monster mad. It looks a bit like the guns we use, wonder what it does?" She sighted down the barrel. Damocles reached over and took it out of Sharli's hands. 

"Best not play with that. It might go off." He scolded his friend. 

She looked slyly at him. "Yeah, yeah I know. You know what it is don’t you?" Leave it to the curious Catkeen to see a possible valuable item.

He didn't answer. Running his hands over the weapon, he was surprised that it had made it through the gate with the woman. Usually an automatic weapon like this would have blown to pieces when she stepped through, very interesting. It looked a lot like the guns he had used in his past, but it was sleeker. He tucked it and its match in the bag at his side and studied the red hair. Something about her made him want to run his fingers through the tangled mess of her hair. From the brief touch when he checked her scalp he knew it was silky soft and thick. The last time he had seen hair like that he had been visiting his homeland.

They soon were over the bridge and on a small island. Jed pulled the vehicle into the small cave entrance and parked it near a pillar. He got out and opened the back door so the two in the back could slide the stretcher out. He then ran over to a set of doors and pulled them open. Rushing inside, he quickly returned with a wheeled stretcher and the woman was set down carefully on it. The three then entered the doors and went down a sloping hallway to another set of doors. 

This time Damocles pulled out a small piece of plastic and slid it into an opening to the left of the doors. They slid open to reveal an elevator. They entered and pushed one of the buttons on a panel inside, sending them down into the bowels of the base. And old military base from a time for the cataclysm that sent this world into chaos, it was surprising anything worked, but it was a safe haven for all those that could be gathered together. Most of the drop ins who survived their first month ended up here in the one place where being different was not a one way ticket to either slavery or a grave.

At the bottom they were met by two large scaly men in uniforms. They came to attention when they saw Damocles. He nodded and quietly placed a few orders. Within minutes they were surrounded by beings dressed in surgical scrubs and they whisked the strange woman away to be cared for. 

Damocles and his team were escorted to an office deep inside the underground cavern complex. They were offered refreshments and they relaxed in large overstuffed chairs as they awaited the complex commander, Head. 

Damocles sat apart from his team with the equipment that belonged to his newest find. He sorted out the weapons and ammo from the personal belongings. Whoever this woman was she had been very well equipped. While it looked like she was nearly out of ammo for the glocks she had other types in an ammo belt. The two small packs they had found contained high density rations and a very complete medical kit from this world. It was a mix of local remedies and what he knew was medication from Earth. There was little in the way of personal things, though. Just a wallet, a small leather bound book, a silver unicorn and a locket, all wrapped in a shimmering blue-green scarf. 

He rewrapped the unicorn and locket and opened the wallet. Inside were a few pictures of the woman and what must have been her family. There was a blonde man, holding the hands of two little boys, both with the bright red hair of the woman. He looked at the pictures for a long moment before turning to the license. The name on it was Enya McGregor. "So, that's her name," he thought. She had the look of one from the old country, back near his own long lost home. The license was from one of the states. Massachusetts. The address said she lived in Boston, a city he had visited not too long before he had come here. So she hadn't been from his country, but she was descended from one who was. 

He looked up as he heard the door open. Into the room stepped a small and compact human man. This was the leader of the underground people, simply known as Head. Very few knew where he was from or even how old he was. The shock of grey streaked brown hair was common to most of the humans who moved about this world. Damocles knew more about him, but only because they had become friends. He greeted Jed and Karli and turned to Damocles. "Well, my old friend. What have you brought us now?" 

"A woman," Damocles didn't want to mention her origins in front of his team yet. 

Head smiled, "Yes, she's a woman. And in bad need of medical help. How is it you always find them?" 

"Just a gift,” Damocles shrugged. It was what they had him around for. He could find anything and anyone, given enough time and patch them up enough to be taken to medical. He looked up “Any word?" 

Head gestured to the other two in the room. "Your excused, Jed, Sharli, go get yourself some dinner. You've had a long day." 

Sharli looked like she wanted to argue, but Jed pulled her out the door with a quick thank you to Head. Turning back to Damocles, Head crossed his arms over a still impressive chest. "She's not in great shape, which you know. Doc says that she's fighting some type of fever. Her body temp is well over what it should be for a normal human." He raised a brow at his friend expecting something to explain the woman. 

Damocles stood up and started to pace. "She should be close to normal for here. She could have caught something while traveling in the old city." 

"Come on, Damocles. She's not a home world human, now is she?" 

Damocles looked over at his friend. "No more than you are I am." 

"So, what is she and what can we do for her?" A new voice asked from the doorway. 

Damocles and Head turned to face a large lizard woman dressed in a white lab coat over green overalls. "Oh, there you are Doc. I started without you." 

"I can see that, Head." She smiled at the grizzled leader. "Damocles, answer my question. What can we do for her? Will our cures work for her?" 

Damocles looked thoughtful for a moment. "They should. She's from my home world and I know that your drugs work on me, well most of them that is." 

"But you’re not a human, my friend and she is?" 

"Your right there, but both our races have a common reaction to most drugs. She won't have some of my weakness, but I don't have some of the human ones. Try the basic simples for fevers, they should help." 

The doctor paced a bit. "It looks like she's been fighting off Greenleaf fever. I'm not sure just when she was exposed, but she is showing the classic signs of second stage fever. Good thing you found her when you did, too much more time out in the daylight and she would have been permanently blinded." She turned back to face Damocles. "You should be down in sickbay yourself. I grabbed your team and sent them in to be looked over. They should have the normal resistance to it, both had mild cases as children, but you, my friend, are still susceptible. So you're to come with me." She reached out to take his arm. She stopped when she saw he was holding a small leather wallet. "That belongs to our mystery woman?" 

"Yes," he looked down again at the picture of the man and children. 

He nodded, "Well, she'll probably want it then and her other things.” He paused to look over the packs and weapons. “Anything dangerous?" 

Damocles shook his head. "She has some weapons, but we can lock those up. Almost everything else is survival gear." He walked over to the couch and picked up the scarf and the book. "Just the wallet and these, seemed personal. I thought I'd bring them down to her when she woke up." 

"It's going to be a while. When I left she was entering stage three. Don't expect her to be coherent for the next few days. Between the fever and the wounds she came in with she needs as much rest as she can get." 

****
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ENYA SLOWLY CAME AROUND. Her head felt like it was stuffed full of cotton. She lay with her eyes closed trying to bring her mind into focus. There were all kinds of fuzzy images racing around inside her head. Flashes of broken buildings with trees slowly growing through them and the smell of something rotting and then things got nasty fast. The last thing she remembered clearly was fighting off the big troll-like monster in the fallen city. There had been a moment of real pain when she twisted to kick it in the balls, but after her head hit the ground things got strange. 

Well to be perfectly truthful, stranger. Nothing had been normal in the past two years. She had images of a handsome face, framed in long black hair bending over her and saying something she couldn't quite understand. There were more flashes of pain and then the heart stopping image of deep water. She shuddered as she remembered it. She hadn't been able to deal with deep water since her arrival
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